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It had little to do with Byron's success as a poet that he was born 
in the purple of tlie English aristocracy ; or with the quality of Shel- 
ley's genius that he was the son of a Sir Timothy, who prided himself 
on a descent from a long line of British squires; or that Algernon 
Swinburne's father was a baronet. And yet if our poets have gentle 
blood in their veins, other things being equal, we prefer that they 
should have it. 

Good birth, as a general thing, argues good breeding, refinement, 
education, fixed social j)osition, and a wide margin of generous leisures; 
all of which have much to do with the outcome of a poet's life. 

We do not believe that Tennyson would ever have written as he 
has, if it had been his fortune to labor for his daily bread. Even had 
the genius all been there, the wide leisures would have been wanting, 
and he would have produced his poems, not as Goethe, at his " unhastinef 
ease," — absolutely free from all exigence, — but under the pressure of 
a goad, which would have destroyed all their beautiful spontaneity. 

It is therefore to the advantage of our poet, Paul Hamilton Hayne, 
that he had ancestors. It may sound somewhat unrepublican perhaps, 
to hear him wish, as he does in one of his keen sonnets, that these same 
ancestors had been content to stay in their four-hundred-year-old 
Shropshire Manor-IIouse, enjoying the positive good England gave 
them, rather than go sailing over seas in quest of what might be of 
questionable benefit ; but we cr.n forgive him, in view of his antecedents 
on this side the water, of which he may be proud as well. His English 
progenitors settled, early in colonial days, in Charleston, South Car- 
olina, and from the first were of im|»ortance in the civil affairs of the 
young State. They furnished noble |)atriots, who shed their blood in 
Revolutionary days, for the liberties of their adopted country. The 
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name of tlie renowned statesman and orator, Robert G. Hayne, who 
was the poet's uncle, has become the possession of the country. 
While ill the Senate of the United States, he was not afraid to match 
his strength with Webster's, and he was governor of South Carolina 
when to be governor of the Palmetto State was an honor worth the 
winning. 

The subject .of this sketch is the only child of Lieutenant Hayne, a 
naval officer, who died at sea when his son was an infant; his mother, 
recently deceased, was a South Carolina lady, of good P^nglish and 
Scotch descent. He was born in Charleston, January 1st, 18'*i0, and 
educated at Charleston College, from which he was gra<luated. Inher- 
iting the prestiges of a noble name, high position, and a sufficient 
amount of wealtli, the world was before the yonlh, and he was free to 
choose his path. From earliest boyhood his fondness for literature, 
particularly poetry, was pronounced, and there was everything around 
him to foster this love. The Charleston of thirty-five years ago was a 
very different place from the Charleston of to-day. The old Huguenot 
element, with its aristocratic names and associations, was strong, and 
the large admixture of good English blood helped to make its people 
just a little tixcluaixe. Boston herself did not gather the mantle of her 
self-iinportJince in a more queenly manner about her than did this city 
by the sea. There Was a decided literary element, too, among its 
higher classes. Legare's wit and scholarship brightened its social 
circle; Calhouirs deep shadow loomed over it from his plantation at 
Fort Hill; (iilmore Simms's genial culture broadened its sympathies. 
The latter was the Macapnas to a band of brilliant youths who used to 
meet for literary snppers at his beautiful home ; and here it was that 
the love for old Elizal)ethan lore, and the stmhr_o f_llie class i cs of t he 
Knirlisli fnniniP^ which hius always characteriztHl Mr. Hayne, found one 
of its best stimulants. 

No sooner had he graduated than he threw himself actively into 
literary life. He became connected with the journalism of the city, 
and when the enthusiastic group of young scholars established a Literary 
Monthly Magazine {RmseWs) Mr. Hayne was appointed its editor. 

His first volume of Poems was published by the old house of Tick- 
nor & Co., Boston, in 185;), when lie was some twenty-five years old, 
liis second in IH.')?, and his third in 18G0. These all met with such 
success as encouraged him to adopt fully a literary life as his vocation. 
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In the meantime he had married Miss Mary Middleton Michel, of 
Charleston, the daughter of an eminent French physician, who received 
a gold medal from Napoleon the Third, for services under the first 
Napoleon at the battle of Leipsic. Of the poet's wife it is but the 
scan test justice to say that she has been the inspiration, the stay, the 
joy of his life. No poet ever was more blessed in a wife, and she it is, 
who, by her self-renunciation, her exquisite sympathy, her positive, 
material help, her bright hopefulness, has made endurable the losses 
and trials that have crowded Mr. Hayne's life. Those who know how- 
to read between the linos can see everywhere the influence of this 
irradiating and sthiiulating presence. 

Then came the disasters of the civil war. Mr. Hayne, whose 
health, delicate from his childhood, would not allow him to take field 
service, became an aid on Governor Pickens's staff. During the bom- 
bardment of his native city, his beautiful home was burned to the 
ground, and his large, handsome library utterly lost. Even the few 
valuables, such as the old family silver, which he succeeded in securing 
and removing to a bank in Columbia for safe-keeping, were 8wei)t away 
in the famous " march to the sea ; " and there was nothing left for the 
homeless and ruined man but exile among the " lJiaa.,garE£fl^ " of 
Georgia. There he established himself, in utter seclusion, in a veritable 
cottage (or rather shanty^ dignified at first as "Hayne's Roost''), 
behind whose screens of vines, among the peaches, melons, and straw- 
berries of his own raising, he has fought the fight of life with uncom - 
plauiing bra very , and ppi^ist<*fl i ^^ beingr hap py. 

Here, then, at " Copse Hill," nested amid his greenery and his pines, 
our poet has lived for fifteen years, — content with little of this world's 
gear, happy in his chosen work, writing as his frail health would permit, 
and in manly independence. In 1872, the Lippincotts published his 
Lefjtnds and Lyrics^ and in 1873 his edition of his friend Henry Tim- 
rod's Poems a])peared, accompanied by one of the most pathetic bio- 
graphical memorials of which literature gives an example. In 1875, 
The Mountain of the Lovers was published. A Life of Gilmore Simms 
(still in MS.) was also written, with Memorial Sketches of Governor 
Hayne and Mr. Legare, — so that these years of seclusion have been 
well filled up with literary labor; and during the past five years the 
names of not many writers have appeared more frequently, perhaps, in 
the pages of our current literature, than that of the recluse of "Copse 
Hill." Here he has interpreted Nature, we think, with as clear an 
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insight as the poet of Rydal Mount. He has made the melancholy 
moanings of his Georgia pines sob tlirough his verses. He has given 
voiiees to the Midnight Thwuler ; to the Windless Rain ; to the Mus- 
cadines of the Southern Forests ; to their Woodland Phases; to the 
Aspects of the Pines, 4s has not been heretofore done. 

It were superfluous to enter upon any criticism of his i)oem8, nor is 
this the place for it. They are left with the reader, who, if he cannot, 
of himself, find therein the aromatic freshness of the woods, — the 
swaying incense of the cathedral-like aisles of pines, — the sough of 
dying summer winds, — the glint of lonely pools, and the brooding 
notes of leaf-hidden mocking-birds, — would not be able to discern 
them^ however carefully the critic might point them out. 

Mabgabet J. Pbestox. 
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THE WILL AND THE WING, 

To have the will to soar, but not the 
wings, 

Eyes fixed forever on a starry height, 

Whence stately shapes of grand imagin- 
ings 

Flash down the splendors of imperial 
light; 

And yet to lack the charm that makes 

them ours. 
The obedient vassals of that conquering 

spell, 
Whose omnipresent and ethereal powers, 
Encircle Heaven, nor fear to enter Hell; 

This is the doom of Tantalus — the 
thirst 

For beauty's balmy fount to quench the 
fires 

Of the wild passion that our souls have 
nurst 

In hopeless promptings ~ unfulfilled de- 
sires. 

Yet would I rather in the outward state 
Of Song's immortal temple lay me 

down, 
A beggar basking by that radiant gate 
Than bend beneath the haughtiest em- 
pire's crown! 

For sometimes, through the bars, my 

ravished eyes 
Have caught brief glimpses of a life 

divine. 
And seen a far, mysterious rapture rise 
Beyond the veil that guards the inmost 

shrine. 



''THE LAUGHING HOURS BEFORE 
HER FEETr 

The laughing Hours before her feet, 
Are scattering spring-time roses, 
And the voices in her soul are sweet 
As music's mellowed closes; 
All hopes and passions, heavenly 

born. 
In her, have met together. 
And Joy diffuses round her mom 
A uiist of golden weather. 

As o'er her cheek of delicate dyes, 
The blooms of childhood hover, 
So do the tranced and sinless eyes, 
All childhood's heart discover; 
Full of a dreamy happiness. 
With rainbow fancies laden. 
Whose arch of promise grows to ble88 
Her spirit's beauteous Adenne. 

She is a being born to raise 

Those undefiled emotions, 

That whisper of our sunniest days, 

And most sincere devotions; 

In lier, we see renewed and bright, 

That phase of earthly story. 

Which glimmers in the morning light, 

Of God's exceeding glory. 

Why, in a life of mortal cares. 

Appear these heavenly faces. 

Why, on the verge of darkened years, 

These clear, celestial graces ? 

'Tis but to cheer the soul that faints 

With pure and blest evangels. 

To prove, if Heaven is rich with saints, 

Tliat Eaith may have her angels. 
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Enough! 'tis not for me to pray 
That on her life's sweet river, 
The calmness of a virgin day 
May rest, and rest forever; 
1 know a guardian (ienius stands 
lieside those watei-s lowly. 
And labors with ethereal hands 
To keep them pure and holy. 



EVE OF THE IIIUDAL. 

Yes! it has come; the strange, o'ennas- 
tering hour, 

When buoyant hopes, and tender, trem- 
ulous fears 

Sway the full heart with a divided power. 

The flush of sunshine, and the touch of 
tears ! 

Oh! for a spell to charm away thy 
care. 

As I could charm, were I but near thee 
now 

To chide coy flickerings of that half de- 
spair 

Of virginal shame upon thy downcast 
brow; 

A fitfid gloom 'mid blushes of bright joy. 
Like those transparent clouds in summer 

days. 
That cast tlieir transient shadows of alloy 
Across the noontide's else loo dazzling 

blaze ; 

Yet, from the fair hills of this foreign 

shore, 
I waft thee benedictions on the wind, 
noi»es that a iieaceful bliss forevermore 
May rule the gracious empire of thy nund. 

And blessing thus, the dreary distance 
dies. 

And in a clearer than Agrippa's glass. 

The enamored fancy, — what pale vis- 
ions rise, 

Ihi"ht<Mnn'j: to sliape and beauty ere they 

IK...-.-.' 



A room where sunset's glory deep, 
though dim. 

Girds thy rich chamber with luxurious 
grace. 

Rounds the fair jutline of each delicate 
limb, 

And crowns with chastened ray thine elo- 
quent face, 

In shimmering folds thy raiments soft 
and mre. 

Swell with the passionate heavings of thy 
breast. 

O'er whose young loveliness, the en- 
tranced air. 

Languidly breathing, seeks voluptuous 
rest. 

Thy hand —(in two brief hours no longer 

thine) — 
Gleams near a gossamer curtain, stirred 

with sighs, 
And the full, star-like tears begin to 

shine 
In the blue heaven of thy bewildering 

eyes. 

Tears for the girlhood, almost past 

away. 
Its innocent life, its wealth of tender 

lore. 
Tears for the womanhood, whose opening 

day. 
May not reveal the untried scene before. 

Not bitter tears! for him thou lov'st is 

true, 
And all thy being quivers into flame, 
A swift delicious flame that thrills thee 

througl). 
Whene'er thy iiiemory lingers on his 

name. 

Ev'n now 1 see tlu'c turn thy timid head. 
Luxm-iant-locked, towards a dim retreat. 
Where twilight shadows veil thy bridal 

bed. 
And golden gloom and teniler silence 

meet. 
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MY FATHER. 

AIy father! in the vague, mysterious 
past, 
My boyish thoughts have wandered 

o'er and o'er, 
To thy loue g»^ le upon a distant sliore, 
'J'he wanderer oi llie waters, still at last. 

Never in chiUihood have I blithely 
sprung 
fo catch my father's voice, or climb 

his knee; 
lie was a constant pilgrim of tlie sea, 
And died iiiwn it when his boy was 
young. 

He iH'rished not in conflict nor in 
flame. 
No laurel garland rests \\\wi\ his 

tomb; 
Yet in stern duty's path he met his | 
doom ; { 

A life heroic, though unwed to fame I 

First in vague depths of fancy, scarce- 
defined. 
Love limned his wavering likeness on 

my soul. 
Till through slow growths it waxed a 
jjerfect whole 
Of clear conceptions, brightening heart 
and mind. 

His careless bearing and his manly 
face. 
His cordial eye; his firm-knit, stalwart 

form. 
Fitted to breast the fight, the wreck, 
the storm; 
The sailor's frankness and the soldier's 
grace. 

In dreams, in dreams we've mingled, and 
a swell 
Of feeling mightier for the eyes' 

eclipse. 
The music of a blest Apocalypse, 
Thrilled through my spirit with it5 mys- 
tic sjiell : 



Ah, then! ofttimes a sadder scene will 
rise, 
A gallant vessel through the mist- 
bound day. 
Lifting her siK'ctral spars above the bay, 
Gloomily swayed against gray glimmer- 
ing skies. 

O'er the dim billows tlnmdering, peals a 
boom 
Of the deep gun that bursteth as a 

knell, 
AVhen the brave tender to the brave 
farewell — 
And strong arms bear a comrade to the 
tomb. 

The opened sod: a sorrowing band be- 
side — 
One rattling roll of musketry, and 

then, 
A man no more among his fellow-men, 
Darkness his chamber, and the earth his 
bride, 

My father sleeps in jM^ace; perchance 
more blest 
Than some he left to mourn him, and 

to know 
The bitter blight of an enduring woe, 
Longing {how oft I) with him to be at 
rest. 



SOXG. 



Fly, swiftly fly 
Through yon fair sky, 
() purple-pinioned Hours! 
And bring once more the balmy night, 
When from her lattice, silvery briirlit. 
Love's beacon-star — her taper — sliiiics 
Between those dark manorial i>ines. 
Above the myrtle-bowers. 

Fly, breezes, fly. 

And waft my sigh 
With love's warm fondness fraught, 
'Twill stir my lady's languid mood, 
AVhere, in her verdurous solitudo. 
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She sits and thinks, a moonlight gi-ace 

Cast o*er her beauteous brow and face, 

Touched by a passionate thought! 

Glide, rivulet, glide 
With whispering tide, 
Through coverts low and deep, 
To woo her with the airy call, 
The music faint, the far-off fall, 
Of fairy streams in fairy climes, 
Or pleasant lapse of fairy rhymes, 
Soft as her breath in sleep. 

Fly, swiftly fly 
Through yon calm sky, 
O gentle-hearted dove ! 
And pausing on her favorite tree, 
Murmur your plaint so tenderly, 
That, born of that sweet tone, a charm 
Her very heart of hearts may warm 
With rosy bliss of love. 

Fly, swiftly fly 
Through yon fair sky, 
O purple-pinioned Hours! 
And bring once more the balmy night, 
When from her lattice, silvery bright, 
Love's beacon-star — her taper — shines 
Between those dark manorial pines 
Above the myrtle-bowers ! 



soxo. 



Ho! fetch me the winecup! fill up to the 

brim! 
For my heart has grown cold, and my 

vision is dim, 
And I fain would bring back for a mo- 
ment the glow. 
The swift passion that age has long 

chilled with its snow; 
Ho! fetch me the winecup! the red 

liquor gleams. 
With a promise to waken youth's rapture 

of dreams, 
And ril drain the bright draught for that 

promise divine. 
Though Death, Death the si^ctre, should 

hand me the wine. 



'Tis not life that I live, for the blood- 
currents glide 
Through my wan shmnken veins in so 

sluggish a tide, 
That my heart droops and withers ; what ! 

life call you this ? 
O! rather, consumetl by one keen thrill 

of bliss, 
Would I die with youth's glory revivified 

round me. 
The deep eyes that blessed, and the white 

arms that bound me; 
O! rather than brood in this dusk of de- 
sire, 
Sink down, like yon marvellous sunset, 

all fire, 
The soul clad with wings, and the brain 

steeped in liijht; 
Then come, ix)tent wizard! I call on thy 

might. 
Breathe a magical mist o'er the ravage cf 

Time, 
Roll back the sad years to the flush of my 

prime. 
And I'll drain thy bright draught for 

that vision divine. 
Though Death, Death the Spectre, shoidd 

hand me the wine ! 



BY THE GRAVE. 
[Extract from an unflnished narrative poem. | 
This is the place — I pray thee, friend, 
Leave me alone with that dread grief, 
Whose raven wings o'erarch the grave. 
Closed on a life how sad and brief ! 

Already the young violets bloom 

On the light sod that shrouds her 

form. 
And Summer's awful sunshine strikes 
Incongruous on the spirit's stonn. 

She died, and did not know that I, 
Whose heart is breaking in this gloom. 
Had shrined her love, as pilgrims shrine 
A blossom from some saintly tomb. 
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And, ah I indeed, it was a tomb. 
The tomb of Hope, so gliastly-gray. 
Whence sprung that flower of love that 

grew 
Serenely on the Hope's decay. 

A pallid flower that bloomed alone, 
With no warm light to keep it fair, 
liut nurtured by the tears that fell. 
Even from the clouds of our despair. 

t)\ie perished, and her patient soul 
l^assed to God^s rest, nor did she know 



I kept the faith we could not plight 
In honor, or in peace below. 

But, Love! at last, all, all is clear. 
You see the flame of that tierce fate, 
Which blazed between my life, and 

yours. 
And left them both — how desolate I 

And well you comprehend that now 
My heart is breaking where I stand, 
But 'mid the ruin, shrines its faith, 
A relic from love's Holy Land. 




* Come ! come ! and seek us here, 
In these cool deeps." 



SONG OF THE NAIADS. 

Gay is our crystal floor. 

Beneath the wave. 
With strange gems flaming o'er 

The Genii gave; 
Sweet is the purple light 
That haunts our happy sight. 
And low and sweet the lulling strains 

that sigh 
While the tides pause, and the faint 
zephyrs die. 

Come! come! and seek us here, 

In these cool deeps. 
Where all is calmly fair. 

And soiTow sleeps : 
Thy burning brow shall rest, 
Couched on a tender breast. 
And, charmed to bliss, thy soul shall 

catch the gleams 
Of mystic glories in Elysian dreams. 



Come ! ere the earth grows drear, 

The tempests rave. 
And the fast-failing year 

Is nigh its grave : 
Thy summer, too, is past, 
Wouldst thou have peace at last ? 
O! here she dwells serenely in still caves. 
And waits to woo thee underneath the 
waves. 



LETHE. 

A DUMB, dark region through whose 

desolate heart 
Creeps a dull river with a stagnant 

flood; 
Its skies are sombre-hued, and dreary 

clouds. 
No wind hath ever stirred, hang low and 

dim 
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Above the barren woodlands ; all things 

droop 
In slumber; the little willow stoops to 

kiss 
The waves, but not a ripple murmurs 

back 
Its salutation, and wan starlike flowers 
Yield a white radiance to the failing 

sense, 
And odors pregnant with the charms of 

rest, 
And glamour of Oblivion; all things 

droop 
In slumber; for whatever hath passed the 

bounds 
Of this miraculous kingdom, bird or 

beast. 
Men lured from action, or soul-sick of 

life, 
Wearj"^ and heartsore, maids in love's 

despair. 
Or mothers stricken by their first-born's 

crime — 
All sink without a struggle to deep 

l)eace. 
Prone in the gleam the river casts abroad, 
A gleam more pallid than the light of 

Hades, 
Lie those who sought this region ages 

since; 
Their upturned brows are smooth, and 

tranced with calm. 

And on their shadowy lips a waning 

smile 
Fitfully glimmers; round them rest the 

forms 
Of savage beasts; the lion all unnerved, 
Drowsy and passionless, his huge limbs 

relaxed. 
And curved to lines of languor: the fierce 

pard 
Tamed to a breathless quiet, whilst afar, 
Gloom the gaunt shapes of nnghty brutes 

of eld. 
The world's primeval tenants: all things 

droop 
In slumber; even the sluggish rivers 

flow 



Sounds like the dying surges of the sea 
To eai*s far inland, or the feeblest sigh 
Of winds that faint on lofty mountain- 
tops. 
This is the realm — '* Oblivion" — this 

tlie stream 
Which mortals have called — " Lethe ! " 



THE REALM OF JIEST, 

In the realm that Nature l)Oiuideth 
Are there balmy shores of peace. 
Where no passion-torivnt soundeth, 
And no storm-wind seeks release ? 
Rest they 'mid the waters golden, 
Of some strange untravelled sea. 
Where low, halcyon airs have stolen, 
Lingering roimd them slumbrously ? 

Shores begirt with purple hazes. 
Mellowed by gray twilight's beams, 
AVhose weird curtains shroud the mazes, 
Wandering through a realm of dreams; 
Shores, where Silence wooes Devotion, 
Action faints, and echo dies. 
And each |)eace-eniranced emotion 
Feeds on quiet mysteries. 

If there be, O guardian Master, 
Genius of my life and fate. 
Bear me from the world's disaster. 
Through that kingdom's shadowy gate; 
Let me lie beneath its willows. 
On the fragnuit, flowering strand, 
Lulle<l to rest by breezelcss billows. 
Thrilled with airs of Ellin-land. 

Slumber, flushed with faintest dreamings • 
Deep that knows no answering deep, 
Unprofaned by phaniom-seemings, 
— Mockeries of Protean sleej) ; — 
Noiseless, timeless, hulf forgetting, 
^lay that sleep Elysian be. 
While serener tides are setting. 
Inward, from the roseate sea. 

I lark I to mine a voice is calling, 
S\\eet as troi)ic winds at night, 
(Jently dying, faintly falling 
From some nmrvellous mystic height> 
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Troubled Thou«;lit\s unhallowed riot 
By its waiideri!ig glamour kissed, 
Feels a charm of sacred quiet 
Fold it, like enchanted mist. 

**There's a realm, thy footsteps nearing," 
[Thus the voice to mine replies,) 
" Where the heavy heart desi)airing, 
Breathes no more its life in sighs; 
'Tis a realm, imperial, stately, 
Refuge of dethroned Years, 
Talm as midnight, towering greatly, 
Through a moonlit veil of tears. 

•* Though an empire, freedom reigneth. 
Kingly brow, and subject knee, 
Kach with what to each pertaineth. 
Slumbering in eipiality ; 
'Tis a sleep, divorced from dreamings, 
Deep that knows no answering deep, 
Vnprofaned by phantom-seemings — 
Noiseless, wondrous, timeless sleep. 

** On its shores are weeping willows, 
Action faints, and Echo dies. 
And the languid dirge of billows. 
Lulls with opiate symphonies; 
But beside that murmurous ocean 
All whc rest, repose in sooth, 
And no more the stilled emotion 
Stirs to joy, or wakens ruth. 

** Thou Hhalt gain these blest dominions, 
Thou Hhalt find this i)eaceful ground. 
Shaded by Oblivion's pinions. 
Startled by no mortal sound ; 
Noiseless, timeless, all forgetting. 
Shall thy sleep Elysiar b<», 
While eternal tides ire setting 
Inward from that mystic sea." 



THE ISLAND JX THE SOUTH, 

TuE ship went down at noonday in a 

calm. 
When not a zephyr broke the crj'stal sea. 
We two escaped alone: we reached an 

isle 
W^hereon the water settled languidly 



In a long swell of music; luminous skies 
Overarched the place, and lazy, broad 

lagoons 
Swept inland, with the boughs of plan- 
tain trees " 
Trailing cool shadows through the dense 

repose ; 
All round about us floated gentle airs. 
And odors that crejU upward to the 

sense 
Like delicate pressures of voluptuous 

thought. 
I, with a long bound, leapt upon the 

shore 
Shouting, but she, pavilioned in durrt 

locks, 
Sobbed out thanksgiving; 'twixt tiu^ 

world and us, 
Distance that seemed Eternity outrolled 
Its terrible barriers; on the waste a Fiiie 
Stood up, and stretching its blank handi 

abroad 
Muttered of desolation. Did we weep. 
And groaning cast our foreheads in the 

dust ? 
So it had been, but in each other's eyes 
Smiled a new world, dearer than that 

which rose 
Beneath the lost stars of the faded West. 
That very mom the white-stoled priest of 

(;od 
Had blessed us with the church's choicest 

prayers. 
And these did gird us like a sai)phire 

wall 
When the floods threatened, and the 

ghastly doom 
Moaned itself impotent; free we were t<» 

love 
To the full scope of passion; a few snn , 
And in the deep recesses of the wood^ 
We built ourselves a cabin; the dim s^ot 
Was fortressed by the tropic's giant 

growths. 
Luxuriant 'JMtaus of a hundred years; 
And the vines, laced and interlaced be- 
tween, 
Drooped with a flowery largess many- 

hued. 
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It was a place of Faery ; songs of birds 
That glimmered in and out among the 

leaves, 
Like magical dreams embodied, wooed 

the winds 
To gentlest motion of benignant wings ; 
And the sun veiled his radiance, and the 

stars 
P3ered through the shadowy stillness 

with a light 
So spiritual, the forest seemed to wane 
In tremulous lines waved down the sil- 

ve!y aisles. 
There livod, there loved we, as none else 

have lived 
And loved, I think, since the primeval 

blight 
Rained down its discords, and death 

clinched the curse. 
No shallow mockeries of a worn-out age. 
Effete and helpless, bound young passion 

rounri 
With the cold fetters of detested forms: 
Civilization was not there to set 
Its si>ecious seal of custom on our hearts, 
Prisoning the bolder virtues; we might 

dare 
To act, speak, think, as the true nature 

moved, 
Untutored and majestic; our souls grew 
To the stature of the spirit, that looks 

down 
From the impoUuted regnancy of heavens 
That hold no curses ; the glad universe 
Showered rare benedictions on our path; 
Matter was merged in poesy : the winds 
From the serene Pacific, the quick gales 
From mountainous ridges in the upper- 
most air. 
The eternal chorus of far seas serene, 
The harmony of forests, the small voice 
That trembles from the happy rivulet's 

breast, [pby, 

All touched us with that sweet philoso- 
Which, if we woo the visible world 

aright, 
Blesses experience with new gates of 

sense 
Where through we gain Elysium. 



So the years 
Were winged and odorous with a thou- 

sand joys, 
Of which the poor slave to the hollow 

law 
We term society, hath had no dream ; 
Our love was comprehensive, full, divine. 
Rounding the perfect orbit wherein life 
Should gravitate to God, even as the 

spheres 
Roll to the central fire; love mastered 

life 
As maelstroms suck still waters, love 

the one 
Electric current through act, reason, will, 
Throbbing like inspiration ; no vain 

touch 
Of weak, fantastic passion, no thin glow 
Of morbid longing, fluttering feebly up 
From shallow brains, stirred to a dubious 

flame. 
And tortured with false tliroes of senti- 
ment — 
(That bastard whimperer to the deity. 

Love — 
As a changeling to the Titans) — no red 

heat 
Of base desire, fusing the delicate 

thought 
To chaos; but a steadfast, genial sun, 
A luminous glory, gentle as intense. 
Making our fate a heaven of wannth, 

light, rest, 
Whose very clouds were halos, and whose 

storms 
Were tempered into music. Thus time 

stole 
On muffled wings through the itill air of 

bliss, 
Gathering our ripened hopes, and sowing 

seeds 
Of joy to come. My innocent bud had 

flowered 
To beauty — oh! such beauty as these 

lips. 
Touched though they were with iwe, 

might not profane 
With shackles of mean utterance. Oh, 

God! God! 
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Why didst thou take her from me ? why 

transform 
The passionate presence in my shielding 

arms 
To tliis poor phantom of a broken brain, 
Mocking my woe witli sliadows ? On a 

nigliL 
Wlien the still sea was calmest, the bright 

stars 
^lost bright, and a warm breathing on 

the wind 
Sj)oko of perpetual summer, a strange 

voice 
I scarce could liear, said: *' It is evening 

time/' 
Anil a wan hand- my eyes were blind to 

note 
Heckoned her far away. 

Tlie awful grief 
Closed rounil me like an ocean. I was 

maJ, 
And raved my memory from me. When 

again j 

The world dawned, as a dreary landscape 

dawns 
Grotesquely through the sluggish mists 

of March, 
I walked once more in a great capital's 

streets, 
A savage 'midst the civilized, a man — 
Shattered and wrecked, I grant you, — 

still a man 
Amongst the puppets that usurp the 

name 
And act the fraud so basely, that the 

Fiend 
Wearies to death the echoes of his hell 
In laughter at them. I am with j^ou still, 
Emasculate <lenizens of the stifling mart, 
Wh«»re heaven's free winds are throttled 

in the fumes 
Of furnaces, and the innulUMl sun 
(ilooms through the crowding vapors at 

midday. 
Like a God, re-collecting to himself 
His immortality ; 'where nerveless limbs 
Bear nerveless bodies to their separate 

dens 
Of torture, and lean, wide-i'yed revellers 



Foster the hungering worm that never 

dies. 
And fan the lurid fire unquenchable; 
Where steahay avarice lurks in wait to 

sack 
The widow's house ; and license of low 

minds, 
Loaded with prurient knowledge, and 

no hearts 
(Self-worship having killed them), make 

the world 
A Pandemonium. I am with you still; 
But the hours creep on to a more fortu- 
nate time; 
A vessel swells her broad sails in the bay. 
And the breeze bloweth seaward; 1 will 

seek 
My island in the southern waves again; 
A thousand memories urge me, tones 

that slept 
Waken to invitation; I can feel 
The Hesperian beauty of that realm o! 

, peace 
Flushing my brain and fancy; but 

• > ■ through all 
The nUl(h* vision glides a tender shade. 
And pauses with mute meaning by a 

grave. 



ODE. 



Delivered on the First Anniversary of the Car- 
olina Art Association, Feb. 10, ISTiG. 

There are two worlds wherein our souls 
may dwell. 

With discord, or ethereal music fraught. 

One the loud mart wherein men buvand 
sell 

(Too oft the haimt cf grovelling moo Is 
of Hell), 

The other, that immacidate realm of 
thought. 

In whose bright calm the master-work- 
men wrought, 
Whoire genius lives on light, 
And faith is lost in sight. 

Where crystal tides of perfect harmony 
swell 
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Up to the heavens that never held a 

cloud, 
And round great altars reverent hosts 

are bowed, 
Altars upreared to love that cannot 

die, 
To beauty that forever keeps its youth, 
To kingly grandeur, and to virginal 

truth, 
To all things wise and pure, 
Whereof our God hath said, ** Endure! 

endure! 
Ye are but parts of me, 
The hath been, and the evermore to be. 
Of my supremest Immortality! " 

We falter in the darkness and the dearth 
Which sordid passions and untamed de- 
sires 
Create about us; universal earth 
Groans with the burden of our sensual 

woes; 
Tlie heart heaven gave for homage is 

consumed 
By the wild rages of unhallowed fires; 
The blush of that fine glory which 

illumed 
The earlier ages, hath gone out in gloom ; 
There is no joy within us, no repose, 
One creed our beacon, and one god our 

hold. 
The creed, the god, of gold; 
The heavenward winged Instinct that 

aspires. 
Like a lost seraph with dishevelled 

plume. 
Pants humbled in the " slough of deep 

Despond;" 
The present binds us, there is no Beyond, 
No glorious Future to the soul content 
With the poor husks and garbage of this 

world ; 
And are indeed the wings of worship 

furled 
Porevennore ? Is no evangel blent. 
No sweet evangel, with the hiss and 

hum 
Of the century's wheels of progress? 

Science delves 



Down lo the eiirth's hot vitals, and ex- 
plores 

Realms arctic and antarctic, the strange 
shores 

Of remote seas, or with raised vision 
stands, 

All undismayed, amidst the starry lands : 

Man too, material man, our baser 
selves, 

She hath unmasked even to the soiu'ce of 
being; 
Almost she seems a god. 
Deep-searching and far-seeing; 

And yet how oft like some wild funeral 
wail 

Which goes before the burial of our 
hopes. 

Emerging from the starry-blazoned copes 

Of highest firmaments, or darkest vale 

Of the nether eaith, or from the burdened 
air 

Of chambers where this mortal frame Hes 
bare, 

Probed to the core, her saddening ac- 
cents come; 

" What! call* St thou man a seraph ? nay,, 
a clod. 

The veriest clod when his frail breath is. 
spent, 

Man shows to us who know him ; 
what is he ? 

A speck! the merest dew-globe 'midst 
the sea 
Of life's infinity;'' 

Or, " we have pi"obed, dissected all we 
can, 

But never yet, in any mortal man, 

Found we the spirit ! thing of time and 
clay. 

Eat, drink, enjoy thy transient insect- 
day!" 

Thus Science ; but wliiie still her mock- 
ing voice 

Rings with a cold sharp clearness in our 
ears. 

Her beauteous sister, on whose brow the 
years 

Have left no cankering vestige of de- 
cay, 
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Eternal Art, she of the fathomless eyes 


From the deep bosom of the purpling 


Brimming with light, half worship, half 


air 


surprise, 


A lambent gloi7 broke along the 


In whose right hand a branch of fadeless 


vast 


palms, 


Horizon line,whence clouds, like incense, 


Plucked from the depths of golden shad- 


rolled 


owed calms, 


Athwart a firmamenUl arc of gold 


Points upward to the skies, 


And sapphire; clouds not vapor-bom. 


She answers in a minor, sweet and 


But clasping each the radiant seeds of 


strange 


morn, 


The while, all graces in her aspect meet, 


Which suddenly, clear zenith heights at- 


And Doubt and Fear shrink shuddering 


tained. 


at her feet, 


Burst into light, unfolding like a flower, 


"I bring a nobler message! Soul, re- 


From out whose quivering heart a mystic 


joice I 


shower 


Rise with me from thy troublous toils of 


Of splendor rained : 


sense, 


A spell was hers to conquer time and 


Thy bootless stmggles, bom of impo- 


space, 


tence. 


For from the desert grandeur of that 


Rise to a subtler view, a broader range 


place 


Of thought and aim ; 


A hundred temples rise, 


Mine is a sway ideal, 


The marble poems of the bards of old, 


But still the works I prompt, alone, are 


Whereon 'twere well to look with rever^ 


real; 


ent eyes. 


Mine is a realm from immemorial time 


Because they body noblest aspirations, 


Begirt by deeds and purposes sublime, 


Ethereal hopes, and winged imagina- 


Whose consecration is faith's quenchless 


tions. 


flame, 


Whether to fabled Jove their walls were 


Whose voices are the songs of poet- 


raised. 


sages, 


Or on their inner altar offerings blazed 


Whose strong foundations resting on the 


To wise Athfena, or, in Christian Rome 


ages, 


Beneath St. Peter's mighty circling 


The throes and crash of empires have 


dome, 


not shaken, 


A second Heaven, the golden censers 


Nor any futile force of human rages. 


swing. 




The clear-toned choirs those hymns of 


"Come! let us enter in! 


rapture sing. 


Behold, the portal gates stand open 


Wliich, on harmonious waves of gratula- 


wide! 


tion. 


Only, from off thy spirit shake the dust 


The outburst of the sense of deep salva- 


Of any thought of sin, 


tion. 


Or sordid pride, 


Uplift the spirit where the Incamate 


For sacred is the kingdom of my trust, 


Word 


By mind, and strength, and beauty sanc- 


Amid the praise no ear of man hath 


tified." 


heard. 




The peace no mind of man can compre- 


She spake ! and o'er the threshold of a 


hend, 


sphere, 


Awaits to welcome Time's worn wander- 


A marvellous sphere, they passed ; 


ers home! 
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** But look again!" Art's eager Genius 

cried : 
" Thou hast not seen tlie entl, 
Scarce the beginning ! " As she spake, a 

tide 
Of all the mighty masters, loved, adored, 
From out the shining distant spaces 

poured. 
All those who fashioned, through an 

inward dower, 
The concrete forms of beauty and of 

power; 
Whether from white Peutelic quarries 

brought, 
The voiceless stone uprose, a breathing 

thought, 
Or, from the mystic rays of rainbows 

drawn, 
And colors of the sunset and the dawn, 
The painter's i>encil his ideal fine, 
Had clothed in hues divine; 
Or, skilled in living words 
Melo<lious as the natural voice of birds 
(But each a sentient thing, a meaning 

grand. 
It is not given to all to understand), 
The poet from the shade of breezy 

woods. 
From barren seaside solitudes, 
And from the pregnant quiet of his soul 
Outbreathed the numbers that forever 

roll 
Perennial, as the fountains of the sea, 
And deep almost as deep eternity I 

Near and yet nearer the bright concourse 

came, 
Their faces all aflame. 
As when of yore the quick creative thrill 
Did smite them into utterance, and the 

throng, 
Awed by the fiery burden of the song, 

(Jrew reverent pale and still; 
<)! solemn and sublime Apocalypse 
That wresteth, from the dreary death- 

ecli])se, 
The sacred presence of these marvellous 

men ! 
Yonder the visible Homer moves again, 



Moves as he moved below, 
Save that his smitten vision 

Rekindled at the fount of fire Elysian, 

Burns with a subtler, grander, deeper 
glow ; 

And yonder ^Eschylus, with " thunder- 
ous brow,*' 

Scarred by the lightning of his own crea- 
tions. 

Wrapped in a cloud of sombre medita- 
tions. 

Hath seized the tragic muse, as if to 
her 

He scorned to bend an humble worship- 
per. 
But would extort her gifts; 
Then Shakespeare mild, 

Blessed with the innocent credence of a 
child. 

With a child's thoughts and fancies un- 
defiled. 
And yet a Magian strong 

To whom the springs of terrible fears 
belong. 

Of majesty, and beauty, and delight, 

To the weird charm of whose infallible 
sight. 
The heart's emotions. 

Though turbid as the tides of darkest 
oceans. 

Shone clear as water of the woodland 
brooks — 

He i)assed with wisdom throned in his 
looks 

Attemi)ered by the genial heats of 
wit; 

While close beside him, his grand coun- 
tenance lit 

By thoughts like those which wrought 
his Judgment Day, 
Grave Michel Angelo 
His massive forehead lifts. 

In a strange Titan fashion, unto Heaven ; 

Next Raphael comes, with calm and star- 
like mien. 

Fresh from the beatific ecstasy, 

His face how beautiful, and how serene! 

Since God for him the awful veil had 
riven 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



QUEEN QALENA^THE POETS TRUST IN HIS SORROW, 18 



That shrouds Divinity, 
And rolled before his wondering mind 

and eye 
Visions that we should gaze on but — to 

die! 

They passed, and thousands more i>assed 
by with them ; 

Again Art*s Genius spake: **Lo! these 
are they 
Who, through stem tribulations, 

Have raised to right and truth the sub- 
ject nations ; 
Lol these are they. 

Who, were the whole bright concourse 
swept away. 

Their fame's last barrier, built the surge 
to stem 

Of chaos and oblivion, whelmed be- 
neath 

The pitiless torrent of eternal death, 

Would yet bequeath to races unbegot 

The precepts of a faith which faileth 
not; 

Pointing, from troublous toils of time 
and sense, 

From bootless struggles bom of impo- 
tence. 
To that fair realm of thought. 

In whose bright calm these master- 
workmen wrought. 

Where crystal tides of perfect music 
swell 

Up to the heavens that never held a 
cloud. 

And round great altars worshipping 
hosts are bowed — 

Altars upreared to love that cannot 
die, 

'I'o beauty that forever keeps Its youth, 

To kingly grandeur, and to virginal 
tmth. 
To all things wise and pure, 

Whereof our Grod hath said: * Endure! 
endure! 
Te are but parts of me, 

The HATii DEEN, and the evermore to 

BE, 

Of my supremest Immortality! ' " 



QUEEN GALENA, OR THE SULTANA 
BETH A YED, 

Hold! let the heartless perjurer go! 
Speak not! strike not! he is my foe, 
Fi-om me, me only, comes the blow ~~ 
I will i*epay him woe for woe; 
Look in my eyes ! my eyes are dry, 
1 breathe no plaint, 1 heave no sigh, 
But — will avenge me ere I die. 

Think you that I shall basely rest, 
And know the bosom mine hath prest. 
Is couche<i upon a colder breast ? 
Think you that I shall yield the West, 
The Orient soul my nature nurst. 
Till the black seed of treachery burst 
And blossomed to this deed accurst ? 

My rival! O! her glance is meek, 
Her faltering presence wan, and weak 
As the faint flush that tints her cheek. 
'Tis not on her that I would wreak 
My vengeance — sooner would I wring 
Life from an insect-birth of spring 
Than palter with so poor a thing. 

But he — 1 tell you if he flew, 
As it was once his wont to do. 
Repentant — pleading — quick to woo, 
With all his wild heart flaming through 
The glance of passion — it were sweet, 
Yea, more! 'twere righteous, just, an J 

meet, 
To slay him kneeling at my feet ! 

He shall not wed her; by Heaven's light 
He shall not; o'er my lurid sight 
Throbs a thick fire; the ancient might 
Of a stern race is stirred to-night ; 
My sovereign claim annul — disown! 
I will repay him groan for groan, 
Or — stab him at the altar-stone! 



THE POET'S TRUST IN HIS SORROW. 

O God ! how sad a doom is mine, 

To human seeming: 
Thou hast called on me to resign 
So much — much ! — all — but the divine 

Delights of dreaming. 
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I set my dreams to music wild, 

A wealth of measui-es ; 
My lays, thank Heaven ! are undefiled, 
1 sport with Fancy as a child 

With golden leisures. 

And long as fate, not wholly stem, 

But this shall grant nie. 
Still with perennial faith to turn 
Where Song's unsullied altai-s bum 

Nought, nought shall daunt me! 

What though ray worldly state be low 

Beyond redressing; 
I own an inner flame whose glow 
Makes radiant all the outward sliow; 

My last great blessing I 



THE BliOOK. 

But yesterday this brook was bright, 
And tranquil as the clear moonlight. 
That wooes the palms on Orient shores, 
But now, a hoarse, dark stream, it pours 
Impetuous o'er its bed of rock, 
A.nd almost with a thunder-shock 
Boils into eddies, fierce and fleet. 
That dash the white foam roimd our 

feet, 
A raging whirl of waters, rent 
As if with angry discontent! 

A temi>est in the night swept by, 
liorn of a murk and fiery sky, 
And while the solid woodlands shook, 
It wreaked its fury on the brook. 
The evil genius of the blast 
Within its quiet bosom passed. 
And therefore this transfigured tide. 
Which used as lovingly to glide 
As thought through spirits sanctified, 
Rolls now a whirl of waters, rent 
As if with angry discontent. 

I knew, of late, a creature, bright 
And gentle as the clear moonlight, 
The tenderest and the kindest heart 
That ever played Love's selfless part. 



Acro.ss whose uni>erturbcd life, 

A sudden passion swept, in strife. 

With wild, unhallowed forces rife. 

It stirred her nature's inmost deep. 

That nevennore shall rest or sleep, 

Remorse, its rugged bed of rock. 

O'er which for aye, with thmider-shock, 

The tides of feeling, fierce and fleet. 

Are dashed to foam or icy sleet, 

A raging whirl of waters, rent 

By something woi-se than discontent! 



NATUnE THE COSSOLEli, 

Gladly I hail these solitudes, and 

breathe 
The inspiring breath of the fresh wood- 
land air, 
Most gladly to the past alone bequeath 

Doubt, grief, and care; 
I feel a new-born freedom of the mind, 
Nurstnl at the breast of Nature, with the 

dew 
Of glorious dawns; I hear the mountain 

wind. 
Clear as if elfin trumpets loudly blew. 
Peal through the dells, and scale the 

lonely height. 
Rousing the echoes to a quick delight. 
Bending the forest monarchs to its 

will, 
'Till all their pond'rous branches shake 

and thrill 
In the wide-wakening tumult; far above 
The heavens stretch calm and blessing; 

far below 
The mellowing fields are touched with 

evening's glow. 
And many a pleasant sight and sound I 

love 
Would gently woo me from all thoughts 

of woe: 
Sunlighted meadows, music in the 

grove. 
From happy bird-throats, and the fairy 

rills 
That lapse in silvery murmurs through 

the hills; 
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Great circles of rich foliage, rainbow- 
crowned 

By autumn's liberal lai^ess, whilst 
around 

Grave sheep lie musing on the pastoral 
ground, 
Or sending a mild bleat 
To other flocks afar. 

The fleecy comrades they are wont to 
meet 

Homeward returning 'neath the vesper 
star! 

Oh, genial peace of Nature! divine calm 
That fallest on the spirit, like the rain 
Of Eden, bearing melody and balm 
To soothe the troubled heart and heal its 

pain. 
Thy, influence lifts me to a realm of joy, 
A moonlight happiness, intense but 

mild, 
Unvisited by shadow of alloy, , - 
And flushed with tender drean^ and fan- 
cies uudefiled. f 

The universe of God is still, not dumb, 
For many voices in sweet undertone 

To reverent listeners come : 
And many thoughts, with truth's own 

honey laden. 
Into the watcher's wakeful brain have 
flown, 
Charming the inner ear 
With harmonies so low, and yet so clear, 
So undeflned, yet pregnant with a feeling, 
An inspiration of sublime revealing. 
That they whose being the strong spell 
shall hold, 
Do look on earthly things 
Through atmospheres of rich imaginings, 
And find, in all they see, 
A meaning manifold ; 
The forces of divine vitality 
Break through the sensual gloom 

About them furled, 
All instinct with the radiant grace and 

bloom 
Caught from the glories of a lovelier 
world. 



A lovelier world ! in the thronged space 

on high, 
Dwells there Indeed a fairer star than 

ours, 
Circled by simsets of more gorgeous dye, 
And gifted with an ampler wealth of 

flowers ? 
Can heavenly bounty lavish richer stores 
Of color, fragrance, beauty, and delight 

On mortal or immortal sight. 
In any sphere that rolls around the sun ? 
See wiiat a splendor from the dying day 
Through the grand forest pours I 
Now, lighting up its veteran-crests with 

glory, 
Now, slanting down the shadows dim and 

hoary. 
Till, in the long-drawn gloom of leafy 

glades, 
At the far close of their impervious 

shades. 
The purple splendor softly melts away ! 

Now, overarched by dewy canopies. 
And awed by dimness that is hardly 
gloom, [lips, 

IVe stand amidst the silence with hushed 
Watching the dubiou:* glimmer of the 

skies 
Paled by the foliage to a half-eclipse. 

And struggling for full room. 
With intermittent gleams, that quickly 

die 
In throbs and tremors, waning suddenly 
To the mere ghosts of flame, to appari- 
tions 
Impalpable as star-beams in deep seas. 
Lost in the dark below the surface- 
ruffling breeze. 

[tions, 
Latest of all these marvellous transi- 
And crowning all with their ineffable 

grace, 
The eyes of the night's empress, witch- 
ing sweet, 
Scatter the shadows in each secret 

place. 
So that, where'er her beamy glances 
fleet, 
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Miot lhrouj;h and ilirougli, as if with 

arrowy might, 
The dusky gloaming falls before her 

shafts of light. 



THE S O (L-i OXFL I ( T. 

DkfkatkiiI but never dishearttMie<l ! 

llepulsed I but iuieo!iquered in will, 
Upon dreary disromlilures building 

Her virtue's strong battlements still, 
The soul, through the siege of tempta- 
tions, 

Yields not unto fraud, nor to might, 
I'lKjuelled by the rush of the passions, 

Serene 'mid the tunudts of light. 

She sees a grand prize in the distanee, 

She bears a glad sound of acclaims. 
The crown wrought of blooms amaran- 
thine, 

The music far sweeter than Fanu''s. 
And so, 'gainst th<'. rush of the passions 

She lifts the broad buckler of right. 
And so, through the glooms of tempta- 
tion. 

She walks in a splendor of light. 



TlfE PIlKSKXTLMESr. 

OvKU her face, so tender and meek. 
The light of a prophecy lies. 

That has silvered the red of the rose on 
her cheek. 
And chasteiuHl the thought in her eyes! 

IJeautiful eyes, with an inward glance, 
To the spirit's mystical deep; 

Lost in the languid gleam of a trance. 
More solemn and saintly than sleep. 

And, forever and ever, she seems to hear 
The voice of a spirit implore, 

*' Come! enter the life that is noble and 
clear; 
Come! grow to my heart once more." 

And. forever and ever, she nuitely turns 
From a mortal lover's sighs; 



And fainter the red of the rose-flush 
burns. 
And deeper the thought in her eyes. 

The seeds are warm of the churchyard 
flowers, 
That will blossom above her rest, 
And a bird that shall sing by the old 
church towers. 
Is already fledgwl in its nest ! 

And so, when a blander summer shall 
smile. 
On some night of soft July, 
We will lend to the dust her beauty 
awhile. 
In the hush of a moonless sky. 

And later »t,ill. shall tlie churchyard 
flowers, 
Gleam nigh with a white increase; 
And a bird outpour, by the old church 
towers, 
A plaintive poem of peace. 



THE mo SUM ME US. 

There is a golden season in our year, 
Between October's hale and lusty cheer, 
And the hoar frost of winter's empire 
drear; 

Which, like a faiiy flood of mystic tides, 
Whereon divine tranquillity abides. 
The kingdom of the sovereign months 
divides; 

The wailing autunui winds their requiems 

cease. 
Ere winter's stuidier storms have gained 

release, 
And heaven and earth alike are bright 

with peace. 

O soul! thou hast thy golden season 

too! 
A blissful interlude of birtls and dew. 
Of balmy gales, and skies of deepest blue! 
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That second summer, when thy work is ; 

done, 
The harvest hoanled, and the mellow sun 
Gleams on the fruitful fields thy toil has 

won; , 

Which, also, like a fair mysterious tide, , 
Whereon calm thoughts like ships at 

anchor ride. 
Doth the hroad empire of thy years di- 
vide. 

This passed, what more of life's brief 
path remains, 

Winds through unlighted vales, and dis- 
mal plains. 

The haunt of chilling blight, or fevered 
pains. 

Pray, then, ye happy few, along wliose 

way [ray, 

Life*s Indian suumier pours its purpling 

That ye may die ere dawns the evil day. 

Sink on that season's kind and genial 
breast, 

While peace and sunshine rule the cloud- 
less west, 

The elect of God, whom life and death 
have blessed ! 



LINES. 

•'Though dowered with instiiicte keen and 
high." 

" I weep 
My youth, and its brave hopes, all dead and 

gone, 
In tears which burn." — Paracelsts. 

Thoioii dowered with instincts keen and 
high, 
W^itli burning thoughts that wooed the 
light. 
The scornful world hath passed him by. 
And left him lonelier than the night. 

Yes! cold and liopeless, one by one 
The stars of faith have quenched their 
flame. 

And like a waning polar sun, 
Declines the latest hope of fame. 



He longed to sing one noble song, 
To thrill, with passion's living breath, 

The fools whose s<'orn had worke<l him 
wrong, 
And battle fate, and conquer death. 

Dear (Jod ! dost thou endow with powers, 
Whose aspirations mock the bars 

Of time and sense, whose vision towers 
Irradiate 'mid thy sovereign stars, 

Only to furnish some faint gleams 
Of loftier beauty, quick withdrawn, 

Leaving a frenzied hell of dreams, 
And wailings for the vanished dawn ? 

The oracles of fancy mute. 

Ambition's priests dethroned and fled, 
lie wanders with a tuneless lute, 

Through dreaiy regions of the dead. 

But from that place of bale uploom 
The phantoms of unburied years. 

The haunting care, the grief, the gloom, 
The treacherous hopes, the pale-eyed 
fears 

That stoi-med his spirit's brave design. 
That clogged its wings, betrayed ita 
•trust. 

Defaced its creed, and dashed the wine 
In song's bright chalice, to the dust. 

Ah, Heaven! could he retrace his life 
From out this realm of doubt and 
dearth, 
He would not court thought's eagle 
strife. 
But clasp the calm that clings to earth. 

Above, the threatening thunders wait 
For dauntless souls that dare aspire. 

But lowly lives are safe from hate. 
And peace is wed to meek desire. 

Yet, birds that breast the turbulent air 
Are worthier than the things that 
creep, 

And nobler is a high despair 
Than weak content, or sluggish sleep. 
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SONG. 

O ! YOUR eyes are deep and tender, 
O I your charmed voice is low, 

But I've found your beauty's splendor 
All a mockery and a show ; 

Slighted heart and broken promise 
Follow wheresoe'er you go. 

All your words are fair and golden, 
All your actions false and wrong, 

Not the noblest soul's beholden 
To your weak affections long; 

Only true in— lover's fancy. 
Only constant in — his song. 



ON A POUTIiAIT, 

A wtjdower muses over the likeness of his dead 
wife. 

The face, the beautiful face. 
In its living flush and glow, 
The perfect face in its peerless grace 
That I woi-shipped long ago; 
That 1 worshipped when youth was 
strong and bold. 
That 1 worship now, 
Though the pulse of youth grows faint 
and low. 
And the ashes of hope are cold. 

The face, the beautiful face. 

Ever haunting ray heart and brain. 
Bringing of ttimes a dream of heaven, 
Ofttimes the pang of a pain 
Which darteth down like a lightning 
flash 
To the dreadful deeps, 
Where the gems of a shipwrecked life 
are cast, 
And its dead cold promise sleeps. 

Sweet face ! shall I meet thee again, 
In the passionless land of palms, 
By the verge of Heaven's enchanted 
streams 
In the hush of its perfect calms; 
Or, forever and ever, and evermore, 
Willie the years depart. 
While the ages roll, 



Walk the glooms of a ghostly shore. 
Made wild by a phantom-haunted 

brain, 
And a cloud-encircled soul ; 
By a haunted bi-aiu and a cheerless 
heart. 
While the years and the ages roll ? 

No answer comes to my cr>% 

Though out of the depths I call : 
Not the faintest gleam of a hopeful 
beam 
Shines over the shroud and pall. 
My soul Is clothed with sackcloth and 
dust, 
And I look from my widowed hearth 
With a vacint eye on the tumuli 

and stir 
Of this weary, dreary earth ; 
For my soul is dead and its hopes are 

dust. 
And the joy of passion, the strength of 
trust. 
These passed from the world with 
her. 



THE SHADOW, 

The pathway of his mournful life hath 

wound 
Beneath a shadow ; just beyond it play 
The genial breezes, and the cool brooks 

stray 
Into melodious gushlngs of sweet sound, 
Whilst ample floods of mellow sunshine 

fall 
Like a mute rain of rapture over all. 

Oft hath he deemed the spell of darkness 

lost. 
And shouted to the dayspring; a full 

glow [woe, 

Hath rushed to clasp him; but the subtle 
Unvanquished ever, with the might of 

frost, 
Regains Its sad realm, and with voice 

malign 
Salth to the dawning joy: " This life is 
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Still smiles the brave soul, undivorced 
from hope ! 

And, with unwavering eye and warrior 
mien, 

Walks in the shadow, dauntless and 
serene, 

To test, through hostile years, the ut- 
most scope 

Of man^s endurance — constant to essay 

All heights of patience free to feet of 
clay. 

Still smiles the brave soul, undivorced 
from hope ! 

But now, methinks, the pale hope gath- 
ers strength; 

Glad winds invade the silence; streams, 
at length, 

Flash through the desert; 'neath the 
sapphire cope 

Of deepening heavens he hails a happier 
day, 

And the spent shadow mutely wanes 
away. 



THE WINTER WINDS MAY WILDLY 
RAVE. 

The winter winds may wildly rave, 
How wildly o'er thy place of rest! 

But, love! thou hast a holier grave. 
Deep in a faithful human breast. 

There, the embalmer, Memory, bends, 
Watching, with softly-breathed sighs. 

The mystic light her genius lends 
To fadeless cheeks and tender eyes. 

There in a fathomless calm, serene. 
Thy beauty keeps its saintly trace, 

The radiance of an angel mien, 
The rapture of a heavenly grace. 

And there, O gentlest love! remain 
(No stormy passion round thee raves), 

Till, soul to soul, we meet again. 
Beyond this ghostly realm of graves. 



UNDER SENTENCE, 

Place — Scott antJ. Time — Thirteenth 
Century. 

Off ! off ! No treacherous priest for me ! 
What's Heaven ? what's Hell ? Eternity ! 
It hath no meaning to mine ear, 

Unless Stay, father! (.'anst thou 

swear 
By holy Kood, that I shall meet 
Him there, whose crime made murd«*r 

sweet ? 
Him whose black soul I've hurled be- 
fore? 
He's gone! How cold my dungeon 

floor! 
And the rack wrenches still ! This hanvl , 
Wliich stiffened to a fire-hot band 
Of steel, crushing his base breath out. 
They've foully mangled! See that gout 
Of blood there — there, too ! What 

care I ? 
It did its work well: let it lie! 

I'd give ten mortal lives, I trow. 
As full of sweets as mine of woe. 
To feel that quivering throat once more; 
To view the blue-tinged, strangling gore 
Spout from his lips! To watch the dim 
Film o'er those cruel eyeballs swim, 
And the black anguish of his stare. 
Dashed blind with horror! Lords! be- 
ware 
Much trifling! We are dogs, ye ken. 
Who yet may rise, and smite like men. 

What's this ? Ah, yes ! the flower I took 
From her! I think her dying look 
Baptized it, for it keeps so fair. 
I wonder if they decked her hair 
W^ith other flowers like this, ere yet 
They lowered her beauty to the wet, 
Dark mould ? If maiden dust to flowers 
(Some say so) tunis, not all the bowers 
This spring shall wann will equal those 
To blossom from her pure repose ! 

My nuptial night! God's blood! what 

right 
Had / to nuptials ? To the bright 
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Keen joy that bums on wedded lips ? 
My life-star conld not break the eclipse 
Wherein 'twas born ! So tliat dark doom 
Which hounds me to a shameful tomb, 
Ordained that the fiend's trick they 

used 
Should trap me! Faith, love, peace 

abused, 
1 woke to find my heart bereft 
Of its one treasure I What was left ? 
What, but that mandate Vengeance, 

hissed 
With hot tongue thro' a seething mist. 
Of passion ; the fierce mandate, '* Kill ? " 
Aye! but nhe, too, lay blanched and 

still. 

Blanched on the couch I dreamed would 

be 
My wedding couch! Oh, infamy! 
His outrage smote her to the heart; 
It crashed the gates of life apart. 
Where through her shuddering soul took 

flight! 
But ere the death-dew dimmed her sight. 
She gave me* as I said, this flower, 
And — one long smile ! To my last hour 
I've shrined her sniilc! If, if some- 
where 
There he a heaven, l>enign and fair. 
Its saints, I feel, must smile so there! 

Dread God! couldst thou have marked 

my wrong. 
Yet sheathed thy lightning? I was 

strong 
And lusty as the hillside roe; 
Could wield the brand and bend the 

bow 
So deftly, that his lordship deigned 
To show me favor! Was it feigned ? 
I know not! His last kindness took 
A strange shape tnily ; for it shook 
My hopes to atoms! Yet he fell 
Prone with them! Shall we meet in 

hell ? 

I ask again. Ha ! if we do 

And there 's a single nerve, or thew. 



Or muscle left to naked soul, 

I'll strangle him once more; enroll 

My rutbless arms round breast and 

throat, 
And wring from out his gorge that note 
Of palsied fear! I'll do 't, tho' all 
The devils should pull me back, and 

call 
Fresh torments on my anguislied head : 
Doubtless they'll take his part instead. 

Of miixe^ being devils, and he the worst; 
A prince amongst their tribes accurst 
By this time; for a month has sped. 
Beshrew me, since he joined the dead. 
The damned dead ! Full time I trow, 
For all the bounds of hell to know 
That Satan's rivalled ! Hark without! 
The gathering tramp, the approaching 

shout 
Of thousands! Well, their ^aflfold's 

high; 
Fair chance for all to see me die! 



THE VILLAGE BEAUTY. 

The glowing tints of a tropic eve. 

Burn on her radiant cheek. 

And we know that her voice is rich and 

low. 
Though we never have heard her speak; 
So full are those gracious eyes of light, 
That the blissful flood runs o'er. 
And wherever her tranquil pathway 

tends 
A glory flits on before! 

O ! very grand are the city belles. 

Of a brilliant and stately mien, 

As they walk the steps of the languid 

dance, 
And flirt in the pauses between ; 
But beneath tlie boughs of the hoary 

oak. 
When the minstrel fountains play, 
I think that the artless village girl 
Is sweeter by far than they. 
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O ! very grand are the city belles. 

But their hearts are worn away 

By the keen-edged world, and their lives 

have lost 
The beauty and mirth of May ; 
They move where the sun and the starry 

dews 
Reign not; they are haughty and bold. 
And they do not shrink from the cursed 

mart. 
Where faith is the slave of gold. 

But the starry dews and the genial sun 
Have gladdened her guileless youth; 
And her brow is bright with the flush of 

hope, 
Her soul with the seal of truth ; 
Iler steps are beautiful on the bills 
As the steps of an Orient morn, 
And Ruth was never more fair to see 
In the midst of the autumn corn. 



AFTER DEATH. 

The passionate sobs of the dear friends 

that came 
To look their last upon my living frame, 
And catch the fainting accents of my 

breath. 
That fluttered in the atmosphere of 

death, 
Were hushed to silence, and the uncer- 
tain light, 
Til at flickered o'er the arras to my sight, 
(irew paler and more trenmlous, as life 
.Sunk 'neath the power of that imequal 
strife, 



Wliich pits humanity against the spell 
Of one all flesh hath found invincible! 

I couM not •<<•«> my foe: but the whole 

space 
Was redolent of pestilence, and grace 
Of all things beautiful, and grand and 

free. 
Seemed lost in darkness evermore to 

me : 
I struggled with the invisible arm that 

wound 
So sternly round me, but could give no 

sound 
To tbe great agony that whelmed mj 

soul 
In surges wilder than the eternal roll 
Of a world's waters, thundering round 

the Pole. 

Do\NTiward, still downward, the relent- 
less hand 

Pressed on my being, and the iron wand 

Of his malign enchantment struck my 
heart 

With a dull force that made the life-blood 
start 

Forever from its courses ; then a sense 

Of coming rest, more dreamless and in- 
tense 

Than ever wrapped mortality in still 

And throbless freedom from all thoughts 
of ill. 

Stole o'er the vanquished form and glim- 
mering sight. 

Till silence ruled, with nothuigness and 
night! 
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OCTOBER. 

The passionate summer's dead ! the sky's 

aglow 
With roseate flushes of matured desire. 
The winds at eve are musical and low. 
As sweeping chords of a lamenting 

lyre, 
Far up among the pillared clouds of fire, 
Whose pomp of strange procession up- 
ward rolls, 
With gorgeous blazonry of pictured 

scrolls, 
To celebrate the summer's past renown; 
Ah, me! how regally the heavens look 

down. 
Overshadowing l>eautif ul autiminal woojIs 
And harvest fields with hoarded in- 
crease brown. 
And deep-toned majesty of golden floods, 
That raise their solemn dirges to the 

sky. 
To swell the purple ix)mp tliat floateth by. 



LIFE AXD DEATH. 
I. — LIFE. 

Suffering! and yet majostical in pain; 
Mysterious! yet, like spring-showers in 

the sun. 
Veiling the light with their melodious 

rain. 
Life is a warp of gloom and glory spun; 
Its darkling phases are as clouds that 

mourn 
Beneath the loftier splendors of an arch 
Where deathless orbo in golden daylight 

bum, 



And God's great pulses beat their music 

march. 
The heaven we worship dimly girt with 

tears, 
The spirit-heaven, what is it but a life. 
Lifting its soul beyond our mortal years 
That oft begin, and ever end with strife: 
Strife we must pass to win a happier 

height. 
Nature but travails to reveal us — light. 

11. — death. 

Then whence, () Death ! thy dreariness ? 

We know 
That every flower the breeze's flattering 

breath 
Wooes to a blush, and love-like nnir- 

muring low. 
Dies but to multii>Iy its bloom in death: 
The rilPs glad, prattling infancv, that 

fills 
The woodlands with its song of innoct-nt 

glee. 
Is passing through the heart of shadowy 

hills, 
To swell the eternal manhood of the 

sea; 
And the great stai-s. Creation's minstrel- 
fires 
Are rolling toward the central sou re 

of liglit, 
WHiere all their separate glory but e> 

pi res 
To merge into one world's unbroken 

might; 
There is no death but change, soul 

claspeth soul, 
And all are portion of the immortal 

whole. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



26 



BONNETS. 



SHELLEY, 

Because they thought his doctrines 
were not just, 

Mankind assumed for him the chasten- 
ing rod, 

And t3rrants reared in pride, and strong 
in lust. 

Wounded the noblest of the sons of 
God; 

The heart's most cherished benefactions 
riven, 

Basely they strove to humble and 
malign 

A soul whose charities were wide as 
heaven, 

Whose deedSy if not his doctrines, were 
divine; 

And in the name of Him, whose sun- 
shine warms 

The evil as the righteous, deemed it 
good 

To wreak their bigotry's relentless 
storms 

On one whose nature was not under- 
stood. 

Ah, well! God's ways are wondrous; it 
may be 

His seal hath not been set to man's 
decree. 



POETS OF THE OLDEN TIME. 

The brave old poets sing of nobler 

themes 
Than those weak griefs which harass 

craven souls; 
The torrent of their lusty music rolls 
Not through dark valleys of distempered 

dreams, 
But murmurous pastures lit by sunny 

streams; 
Or, rushing from some mountain height 

of thought, 
Swells to strange meaning that our 

minds have sought 
Vainly to gather from the doubtful 

gleams 



Of our more gross perceptions. Oh, 
their strains 

Kerve and ennoble manhood! no shrill 
cry. 

Set to a treble, tells of querulous woe ; 

Yet numbers deep-voiced as the mighty 
main's 

Merge in the ringdove's plaining, or the 
sigh 

Of lovers whispering where sweet rivu- 
lets flow. 



<*NOW, WHILE THE REAR-GUARDr 

Now, while the rear-guard of the flying 

year, 
Rugged December on the season's verge 
Marshals his pale days to the mournful 

dirge 
Of muffled winds in far-oflP forests drear, 
Good friend ! turn with me to our in-door 

cheer; 
Draw nigh; the huge flames roar upon 

the hearth, 
And this sly sparkler is of subtlest birth. 
And a rich vintage, poet souls hold 

dear; 
Mark how the sweet rogue wooes us! 

Sit thee down, 
And we will quafiF, and quaff, and drink 

our fill, 
Topping the spirits with a Bacchanal 

crown, 
Till the funereal blast shall wail no more. 
But silver-throated clarions seem to 

thrill, 
And shouts of triumph peal along the 

shore. 



** PENT IN THIS COMMON SPHERE." 

Pent in this common sphere of sensual 

shows, 
I pine for beauty; beauty of fresh mien. 
And gentle utterance, and the charm 

serene. 
Wherewith the hue of mystic dream-land 

glows; 
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I pine for lulling music, the repose 

Of low- voiced waters, in some realm be- 
tween 

The perfect Adenne, and this clouded 
scene 

Of love's sad loss, and passion's mourn- 
ful throes; 

A pleasant country, girt with twilight 
calm. 



In whose fair heaven a moon of shadowy 

round 
Wades through a fading fall of sunset 

rain ; [balm, 

Where drooping lotos-flowers, distilling 
Gleam by the drowsy streamlets sleep 

hath crown' d, 
While Care forgets to sigh, and Peace 

hath balsamed Pain. 




'rilKTWEEN THE SUNKEN SUN AND THE NEW MOON.'* 



Between the sunken sun and the new 

moon, 
I stood in fields through which a rivulet 

ran 
With scarce perceptible motion, not a 

span 
Of its smooth surface trembling to the 

tune 
Of sunset breezes: "O delicious boon," 
I cried, ** of quiet ! wise is Nature's 

plan. 
Who, in her realm, as in the soul of 

man, 



Alternates storm with calm , and the loud 

noon 
With dewy evening's soft and sacred 

lull: 
Happy the heart that keeps Us twilight 

hour. 
And, in the depths of heavenly peace 

reclined. 
Loves to commune with thoughts of 

tender power; 
Thoughts that ascend, like angels beau* 

tiful, 
A shining Jacob's ladder of the mhid." 
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ANCIENT MYTHS, 

Ye pleasant myths of Eld, why have ye 

fled? 
The earth has fallen from her blissful 

prime 
Of summer years, the dews of that sweet 

time 
Are withered on its garlands sere and 

dead. 
No longer in the blue fields overhead 
We list the rustling of immortal wings, 
Or hail at eve the kindly visitings 
Of gentle (Jenii to fair fortunes wed: 
The seas have lost their Nereids, the sad 

streams 
Their gold-haired habitants, the moun- 
tains lone 
Those happy Oreads, and the blithesome 

tone 
Of Pan's soft pipe melts only in our 

dreams ; 
Fitfully fall the old faith's broken gleams 
On our dull hearts, cold as sepulchral 

stone. 



O GOD.' WHAT GLORIOUS SEASONS 
BLESS THY WORLD / 

O God! what glorious seasons bless thy 
world ! 

See ! the tranced winds are nestling on 
tlie deep. 

The guardian heavens unclouded vigil 
keep 

O'er the mute earth; the beach birds' 
wings are furled 

Ghost-like and gray, where the dim bil- 
lows curled 

Lazily up the sea-strand, sink in 
sleep, 

Save when the random fish with light- 
ning leap 

Flashes above them, the far sky's im- 
pearled 

Inland, with lines of silveiy smoke that 
gleam 

Upward from quiet honosteads, thin 
and slow: 



The simset girds me like a gorgeous 
dream 

Pregnant with splendors, by whose mar- 
vellous spell, 

Senses and soul are flushed to one deep 
glow, 

The golden mood of thoughts ineffable! 



** ALONG THE PATH THY RLE EDI SG 
FEET,'' 

Along the path thy bleeding feet have 

trod, 
O Christian Mother I do the martyr-years. 
Crowned with suffering through the mist 

of tears |God; 

Uplift their brows, thorn-circled, unto 
Most bitterly our Father's chastening ixxl 
Hath ruled within thy tenn of mortal 

days. 
Yet in thy soul spring up the tones of 

praise. 
Freely as flowers from out a burial-sod : 
Nor hath a tireless faith essayed in vain 
To win from sorrow that diviner rest. 
Which, like a sunset, purpling through 

the rain 
Of dying storms, maketh the darkness 

blest; 
Grief is transfigured, and dethroned 

Fears, 
Pale in the glory beckoning from the 

West. 



" TOO OFT THE POET IN ELABORATE 
VERSE.'* 

Too oft the poet in elaborate verse. 
Flushed with quaint images and gorgeous 

tropes, 
Casteth a doubtful light, which is not 

hope's. 
On the dark spot where Death hath 

sealed his curse 
In monumental silence. Nature starts 
Indignant from the sacrilege of words 
That ring so hollow, and forlornly girds 
Her great woe round her; there's no 

trick of Art's, 
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But shows most ghastly by a new-made 

tomb. 
/ see no bahn in (iilead; he is lost, 
The beautiful soul that loved thee, thy 

life's bloom. 
Is withered by the sudden blighting 

frost ; 
O Grief ! how mighty ; Greeds !. how 

vain ye are : ■ 
Earth presses closely, — Heaven is cold 

and far. 



AfO LXTAIX SOXXE TS. 

[Written on one of tbe Blue liidgo range of 
Mountains.] 

Here let me pause by the lone eagle's 

nest. 
And breathe the golden sunlight and 

sweet air, 
Which gird and gladden all this region 

fair 
With a perpetual benison of rest; 
Like a grand purpose that some god hath 

blest, 
The innnemorial mountain seems to rise. 
Yearning to overtop diviner skies, 
Though monarch of the pomps of East 

and West; 
And pondering here, the genius of the 

height 
Quickens my soul as if an angel spake, 
And 1 can feel old chains of custom 

break, [light; 

And old ambitions start to win the 
A calm resolve born with them, in whose 

might 
I thank thee. Heaven I that noble 

thoughts awake. 

Here, friend! upon this lofty ledge sit 
down. 

And view the beauteous prospect spread 
below, 

Around, above us ; in the noonday glow 

How calm the landscape rests! yon dis- 
tant town, 

£n wreathed with clouds of foliage like a 
crown 



Of rustic honor; the soft, silvery flow 
Of the clear stream beyond it, and the 

show 
Of endless Moodeil heights, circling the 

brown 
Autumnal fields, alive with billowy 

grain; 
Say ! hast thou ever gazeil on aught more 

fair 
In Europe, or the Orient? What do- 
main 
(From India to the sunny slopes of 

Spain) 
i Hath beauty, wed to grandeui *n the air, 
Blessed with an ampler charm a more 

benignant reign ? 

The rainbows of the heaven are iiot more 
rare, 

More various and more beautiful to view. 

Than these rich forest rainbows, dipped 
in dew 

Of mom and evening, glimmering every- 
where 

From wooded dell to dark-blue moim- 
tain mere; 

O Autunnil wondrous painter! every 
hue 

Of thy immortal pencil is steeped 
through 

With essence of divinity; how bare 

Beside thy coloring the i)oor shows of 
Art, 

Though Art were thrice inspired; in 
dreams alone 

(The loftiest dreams wherein the soul 
takes part) 

Of jasper pavements, and the sapphire 
throne 

Of Heaven, hath such unearthly bright- 
ness shone 

To flush and thrill the visionai-y heart! 



COMPOSED IX AVTUMX, 

With these dead leaves stripped from a 

withered tree, 
And slowly fluttering round us, gentle 

friend, 
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Some faithless soul a sad presage might 
blend ; 

To me they bring a happier augury; 

Lives that shall bloom in genial sun- 
shine free, 

Nursed by the spell Love's dews and 
breezes send, 

And when a kindly Fate shall speak the 
end, 

Down dropping in Time's autumn si- 
lently ; 

All hopes fulfilled, all passions duly 
blessed. 

Life's cup of gladness drained, except 
the lees, ^ 

No more to fear or long for, but the 
rest 

Which crowns existence with its dream- 
less ease; 

Thus when our days are ripe, oh ! let us 
fall 

Into that perfect Peace which waits for 
all! 

— »— 

GREAT POETS AND SMALL. 

SiiAiJ. I not falter on melodious wing, 
In that my notes are weak and may not 

rise 
To those world-wide entrancing harmo- 
nies. 
Which the great poets to the ages sing ? 
Shall my thought's humble heaven no 

longer ring 
With pleasant lays, because the empyreal 

height 
Stretches beyond it, lifting to the light 
The anointed pinion of song's radiant 

king? [flight 

Ah ! a false thought I the thrush her fitful 
Ventures in vernal dawns; a happy note 
Trills from the russet linnet's gentle 

throat, 
Though far above the eagle soars in 

might. 
And the glad skylark — an ethereal 

mote — 
Sings m high realms that mock our 

straining sight. 



MY STUDY, 

This is my world ! within these narrow 

walls, 
I o^Ti a princely service ; the hot care 
And tumult of our frenzied life are 

here 
But as a ghost, and echo ; what befalls 
In the far mart , to me is less than 

naught; 
I walk the fields of quiet Arcadies, 
And wander by the brink of hoary 

seas, , 

Calmed to the tendance of untroubled 

thought : 
Or if a livelier humor should enhance 
The slow-timed pulse, 'lis not for present 

strife, 
The sordid zeal with which our age is 

rife. 
Its mammon conflicts crowned by fraud 

or chance, 
But gleamings of the lost, heroic life. 
Flashed through the goi*geous vistas of 

romance. 



TO . 

BELOviiD! in this holy hush of night, 
I know that thou art looking to the 

South, 
Fair face and cordial brow bathed in the 

light 
Of tender Heavens, and o'er thy deli- 
cate mouth 
A dewy gladness from thy dark eyes 

shed; 
O eloquent eyes! that on the evening 

spread 
The glory of a radiant world of dreams 
(The inner moonlight of the soul that 

dims 
This moonlight of the sense), and o'er 

thy head, 
Thrown back, as listening to a voice of 

hymns. 
Perchance in thine own spirit, violet 

gleams 
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fYom modest flowei's that deck the 

window-bars, 
While the winds sigh, and sing the far- 

ofif streams, 
And a faint bliss seems dropping from 

the stars. 
O ! pour thine inmost soul upon the air 
And trust to heaven the secrets that 

recline 
In the sweet nunnery of thy virgin 

breast ; 
Speak to the winds that wander every- 
where, — 
And sure must wander hither — the 

divine 
Contentment, and the infinite, deep 

rest 
That sway thy passionate being, and lift 

high 
To the calm realm of Love's eternity, 
The passive ocean of thy charmM 

thought ; 
And tell the aerial element to bear 
The burden of thy whispered heart to, 

me, 
By fairy alchemy of distance wrought 
To something sacred as a saintly prayer, 
A spell to set my nobler nature free. 



TO W. H. H, 

How like a mighty picture, tint by tint. 
This marvellous world is opening to thy 

view! 
Wonders of earth and heaven; shapes 

bright and new. 
Strength, radiance, beauty, and all things 

that hint 
Most of the primal glory, and the print 
Of angel footsteps; from the globe of 

dew 
Tiny, but luminous, to the encirclfng 

blue. 
Unbounded, thou drink' st knowledge 

without stint; 
Like a pure blossom nursed by genial 

winds. 
Thy innocent life, expanding day by day, 



Upsprings, spontaneous, to the perfect 
flower; 

Lost Eden-splendors round thy path- 
way play. 

While o'er it rise and bum the starry 
signs 

Which her-ald hope and joy to souls of 
power. 

I pray the angel in whose hands the sum 

Of mortal fates in mystic darkness lies. 

That to the soul which fills these deep- 
ening eyes, 

Sun-crowned and clear, the spirit of 
Song may come ; 

That strong-winged fancies, with melo- 
dious hum 

Of plumed vans, may touch to sweet sur- 
prise 

His poet nature, born to glow and rise, 

And thrill to worship though the world 
be dumb; 

-T?hat love, and will, and genius, all may 
blend 

To make his soul a guiding star of time, 

True to the purest thought, the noblest 
end. 

Full of all richness, gentle, wise, com- 
plete, 

In whose still heights and most ethereal 
clime. 

Beauty, and faith, and plastic passion 
meet. 



LINES, 

Ye cannot add by any pile ye raise. 
One jot or tittle to the statesman's 

fame; 
That the world knows; to the far future 

days 
Belongs his glory, and its i-adiant flame 
W^ill burn, when ye are dead, decayed, 

forgot ; 
Therefore, your opposition matters not; 
The thin-masked jealousies of present 

time, 
Unburied in his grave, survive to keep 
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Rampant the hate he deemed his highest 

praise, 
And the rude clash of discord o'er his 

sleep; 
But for his great, wise acts, his faith 

sublime, 
All that the soul of genius sanctifies, 
Thene mount where viler passions cannot 

climb, 
TheHC live where palsieJ malice faints 

an. I dies. 

Still must the common voice denounce 
the deed. 

The common heart swell with an out- 
raged pride. 

That the poor purchase of that paltry- 
meed 

His country owed him should be thus 
denied ; 

Shame on the Senate! shame on every 
hand 

Which did not falter wlien recording 
there, 

The basest act achieved for many a year. 

To fire the scorn of the whole Southern 
land; 

Nor the South only, for our foes will cry 

Out on your petty pasteboanl chivalry! 

The people who refuse to crown the 
great 

And good with honor, do themselves 
eclipse. 

And doubly shameless is the recreant 
State, 

Whose condemnation comes from her 
own lips. 



"^A"^ IDLE POET DUE AM I soy 

An idle poet, dreaming in the sun. 
One given to much unhallowed va- 
grancy 
Of thought and step; who, when he 
comes to die. 



In the broad world can point to nothing' 

done; 
No chartered corporations, no streets 

paved 
With very princely stone-work, no vast 

file 
Of warehouses, noslowly-hoanleti pile 
Of priceless treasure, no proud sceptre 

waved 
O'er potent realms of stock, no magic 

art 
Lavished on curious gins, or works of 

steam ; 
Only a few wild songs tliat melt the 

heart. 
Only the glow of some unearthly dream. 
Embodied and immortal ; what are these ? 
Sneers the s.ige woild; chaff, smoke, 

vain phantasies! 

Yet stock depreciates, even banks decay, 
Merchant and architect are lowly laid 
In purple palls, and the shrewd lords of 

trade 
Lament, for they were wiser in their 

day 
Than the clear sons of light; but prithee, 

how- 
Doth stand the matter, when the years 

have fled ; 
What means yon concourse thronging 

where the dead 
Old singer sleeps ; say! do they seek him 

now ? 
Now that his dusi is scattered on the 

hreath 
Of every wind that blows; what meaneth 

this ? 
It means, thou sapient citizen, that 

death 
Heralds the bard's true life, as With a 

kiss. 
Wakens two immortalities; then bow 
To the world's scorn, O poet, with calm 

brow. 
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ANTONIO MELIDOIU. 

[Among the heroesof the modern Greek revolution, none, perhaps, were so distinguished for 
nct:i of individual daring, and a spirit of romantic and chivalrous adventure, as Captain Antonio 
Melidori, a native of Candia. Hq waged agaiust the Turks a partisan conflict, which was 
of leu eminently successful. His own deeds of strength, and reckless hardihood, made him 
terrible to the foe, who were persuaded Anally to look upon him as one whose life was 
" charmed." 

It did not prove so, however, as he fell a victim to the rage and jealousy of some of his 
own company. Having been invited by the malcontents to a feast, Kousso (the chief of the 
conspirators, whom Antonio appears to have rivalled successfully both in love and war), 
whilst in the very act of embracing the patriot, plunged a dagger into his bosom. 

There is a tradition that Antonio loved a beautiful maiden, IMiilota, whom in the stirring and 
anxious scenes of the revolution he was ultimately led to neglect, if not to foreake. A writer 
in ** Chambers* Journal*' has from this episode in the private career of the Greek partisan taken 
the material for a touching and graphic narrative, which has been closely, often literally 
followed in the composition of the ensuing "sketch."] 



SCENE 1. 
[A place not far from the summit of Mount 
Psiloriti, in the Isle of Candia. Philota dis- 
covered with a basket of grapes upon her head; 
she looks eagerly upward. Time, a little before 
sunset.] 

PHILOTA. 

Why conies he not ? Hereon this emer- 
ald sward. 
Close to the cool shade of these ancient 

rocks, 
We have met, and fondly lingered in the 

simset. 
Eve after eve, since first he said, " I love 

thee!'' 
Never, Antonio, hast thou heen ere now 
A loiterer I wherefore should my heart 

beat fast, 
And my breath thicken, and the dew of 

fear 
Stand chill upon my forehead ? Is't an 

omen? 

[At thit moment Antonio i* »een bounding 
quickly down the mountain ; he reaches Philota 
and embraces her.] 



ANTONIO. 

Thou hast waited long, Philota, hast thou 
not? 

PHILOTA. 

'Tis true, Antonio! but thou know'st an 

hour, 
Nay, a bare minute, drags the weariest 

length 
When thou art from me ! 

ANTONIO. 

Thanks, dearest, and, forgive me, 
I did but dream upon the hill-top yonder 
And, dreaming thus, forgot thee. 

PHILOTA. 

Forgot me! 

ANTONIO. 

Nay, nay, I mean not that ! thy face, thy 

smiles, 
Thy deep devotion, in my heart of hearts, 
I keep them shrined forever, but my 

thoughts 
Turned truant; who can hold his 

thoughts, Philota, 
In a leash always ? prithee reascend 
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The mountain with me, 1 would show 

the place 
Which tempted my weak thoughts to 

wander thus. 

[ They reach the most elirvatetl jwrtioH of the 
mountain, whence a wUle circuit of land and 
tea Itecomes visibie.] 

PHI LOTA. 

How beautiful! how glorious! see, my 

love, 
There's not a cloud, or shadow of cloud 

in heaven ; 
Even hei'e, the winds breathe faintly, 

and afar 
0*er the broad circuit of the watery 

calm, 
Peace broods upon the ocean, rules the 

air, 
And up the sunset's dazzling pathway 

walks 
Like a saint entering Paradise. 

'Twere sweet, 
How sweet, Antonio, amid scenes like 

these. 
To live and love forever! 

ANTONIO {ahsentbj]. 

Dost thou think so? 
Ay !— well — perhaps 

PHILOTA. 

He heeds nie not. his eye 
Is cold and stem; what troubles thee, 
Antonio ? 

ANTONIO. 

Trouble! 1 am not troiibled. 

PHI LOT A. 

Hut thou art, 
1 know thou art; wouhPst thou deceive 
Philota ? 

ANTONIO. 

Now by the saints, not so; dismiss the 

fear 
Which, like a trenmlous shadow, breaks 

the calm 
Of those soft eyes! [aj'tpv a panne] 

The matter, in brief, is this: 
Tracking our mountain paths at eaily 

dawn, 
Rousso — thou knowest him — hailed me 

from the rocks, 



With words that scMinded like the battle 

trumpets ; 
"It comes!" he cried; **the wai-cloud 

rolls this way ; 
We too shall hear its thunders" 

PHILOTA. 

Ay! and feel 
Its bolts perchance, — there's lightning 
in such clouds! 

ANTONIO. 

What if there hel who would not bravr 

them all, — 
All, for a cause like ours? Believe mis 

Love, 
We stand upon the brink of troublous 

times: 
All shall be changed here: men. — bi-ave 

Gi-ecian men, — 
The blood of heroes in them, —cannot 

pause. 
Storing the honey, harvesting the olive. 
Or hiunbly following the lame heiils- 

man's trade, 
Whilst Freedom calls to conflict. 

Look, Philota! 
Dost mark yon lurid flash across the bay .^ 
Our soldiers test their cannon! hark. 

below. 
The drums of Affendouli — how they 

ring! 
Already thousands of l)old mountaineers 
Have formed beneath his banners; dost 

thou hear me? 

PHILOTA. 

And woulilst thou wish to join them? 
Ah! I see, 

I see it all! — a trouble on thy brow. 

Borne upward from the restless gloom 
within. 

Hath clouded o'er thy peace. I, — a 
frail girl, 
I And gifted only with the wealth of love, 
I How can I satisfy the burning need 
I Of a strong man's ambition? Yes, tis so, 

'Tis even so! — love is the woman's 
I heaven. 

Her hope, her god, her life-blood! yet 
I to man, 

I What is it but a pastime? 
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ANTONIO. 

Speak not thus 
Oh, speak not thus, Philota! 1 have 

loved 
Thee, only thee, — so help me. Virgin 

Mother! 
But cunirddes from whose lips a taimt is 

bitter, 
Have dared to hint 

PHILOTA. 

What! 

ANTONIO. 

That 1 chose to stay, 

Delvini;, like some base slave, our bar- 
ren soil, 

When not a Sphakiote that can carry 
arms 

Has failed to seize them. Liars! pesti- 
lent liars, 

1 would have proved the falsehood were 
it not 

PUILOTA. 

For me — Philota! — well! I love thee 
dearly. 

Deeply, — God knows, — but I would 
have this love 

To crown thee as a garlaml, — not as a 
chain 

To bind and fetter — thou art free, An- 
tonio! — 

ANTONIO. 

But hast thou thought of all which fol- 
lows this? 
Thou shalt be left alone, no bridal feast 
Can cheer the olive harvest ! 

PHILOTA. 

1 have thought. 
And am determined ; — thou art free, 
Antonio! 

ANTONIO. 

Oh, thanks, thanks, thanks! — lift up 
thy hopes, Philota, 

Up to the height of mine! our cause is 
just. 

And a just Fate shall giianl it; where- 
soever 

Free thought finds utterance, and the 
patriot-soul 



Thrills at the deeds of heroes, — we may 
look 

For a **God speed!" The prayers of 
noble men, 

The tears of women, — the whole world's 
applause 

Do wait uix)n us! 

Methinks 1 see the end, 

A free, grand Commonwealth of Gre- 
cian States. 

Bill It upon chartered rights, — each 
sealed with blood! 

PHILOTA. 

Enough! enough! Antonio, thou shalt 

go! 
Greece is thy mistress, now. 

SCENE II. 
[The cottAge of Pliilom.at the foot of Mount 
Psih)riti. Philota «lij»cj»vereil at the wiinlow, 
looking out upon the night, which in bleak 
and stonuy.j 

PHILOTA. 

Hark! how those lusty trumpeters, the 

winds, 
Urge on the black battalions of the 

clouds : 
And sec! the swollen rivulets rushing 

down 
The sides of Psiloriti! Yesterday, 
'Neath the clear calm of the serenest 

morn 
Earth ever stole from Paradise, they 

swept. 
Bright ciu-ves of laughing silver in the 

sunshine; 
But now, an overmastering rush of 

floods. 
They thunder to the heavens, that an- 
swer back 
From the wild depths of gloom, — an 

awful tempest! 

{Enter ANTONIO hastily. ] 
ANTONIO. 

Where is the priest, Philota? where is 

Andreas.' 
Was he not here to-night? 

PHILOTA. 

Ay! but left some half hour since! 
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ANTOMO. IJOl >S(). 

What say you? Why. whui nioaiis this*.* 

Oh, the poor fatlicrl — thi'ii 'twas lihii 1 ' 1 lookcMl for kindlit'r wvlcoiuel 

saw I I'lllI.OTA. 

Pent'twixl tho nioiiiit.'iiii lorrcnls: he is Wluavfore, llou^so? 

lost! What tliou hast asketl, 1 "jraiit, — juo- 

Thc i;(kkI ohl man! — aiitl y<'t, not so. taction. slu'Uor: 

not so! ] Durst th(»u chiiin iiu>re tliaii thes«'? 

(iiv<' in(' yon oaki'U NlatT, — and, holil; a ' imh sso. 

I'i'^k 1' fiufli tliy t4*niiMT i> most strani:*' an«i 

Of tin* lu'si vinlML;*': I'll In- hack anon, waywaiJ! 

And tin- lU-ar taili.r with mi-:— 15c(au>r. sonii- months a.^ono. imt qniif 



[!l.vit .infiniio. I'lulnln l:if la ht /<»}', an ini'if/r 



mVM'If 



Willi mv, at hast, hold man! is raloil 
ihn^! 



a/fht \ iniiu,nn<l jinin^jn,' ih< s-ihdiiUhrr I Vi-nUircdal the harvest of ihcoUvt' 

huer. .l/frr fhr i'l/tsL x/ sn„i, wnnit, s. , nt, r I "pon one ilinoi'cnt lilu'rl \ 

J,'nii.<so st> 'tit/ii/i/, irnipfi,<l III U <7of//., irhirh PIIIIOTV 

l,.,rtlu r,;tr..,/s )n:< h '.f ,in,.\ ' ' ' y^^ JihertV, 

i:(»ls-n \ns,,li ;. 

Failh ! a i)r<'t.t.y picture! 

\ow. were 1 wiial tools call ixielieal. ^ Koi>so. 

I'd u.M-ship luT. wliil.l sl... adoiv. the , ,,,, ,.,.^,,..,,^ ,|,^,j j ^^..^^ „,,, ,„^.^,.|f 

saint. — 
A lo\«'liei- saint hrrsclt. and ncarci- truly 
To the iu>t standard nt" dixinily 
Than snnd.T painted iinaue: thrrc's the 

ein\»'. 
'J'lie old (irck eui'\f, in iIk- vtiliipluou^ 

surll 
Of thnse full li|»>; tin- I'.i^^iitn in Ii«m- •'\<'■^ 
]s sliaduwi'd ()tt t<» inclani.lit.lv nenninLi. 
Only to wakt-n to nii'iidian litr. 



Illaine the hot wine of Cyprus: si>are 

your slave! | l\ui ( litfj. \ 

nilLOTA. 

A sh,\e. iu.lrr.l: — 

lau^^d. |loia: 

Ihit on-' \\ li<» vin(,|.s lo eoutiuer, fair Thi- 

If I li.i\i- kntli. lis only that I may 

l.'i-«r lliu^. and clasp thee! Hold, no 

l.x.jivli nii-s. 

-,., ,., , • , N'» wak, \aiii ■^t iMm- liners! Think'si 

\\ lien a Ilk'- I'.i^^inn toii<-iic- ii to llainf. , ., . , 

* !li..n ihal the >.lorni 



lMlII.«»r \ \i.tiinn,<l\. 

( >h. nh-rciful Md lui ! -<i\ i' lilm. — ^^ax 
Anlt.nit)! 

i,.,«^.o !,.../. i. 

( )li. |>..lrill I).'\ il ! cKrill liilll. — rial 



I'calinu .id'twn the nionntaiu's niLiLCcd 

( an l!«ar lii.'v,- fr.-Mr wailiiiLTS to thy 

ti'rml-".' 
( Mill.', r,.n;. , I'iiilu'a ! — if ihou conld^r 






I'llll.i'i A. 

\>^" il- r.-: 
nm --0 .,■!,■.,,., . ,,, . 
iia > ■• pKi*. . I a.ii. -Inlt.-r. -- ma . 1 -Mv '.' 



I.i-t I..1- a:i ii'-'ani. while 1 paint the 



At a --at. di 



< M a I: 


II !/;. :i wa'';i;u lni the liuhl. 


■| ie- ^;i 


l!,.l 1 -\ '1 "\ Miille e\e-x: — 




Amid the wa\e> 


< M :lie 


A'.2< 111. I'M-Miii.'d in the calm 


( M . • \ . 


•I .:■ ■ ,i; . - ;:i.iii.!. -H e].- an i>l'> 


W i,. I. 


..' • ii: 1 i;.; 1. > inlo inu^-ic; 


1 l.'M '. 


.,'1 \". !, .-■ .i.N'iiian' wilderness of 
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The soft winds sigh their breath away in 

dreams, 
"Where — (tlie deuce take me! I forget 

my part) — 
Where — where — where — i' sooth, a 

place 
To live, to love, to die in, and revisit 
From the sad vale of shadows, with a 

touch 
Of mortal fondness, overmastering death : 
Wilt thou go thither with me? Nay, 

thou must ! 

{A» Iiou»80 attempts to carry Phiiota from 
the apartment^ the rrcocert^ and, by a sudden 
effort^ releases herself from his arms.] 

KOIS.SO. 

Pardon, Pliilota! 'tis my eager love 
Which thus hath urged me on; tliou 

tremblest! what? 
I would not make thee fear me. 

PHI LOTA. 

Fear! fear! 
If my cheek pales, it is not cowardice 
That plays the tyrant to tlie exiled 

blood; 
If my frame trembles, there are other 

moods 
Than that thou speak' st of, to unstring 

its firmness; 
Thy presence brings no terrors ; dost tiiou 

talk 
Of fear to a Greek woman ? 
Korsso. 
No! no! not fear, but love! 

PHI LOTA. 

Man, man! I pray thee 

Blaspheme not thus! what canst thou 
know of love ? 

*Tis true thou speak'st it boldly; from 
thy lips 

The word falls with a rounded fullness 
off. 

And yet, believe me, thou hast used a 
plirase, 

(A sacred plirase, and wretchedly pro- 
faned), 

Which, were thy years thrice lengthene*! 
out beyond 



The general limit of our mortal lives, 
And thou be made to pass througli all 

extremes 
Of multiform experience, it could never 
Enter thy sordid soul to comprehend ! 

ROU.S.SO. 

Bravely delivered ! by my soul, I think 
We both make good declaimers ! Where 

did'st learn 
That pretty speech, Phiiota ? 

PUILOTA. 

Wilt thou leave me ? 

ROrSRO. 

Pshaw! thou art less than courteous. 

Leave thee ? no! 
I will not leave thee ! Hark ye, my proud 

damsel, 
I am not one with whom 'tis safe to 

trifle, 
Thou knowest, or shalt know this; so, 

mark my words, 
Long have I wooed thee fairly, would 

have won thee. 
Yea, and endowed thee with both wealth 

and station; 
Twice hast thoii heard my proffer, twice 

wilh loathing 
Spumed it, and me; I shall not woo thee 

thrice 
With honeyed words; no, 'tis the strong 

arm now. 
I am prepared for all ; come on ! 

[He seizes Phiiota a second time, but enter on 
the instant Antonio^ with the Monk Andreas 
leaning upon him.] 

PUILOTA [faintly]. 

Saved! saved! 

ANTONIO. 

Ha, Rousso, I have heard it whisi^red 
oft 

Amongst thy watchful brethren in this 
isle. 

That underneath that smooth and flatter- 
ing front 

There lurked a mine of blackest villany ! 

Faith! I denied it once; what shall 1 
say 

When next the public voice decries you. 
sir? 
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ROISSO. 

A jest ! I do assure you but a jest I 
This cloak, which in your self-devoted 

flight 
To rescue the dear father, Andreas 
(How glad I am to see his saintship 

safe), 
You dropped some furlongs from the 

mountain's base, 
I cast, in sportive fashion, on my person, 
And deomini:j that Philota would rejoice 
To hear that thou liad'st so far braved 

the force 
O' ih' treacherous elements, I calleil 

upon her; 
►She did me the vast honor to confound 
Your humble servant with Antonio, 
And 'ere 1 was aware, sprang to my 

arm<. 
With sneh a blinded eeMa<yof rapture, 
Tiiat 1 had wrlliiii;h sunk into llie earth. 
Krnni the mm' stress of native modi-sty I 
A j«'st, a jcNt, ;ni(l iiolhins: but a je>t. 

ANTtiMo. 

Sueh je^tiim may i*-.- (lan^'rous, — be- 
ware I 

sc im: II r. 

[A \<';ir is ^upp'-x-.l to li:iv.- .•lai.-.-.K 'nn- 
town ot Spli;iki;i .liter Ji i- lit t al !. IjK- r .-oii- 
fu>.-.|ly a l.;iii.l <>i Sfliaki-t.- -ol-li-T^, wnh 
Koii^-oaiiioiinst llifin. Tlif >i i<'.t - ar-- nou.i. ,1 
uitli ui«i;i«-ii. in;iii\ ni \\lit>iii arr In anl laiiuui- 
m- tli- .Icatli "t Anl.'ui.. .M. li.lori. 

K<)r<SO [/'// tt ijlstjiilsf'l rniri]. 

W'liy will y<' claiiior tliii-, \»' t«>».])-li 

jadfx ? 
\o\u- liamKujiK' fa\oril«'. \tnii' n-nouind 

(■oiimiaii.lcr. 
Is iin more tlriiil iliaii I am I 

\ WOMAN. 

•^.ix '-t ihoii s(> '.' 
Wliriv th.'ii is :\Mi,l,,ri V 

noi-^^n Is/;// ,i;,s,t, >;..;, n/ A/s r<,;,'.], 

Wciilil's! ilioii Iraiii ■.• 
\Vm1I!imi (if aphakia, \Mur iuiiii.i'-iilal'' 

• •ai>taiii, 
II.' fi.r wiuts.: wrlfar(\ upon b.'inlnl 
kii.M.s, 



Ye nightly pray to heaven, whose name 
your infants 

Lisp in their very slumbers, hath be- 
trayed us I 

Hold I hear me out! I am no dubious 
witness; 

Thriee, whilst the battle raged along our 
front. 

I saw the traitor creeping like a dog 

Between the Turkish outposts! 

[Aitfoitio iippetirs iu fhe rear, irith a child in 
his finmt.] 

ANTONIO. 

It is false 1 
Here is your leader, 8phakioi<'s; what 

l>ase slanderer 
Daivs to pronounce me traitor? 1 but 

paused 
'J\) sav(» this weeping imiocent, whose 

mother 
Fell by some coward's swonl! 
noLsst). 

Ha, Sphakiotes, see. 
The noble Melidori waxes tender, 
Sdtt as a woman I he must love the 

Mosl.'lM, 

Wlio losUMs tliii> their offspring! by the 

saints 
A liisiy l>iai ! He'll thrive, good frienils, 

Ix'lirVc lilt'. 

And uiow bi'tinics, i(j cut our infants' 

ihroals! 

AN In MO. 

T..'t him wlioNpt-ak^ stand forth; 1 woiil i 

coiilrciit 
M\ bold arrns.r. What 1 he clings to 

th.'.laik: 
Fit I'larr im li.'> and liai'sl 

I-'ricnds, 1 s<*orn 
To parl.'v w iih I I'is \ ipcr ; there's a way. 
On.- <.iily \\a\. in li'-al with reiitiles. 

t'lUsll t liclll. 

'1 liiis. llius, and ihns, 

W In-ii lli.-\ lja\(' crawl.il too ncarus; 

[ s',,,„j.,),.i ,'.,/'. ,,'iti njuui thi' xn-th.] 

Till (lii-ii. \vli\ Itt the ii-ly beasts hlss 

on. 
And spit ilii'ir hannless vonuin. 

Digitized by ^^jOOQlC 




Digitized by LjOOQIC 



\. 



\ B R A /Tv^ 

or THE 

UNIVERSITY 



^>^ 



OF 



Digitized by 



Google 



ANTONIO MELIDORL 



41 



{Twraing to the toomen.] 

Mothers, wives, 

Maidens of Sphakia, are there none 
amongst ye 

Ready to take this poor unfortimate ? 

Just for my sake, fair countrywomen, 
list, 

List to the blessed word: — *' The merci- 
ful 

Shall obtain mercy!" 

ROUSSO. 

Heed him not, I say, 

But seize the infidel whelp, and let him 
rock 

On a steel bayonet! What! have we re- 
pelled 

The Invading foe, exterminated wholly 

His forces and his empire, that we dare 

Cherish his cubs among us? — and for 
what ? 

** Just for his sake, fair countr>'women, 
— his, 

And mercy's I " Who showed Tn^rcy to 
our children, 

When the Turk ravaged Scio?' 'The" 
yoimg devil, — . . -, 

Hear how he shrieks I ho! sehd 4ii«i- 
down to hell ! 

Down to his father! he's a grateful 
spirit, 

And thankful for small favors ! 

[The crowd begin to murmur, and move threat- 
eningly towards antomo.] 

ANTONIO. 

Shame upon you ! 
Though the poor boy were fifty times a 

Moslem, 
ni rear him as my own; he shall not 

l)erish ; 
Terchance, who knows, when 1 have died 

for you, 
For you, and Grecian liberty, this babe, 
Reared as a Greek, may yet avenge my 

death. 
As none of you, false bretliren, dare 

avenge it! 
Once more I say, —Mothers, wives, 

maids of Sphakia, 



Is there not one amongst ye to whose 

tendance 
I may commit this trembling casta- 
way ? 

Pill LOTA [veiled]. 
Give me the child, —I'll nurture him 

with love, 
And gentlest usage. 

ANTONIO \siurUn(j\, 
Heavens! what voice is that ? 
You here, Philota ? 1 had hoped you 

dwelt 
Safely within the close heart of the 
mountains! 

PI 1 1 LOTA. 

The mountains are not safe. 

ANTONIO. 

Why then did'st thou 
Keep such strict silence ? Answer me, 

Philota, 
How hast thou lived. This peasant's 

dress 

PHILOTA. 

1'* : Is fittest 

For me, Antonio, — by my handiwork, 
.Mwl'daily labor. I now earn my bread,— 
For was it meet an unknown peasant 

girl 
Should claim, as her betrothed, great 

Melidori, 
Captain of Sphakia ? 

ANTONIO. 

O, thou generous heart ! 

But stay, — the rabble must not catch 
o!ir words ; 

Take thou the babe, — imder the city- 
walls 

I'll meet thee in tlu* ijloaniin,^, 

SCENE IV. 

[A place uiMler the city walls, — time, an hou: 
after sunset.] 

ANTONIO, \ei)ibracin(j philota cow- 
strmnedly]. 
How kind thou art ! 

philota. 
I but obeyed your mandate! 
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ANTONIO. 

Nay, why so cold ? my troth is thine, 

Philota, — 
Dost thou remember ? 

PHI LOTA. 

Would' St thou have me do so ? 
Methought tluit dreaiu was over, — by 
thy wish. 

ANTONIO. 

By heaven I 1 never said so! 

PHI LOTA. i 

Yet thy heart, | 
Thy lieart, Antonio, spake the l^een de- ! 

sire, I 

Although thy lii>« kept sih^nce; — I have ; 

lejirnod 
To read thy s])ii'it like an o]>en ])Ook, 
And cannot Ix' decvi vcd ; — all's chani^i'd ' 
with ns: | 

Never again, as in the time that's past, i 
Shall we, hand linked in hand, exi)lore i 

the vales. 
Or walk the shining hill-tui>s; thou hast 

risen 
Far, far alK)Vi' my level: a great man. 
Among the greatest, — thou wert mad 

t' « spon-^e 
A hiinil)]e giii like me: I ask it not ; 
My love hut l)ur(lens thy a'-j^iiiiJu; hopes, ' 
So, I beseech thee, dwell no more upon 

it: 
Antonio, tor thy weltai'e I uoidd gi\e 
My soul's life; >hall I then let use to 

yield 
A i'ei--oiial joy, that thou mny'-( win 

ami wed 
'I'li*^ innniirtal \ii-Liin — (.jury".* Di'eain 

it ii'»i I 
(Jli ! dre;im it ]n>t I 

A.N ro.Mo. 

N'nw. ui.iemiiv (iod, fdf^ive nil'! 
It w.Te ])i'evninpl ion. ^lioiild I ki^-- lliy 

:< el. 
'J'lioii jMiie, nn-elli-^h \\otiiiiiI Ml tliy 

wof.ls 
Aretru", loo true, and 1 date not u.iiii- 

v,l_\ tlirni. 
One tliMu' iM-li.ve, riiil.'t.i, 1 am 

nret{'l,i d, 



Yes, far more so than thou art: 
\Aj'U'r a jnnii<f'.\ 

-- Uid'st thou know 
Tlie terrible life I lead in this dread war- 
fare, 
Through wl.ut nji atmosjihere of blood 

and carnage 
It is my doom to move, as through th(> 

ai'" 
Of some plague-stricken city, thick with 

curse^', ; 
Did'st know tlie nundni-less dangers, 

that like demons 
(Many unsi'cn, — and therefore doubly 

fearful), 
Wliicli hover 'round the soldier, hour by 

hour 
O'ershadow ing life with the black liloom 

of death; 
Did'st know ih-' coar>e companions, the 

rude in;inners 
Of vile extorlionei's, Iwnt alone on prey, 
And personal proht, and the thousand 

r'vils 
(rendered of strife, ami strife's mdial- 

lowed passioim. 
O. thou vNoidd'st ^hrinU from following 

such l)a>e (Miurses. 
Even as an angel from th«' brink of belli 

luiii.or A. 
Thou \\rong'st my ^)ve. and hast de- 
ceived thy-ch": 
Where'er Ihoii art. to me that place is 

hea\ en : 
An!;>nio. iUu] alone, (.od and niv sonl 
Know wlial 1 iniLilil. and would liave 

Ihcn to ilh'c' 
I would liave s'nared !li\ fori nne•^. joined 

ni\ fal.' 
l-'or w<m1 {>]• woe. for honor oi- di^u"ra«'e. 
Ko)- lil.* or d.Mih l<. thine: liaxe tracked 

Ill\ '>teMs. 

(Il ncf.I i; wri'.'.i ilirouuh ^ea> of blood 

and carnage. 
Mrcir^;li.ii.-d lli\ w cakne^s, luioyed thy 

vdlkill- hop.-, 

\.<r. at tlie \\oi>i. na\e shed one wo- 
man'-- tear 
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To shake thy manhood. Had heaven 

blessed thy cause, 
I would have striven to make my spirit 

worthy 
To moimt with thee; so, when the orbed 

glory 
Shone like the fire of sunrise round thy 

brow, 
No man dare say that with that lustre 

mingled 
One blush of shame for Melidori's wife! 
This might have been, and this shall 

never be. | Wildly. \ 

V th' name of mercy, by thy mother's 

soul, 
And the dear past, I pray thee leave me 

now. 
While still thou lov'st me (dost thou 

not ?) a little. 

ANTONIO. 

And thou— and thou, Philota? 

PHI LOTA. 

I shall dwell 
In peace; [aside] ay! broken hearts are 
peaceful ! 

ANTONIO. 

But where ? 

PHILOTA. 

What matter where, so that I live in 

peace ? 
Grieve not, Antonio. In my humble 

station 
One thought shall brhig content; — "he 

was not false,*' 
No mortal maiden stole Antonio's heart! 

ANTONIO. 

Blessed words! 
*Tis true I love but thee! 

PHILOTA. 

Then do not sorrow. 
Love, I forgive thee ; thou hast wronged 

me not. 
And for the child — ah, I shall dream it 

thine; 
Tend it as thine, and when the years 

have ripened 
That infant soul, 'Lis mine to lead to 

virtue, 
FU teach the boy how noble was the act 



Whereby Antonio saved him; 111 be 

happy, 
Oh, trust me, Love! so very, very 

happy ! 

ANTONIO. 

Then be it so, PhiloU. 1 would bless 

thee. 
But am not worthy; still, thou shalt be 

blessed. 

Pill LOTA. 

And thou, too, if the Virgin hear my 

prayers ; 
And now that we are friends, but friends, 

though finn ones, 
Beseech thee, list my tidings. There's 

a foe, 
A deadly, treacherous foe in thine own 

camp. 
And one who vows thy ruin ; it is Rousso ; 
Thou knowest how first his envious, bit- 
ter temper 
Was stung to hatred; since that time, 

thy will 
Hath often clashed with his; besides, 

thy fame 
In these fierce wars hath far o'ertopped 

his credit; 
So he has sworn thy death; the voice 

was his. 
That goaded on thy soldiers to rebellion; 
And, as I threaded my uncertain path- 
way, 
A short hour since, through the dark 

streets of Sphakia, 
I heanl thy name in whispers; two dim 

forms 
(Men, as I knew by their hoarse tones,) 

conferred 
With hurried, stealthy gestures, and one 

sentence 
Startled me like a knell: — "His tomb 

is open," 
A deep voice said; "Antonio's tomb is 

open!" 
Oh, then, beware. As lowly as thou 

deera'st me, 
ril watch above thy safety ; the soft dove 
May warn the eagle of the midniglit 

spoiler! 
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ANTONIO. 

And thy own life and safety 

PHILOTA. 

I am here 
To spend them both for thee. But hark ! 

thy name 
Is shouted by thy comrailes in the valley. 
The hour has come that parts us. Fare 
thee well 1 

IShe ytres him her hamf.] 
ANTONIO. 

*Twas not oiu* wont to part in this cold 

fashion; 
Come, one more kiss, Philota ! let me feel 
We were indeed betrothed ; one last, last 

kiss ! [ They em brace an d part. ] 

SCENK V. 
[An apartment in the house of Affendouli, 
the Governor-General of Camlia. Enter An- 
tonio, and Atfendouli, conversing.] 

A F FEN DOC LI. 

These private bickerings are the fruitful 

cause 
Of all disgrace and failure; let us end 

them ! 

ANTONIO. 

Most willingly I I have no feud with 

any, 
Saving one quarrel, forced upon me, 

chief! 

AFFENnOlJLI. 

Tnie, tnie ! but even now a courier waits, 

Charged witli a special message of good 
will. 

From Rousso, and his brother, Anag- 
nosti; 

Tliey say, ** We plead for peace! all per- 
sonal liate 

Henceforth bo quelled l)etween us; we 
would join 

Our troop to >feIidorrs, and our banners 

Wave side by side with his.'* Accept 
their proffer! 

ANTONK). 

I will! 

AFFENDOCIJ. 

To show thou art sincere, fail not to test 
Their hospitality. 



ANTONIO. 
AFFENDOULI. 



As how ? 



They give 
A solemn feast of unity and friendship, 
To which thou art invited. Go, 1 charge 
thee. 

ANTONIO. 

Trust me, I shall be there, what day's 

apix)inted 
Whereon to hold this festival of love ? 

AFFENDOULI. 

This very day ; thou knowest the camp 
of Rousso ? 

ANTONIO. 

Ay! ril be there anon! 

[Exit Anionic. Enter, after a brief interral^ 
Philota f tcith a hurried and anxious ynien.] 

PHILOTA. 

Oh, pardon, pardon! 
Most gracious Governor ! but 1 come to 

seek 
Ant Ant , that is, the Captain 

Melidori, 
With tidings of grave import. 



AFFENDOULI. 



Ha! 



Thou luckless messenger! he has de- 
parted. 

Gone 

PHILOTA \icildlij]. 
Where, where ? 

AFFENDOULL 

To feast with Rousso. 
PHILOTA [ruHhinr/ out]. 
Then is he lost! O merciful God, pro- 
tect us ! 

SCENE vi. 

[An open space in a woo<l, — tables arranged 
for a banquet, — liousso, Anagnosti, Antonio 
Melidori, and their followers, dlscoveretl feast- 
ing-] 

ANAONOSTL 

A soldier's life forever! free to pass 

In feast or fray ! how glorious this wild 

banquet 
Compared to those dull, formal feasts of 

old. 
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Held at the olive harvest! Speak, An- 
tonio, 

Give us thy thought upon it : what ! art 
silent ? 

ROUSSO. 

Urge him no more ; perchance Antonio 

pines 
For the sweet quiet of that mountain 

life, 
Which thou hast called so dull ; its days 

of dream. 
Its nights of warm voluptuous dalliance ! 

ANTONIO. 

No, no, by heaven ! those times are dead 

to me; 
They had their pleasures, but not one to 

match 
The keen delights of glory, the true 

honor 
Which follows patriot service. 

ROUSSO. 

Gallant words. 
Brave, and high-sounding; but for me 

and mine. 
We do not fight for shadows! 

ANTONIO [coldly], 

Vm at fault, 
Not clearly comprehending, sir, your 
meaning. 

ROUSSO. 

Oh! thou dost well to speak of glory, 

honors, 
We know what rich rewards await thee, 

chief. 
When the war's ended ; spoils, and wealth 

and beauty. 
But yestermom, I saw thy winsome 

lady. 
The bride to be, old Affendouli's daugh- 
ter. 
Nay, shrink not, man, she is a lovely 

maid. 
Fair as her father's generous; what an 

eye! 
Half arch, half languishing; and what a 

breast ! 
That heaves as 'twould burst outward to 

the day, 



And strike men mad with its white 

panting passion ! 
No lovelier woman lives, imless, unless — 
It be that poor young thing who doted 

on thee, 
Before the war, — what was her name ? 

Philota? 

ANTONIO. 

Thy thoughts run on fair damsels; let 

us talk 
Like soldiers, not like brain-sick boys in 

love. 

ROUSSO. 

With all my heart; only, one pledge to 

thee. 
And Affendouli's daughter! 

ANTONIO. 

I have borne 
This jesting with the patience of a saint, 
But now ' tis stretched to license. Prithee, 
cease! 

ROUSSO. 

God, how he winces! if Philota — 



ANTONIO. 



Villain! 



Utter that sacred name again - 

ROUSSO {rising suddenly and drawing 
his dagger]. 

Oh, ho! 
Wilt fight, wilt fight ! I'm ready for thee ; 
come. 

ANTONIO [aside], 
(He shall not trap me thus.) Thou art 

my host; 
'Twere shame, yea, bitter shame, this 

brawl should end 
In blows and bloodshed ! when the time 
befits, 

[ToRousso]. 

Doubt not that I shall call thee to ac- 
count 

For this day's work; meanwhile I leave 
a boanl 

Where clownish insult poisons all yonr 
cups! 

[As he is about to depart^ Anagnosti approache%^ 
with an air of conciliation.] 
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ANAONOSTI. 

Well spoken, noble captain, thou wert 

wronged ; 
But Rousso is so hasty ! He repents ; 
Let not this solemn feast of unity 
Break up in discord. 

KOUSSO. 

No, no, no, Antonio! 
I do repent I Prithee embrace me, friend, 
In sign of reconcilement. 

[liotuto approaches Alelidori with an unsteatly 
ntep ; while in tlie act of embracing, he stabs 
him in the side. Philota rtishes upon the scene^ 
with a cry of agony, and throws herself beside 
Antonio^ whose head she supports.] 

PHILOTA. 

Too late! O God, too late! He faints, 

he dies ! 
Why stare ye thus upon us, cruel men ? 
Wine, wine, another cup, how slow ye 

move! 
My scarf is drenched with blood, — ye 

pitiless fools! 
Will not a creature loan me wherewithal 
To bind his wretched wound up ? There, 

His stanched, 
And he revives! Antonio, speak to me, 
I am Philota! 

ANTONIO [his mind wandering]. 
Where hast thou been, my love, this 

weary time ? 
Am I not true ? I charge thee, heed 

them not! 
The girl is nothing to me; Rousso' s 

tongue. 
His sharp false tongue first joined our 

names together; 
She loves another, and I love but thee ; 
Draw nearer, let me whisper. I have 

dreamed. 
Oh, such a dream! the valleys flowed 

with blood. 
And ruin compassed all our island round. 
And every town was sacked, and, hark 

ye, nearer! 
I saw a mother murdered by a knave, 
A coward knave, because she would not 

yield 
Her body to him; but I saved her child, 



And here he is, a pretty, pretty boy ! 
Take him, Philota. Ah, my heart, my 

heart! 
It pains me sorely; 'twas a terrible 

dream. 
But now, thank Heaven, 'tis over! Thou 

ait pale; 
What makes thee pale ? Bear up, my 

deai*est love! 
This morn we shall be wedded, and I 

think 
We will not part again. I had a foe, 
His name is Rousso; but we are so 

happy. 
Let us forgive all foes ; invite him thither, 

PHILOTA [weeping]. 
He breaks my heart — 

ANTONIO. 

How keen the wind is ! 
Keen, keen, and chill; it was not wont 

to blow- 
So coldly at this season : I am sick. 
Yea, sick of very joy; but joy kills not; 
My lids are heavy ; I would sleep, 

Philota. 
Wake me at early dawn; I told my 

mother. 
That I would bring thee home, to-mor- 
row morn. 

{He dies.] 



ALLAN HERBERT. 



SCENE L 



[The hall of a country house in Westmore- 
land, surrounded with portraits of the M. . . . 
family. Allan Herbert, and Jocelyn, an old 
domestic, are Keen standing before the likeness 
of a lady, young, and wonderfully fair.] 

IIEKBEUT. 

The canvas speaks ! 

JOCELYN. 

Ay, sir, 'tis very like; 
Was she not beautiful ? 

HERBERT. 

Was; yes, and is; 
She had not lost one bloom when late I 
saw her. 
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JOCELYN. 

Sir, she is dead I 

HERBERT. 

Ay, so they say, old man; 
And yet I see her nightly,— in my 

dreams; 
I tell you that her cheek is round and 

fair 
As summer's fulness, that her eyes are 

lustrous, 
And she, a perfect presence clasped in 

light! 
Thus will she look, on resurrection 

morning. 

JOCELYN [a«i(Ze]. 
Alas, poor gentleman! how many loved 

her, 
And loved her vainly ! Pardon, sir, your 

name ? 

HERBERT. 

My name is Allan Herbert. 

JOCELYN. 

Herbert, Herbert! 
Where have I heard that dainty name. 

before ? (musinn) 
Oh, now I have it; my young mistress, 

sir. 
She who is dead, was wont to read a ; 

book I 

A delicate gold-edged volume, that I'm 

sure 
Bore some such name within it; she 

would sit 
Beneath yon grape vine trellis toward the 

south 
^This window, sir, commands it), and 

for hours, 
XaV; days, bend o'er her favorite pages; 

once 
She left the book behind her. and I saw 
its leaves were touched with teara. 

HERBERT. 

Where is it now ? 
That book your mistress loveil ? Let 
me behold it! 

.lOCELYN. 

In sooth, sir, I have never seen it since. 



Or, if I have [hesitating]^ it lies beyond 
our reach. 

HERBERT. 

What meanest thou ? 

JOCELYN. 

I mean that while she lay 
Decked for her burial, whilst I stood be- 
side her. 
Looking my last upon her tranquil fea- 
tures, 
The robe of death was fluttered by the 

wind, 
A low sad wailing wind, that swept aside 
The drapery for a moment, and I marked 
The glinnner of the gold-edged pages 

placed 
Right on her bosom! Master, you are 

pale. 
You tremble ; I have rudely touched the 

spring 
Of some deep-seated sorrow ! 

HERBERT. 

Yes, old man ; 

A sorrow most unlike to common griefs, 

That pass like clouds or shadows; mine 
is minified 

V/ith the dark hues of treachery and re- 
morse; 

A rayless, blank eclipse, through which 
I wander. 

Accursed and hoixiless ; sometimes in a 
vision 

Comes the sweet face of her I foully 
wronged. 

And stabs me with a smile! 

JOCELYN. 

Did' St wrong her, Sir? 
Did' St wrong my lady ? 

HERBERT. 

Lead me to the grave; 
I know His near at hand. 

JOCELYN. 

The grave ! what grave ? 
Moreover, — if you wronged her 



Digitized by 



Google 



48 



DRAMATIC 8 KETCHES. 



HERBERT. 

If I wronged her! 
Why dost thou taunt me with it ? thou 

on earth 
With Mercy still beside thee, — I — in 

Hell? 



JOCELYN. 



HERBERT. 



Madman ! 



I am not mad, my friend, but only 

wretched ; 
Once more. I pray thee, show me where 

she sleeps. 

JOCELYN. 

I must obey him ; this way, — follow me. 

SCENE II. 

[A foreBt. — Deep in the shade a single 
monument appears, covered with wild-flowere 
and roses.] 

HERBERT [aloiie], 

*Tis fit she should be buried in this place 
So fragrant and so peaceful; O, my love! 
Thou hast grown dull of hearing! 1 may 

call 
*Till the lone echoes shiver with thy 

name. 
Thou wilt not heed me; dust, dust, dust 

indeed ! 
And thou — more glorious than the 

morning star; 
More tender than the love-light of the 

eve! 
They tell mo thou shalt rise again, 

Christ's bride, 
\ot mine, most beautiful, yet changed; 
Perchance I shall not know tlice, or per- 
chance. 
The human love which made thine eye^ 

like heaven — 
My heaven of hope and worship — shall 

be lost 
In some diviner splendor ! all is 

hushed, 
No smallest whisper trembles gently up 
From the deep grave to soothe me; 'tis 

in vain 



I agonize in thought. Eternal Nature! 
She whom I once called ** mother," 

wears an aspect 
Callous and pitiless. I fain would solve 
This terrible mystery that weighs down 

my soul 
With nightmare fancies. Let me die in 

l>eace, 
O God ! and if 1 may not see her more 
Through all the long eternities, nor hear 
Iler voice of tender pardon, let me rest 
Next to some stream of Lethe, and re- 
pose 
In everlasting si umbers !- 



[Enter Jocelyn.j 

JOCELYN. 

Come, let us hence ! the darkness creei)s 

upon us; 
See, Sir! there's not a spark of sunset 

left 
In all the waning West. 

HERBERT. 

Well, what of that! 
1 live in darkness, — the light burns my 

spirit. 
It mocks and tortures me! Begone, 1 

say. 
And leave me to the dismal shade thou 

f earest ! 

JOCELYN. 

Good Sir, be counselled — stay not in 

the wood ; 
Thine eye is troubled, and thy visage 

weary; — 
'Tis a rash venture! 

HERBERT. 

Sooth to say, 1 thank thee; 
Thou could' St not serve long in the liDUse- 

hold blessed 
By her most merciful presence, and not 

catch 
Some tenderness of temper; — take my 

thanks ! 
Yet will I stay in this same dreary wood, 
And watch until the night is overpast. 

JOCELYN. 

Thou' It find it lonely. 



Digitized by ^ 



joogle 



THE CONSPIRATOR. 



49 



HERBERT. 

Oh, I have my thoughts, 
A stirring company, that never slumber. 

JOCELYX. 

AVliy, worse and worse I I've heard, such 

restless thouglits 
Ensjender a sore sickness 

HERBERT. 

Of the mind ; 

Yet is my case already desperate, 

Past healing, and past comfort. Go thy 
way. 

Thou kind old man, thou canst not 
shake my purpose, 

But when the last star wanes before the 
dawn, 

Come back; my night will then be over- 
past, 

And my watch ended; till that hour, 
farewell ! 



FROM THE CONSPIRATOR, 

AK UXPOBLtSHED TKAOEDV. 

SCENE. 

fA garden ; Arnold De Malpas and Catharine 
ilisoovered walking slowly towanUj a sunnner- 
lioiise in the distance]. 

CATHARINE. 

Art thou prepared to risk all this, De 
Malpas ? 

DE MALPAS. 

Ay! this, and more, if 1 but thought — 

[llesitatingY 
CATHARINE. 

What, Arnold ? 

DE MALPAS. 

If I but thought that when the strife was 

over. 
The feeble prince hurled down, the 

throne secured. 
She, for whose love I braved the people's 

hate. 
Malice of rulers, and the headsman's 

axe. 
Would deign to share with me that 

perilous height. 



CATHARINE. 

She! Oh, thou hast a lady-love! 

DE MALPAS. 

Cruel ! Wouldst thou put by my passion 

thus, 
With a feigned jest ? Catharine, I stake 

my all. 
Manhood's strong hopes and purpose, 

the heart's wealth. 
And the mind's store of hard-bought 

lore, my peace 
Of conscience, and my soul's immortal 

life, 
To lift thee to the summit of thy wish; 
(Oh! I have proved thee, and 1 know 

thy thoughts). 
And yet, thou feignest ignorance! 

CATHARINE. 

Dear De Malpas, 
Forgive me! let us both throw by the 

mask ! 
I hate the queen; even in our girlish 

days, 
She was my rival; her mild-mannered 

arts 
Stole suitors from me; the old priest, our 

teacher. 
Though I eclipsed her ever in the school. 
And shamed her dullness with keen- 
witted words 
And quicker apprehension, shone on her 
With sunny aspect, sleeked her golden 

hair, 
Fondled rjid soothed and petted, whilst 

for me. 
The apter scholar, he reserved harsh 

looks. 
And harsher tones; (well, the old fool is 

dead ! 
In after time, some friend of holy church. 
Some zealous friend, proved that his 

saintship taught 
Schism and heresy, anil so — he perished ) ! 
But for this queen, this Eleanor! our 

souls 
Nursed yearly a more fixed hostility; 
We sat together at the knightly jousts, 
And watched the conflict with high 

beating hearts, 
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Flushed cheeks, and fluttering pulses; 

she from fear, 
I with the mounting heat of martial 

blood, 
Thrilled with the music of the battlers 

roar, 
The ring of mighty lances on steel helms, 
Clangor of shields, and neighing of wild 

steeds: 
One mom my knight was victor; as he 

placed 
The crown of gems and laurel on my 

brow, 
Methought that I was lx)rn to be a queen, 
Not the brief ruler of a festal throng, 
But Established kingdoms, and a host of 

men 
Bound to my sway forever! 

DE MALPA8. 

A true thought! 
O, noble Catharine! thy aspiring spirit 
Fires my purpose, and gives wings to 

action ; 
Thy rival hath sped past thee in the 

race. 
Bub she shall fall midway; the blinded 

monarch 
Walks on the brink of an abysmal deep. 
And soon shall topple over; then, a vic- 
tor, 
(Not from the conflict with half-blunted 

spears, 
In friendly tournament), but the tumult 

fierce 
Of revolution, and the crash of states, 
Shall set a weightier crown about thy 

brows, 
And hail thee ruler, — not of festal 

throngs. 
But Established kingdoms, and a host of 

men 
Bound to thy sway forever! 



DE MALPAS. 

Speak, Bolton ! what say these, my faith- 
ful friends. 
Touching my present life ? 



BOLTON. 

Why, Master Arnold,. 
I' sooth they're much divided; some as- 
sert, 
That thou art moonstruck; that some 

morbid fancy, 
Whether of love or pride, hath seized 

upon thee; 
Others, that thou hast simply lost thy 

trust 
In man and in thyself; and others still, 
That thou hast sunk to base, inglorious 

ease, 
Urging the languid currents of the blocxl 
With fiery spurs of sense; a few thei-e 

are. 
Few, but most faithful, who at dead of 

night 
In secret conclave, with low-whispered 

words 
And pallid faces glancing back aghast. 
Speak of a monstrous wrong, which 

thou 

DE MALPAS. 
[Starting up, and seizing Bolton.] 
Unhappy wretch ! therein thou si)eak'st 

thy doom! 
That prying, curious spirit is thy fate. 

[Stabs hitn suddenly.] 
Did I not warn thee of it ? 

BOLTON. 

Oh! Idle! 
Yet my soul swells and lightens; all the 

future 
Flashes before me like a revelation. 
Amold De Malpas! thou shalt gain thine 

end ! 
The aged king shall fall, the throne be 

thine ! 
But, as thou goest to claim it, as thy 

foot 
Presses the royal dais (mark my words)! 
A bolt shall fall from heaven, sudden, 

swift, 
Even as thy blow on me, thou' It writhe 

i* the dust, 
Down-trodden by the hostile heel of 

thousands, 
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Whilst she, for whom thou'st turned 
conspirator, 

Smiling, shall gaze from out her palace 
doors, 

And wave her broidered scarf, and join 
the music 

Of her low witching laughter to the 
sneers 

Of courtly pai-asites; ** De Malpas bore 

His honors bravely, did he not, my 
lords ? 

Now, by our lady, 'tis a grievous fall! " 

** Yet pride, thou know'st, sweet Catha- 
rine," — 

**Ay, ay, ay! 

** Prithee, Francisco, wilt thou dance to- 
night ?'» 

DE MALPAS. 

What, fool I wilt prate forever ? Hence, 

I say, 
And entertain the devil with thy dream- 



ings! 



[Stabs him again.] 



DE MALPAS. 

Thou hast been to court, Bemaldi, hast 
thou not ? 

BERNALDL 

Ay ! all the forenoon ! 

DE MALPAS. 

Didst thou see the lady, 
Catharine of Savoy, whose miraculous 

beauty 
Hath set all Spain aflame ? 

BEKNALDL 

I did, my cousin. 
But, I am bold to speak it, liked her not; 
Her beauty is the beauty of the serpent, 
Masking a poisonous spirit; there's no 

depth 
Of womanly nature in her gleaming 

eyes. 
Falsest when most they flatter; men have 

said 
She owns the Borgia's blood ; I know not 

that, 
But, by St. Mark .' she owns their temper, 

cousin ! 



EXPERIENCE IN POVERTY, 

A. How bitterly you speak! 

2?. I have good warrant. 

A, Well, for my part, I hold your creed 

is false. 
Uncharitable, monstrous! I have seen 
The world, sir; studied men and man- 
ners in it; 
And though no doubt some selfishness 

and craft 
May evermore be found by those who 

seek them. 
Peering too closely underneath the 

mask 
Of multiform conventions, yet, by heaven, 
The world's a fair, good, reasonable 

world 
To all who follow reason! Yom* high 

fancies, 
Whose goal is vague impossibility, 
Of course must miss their mark! We 

live not, sir, 
In Eden, or tlie golden age. 

B. Right! right! 
You talk as is most natural in one 

To whom all life hath been a gay parade, 

A frolic pastime! — to whom subtle for- 
tune 

Hath never turned her dark and lowering 
front. 

But round whose footsteps sowed with 
golden showei-s 

Obsequious knaves and sweet-tongued 
servitors 

Have fawned and lied and flattered, till 
your days 

Borne bravely onward over perfumed 
tides 

Passed like a steady bark 'twixt shores of 
flowers. 

You know the world ! its men and modes 
forsooth ! 

Wait, sir, until your purse grows lean as 
mine, 

And fate within the compass of one evil 

(A gaunt and loathsome poverty), in- 
cludes 

All ills that flesh is heir to! disrespect 
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From insolent curs that now youM 
hardly stoop 

To soil your lordly boot with! studied 
coldness 

Of ancient friends whose easy faith de- 
clines 

With your decreasing wine-butts! covert 
sneers, 

Or open insult from the gaudy throng 

Of parasites, who breathe alone in sun- 
shine! 

Grief without balm, and pain that knows 
not pity ; 

Dark days, and maddening midnights, 
and the pang 

Of outraged feeling, and the soul's de- 
spair: 

Ay! wait, I say, until from depths like 
these, 

The lonely thunder growling overhead, 

And misery like a cataract ragins; round 

Your path of ruin, wild and desperate 
eyes 

Are lifted to the summits of past hope, 

Receding ever with their shows of joy. 

Less real thaii the mirage, or the domes 

Which sunset builds on clouds of phan- 
tasy! 

Wait till the fiend that's bom of famished 
horn's 

Shall grasp your hand in bony fellow- 
ship. 

And lead you through the mist of ghastly 
dreams, 

Helpless and tottering, to the brink of 
death! 

Ha! ha! you shrink! the picture does 
not please 

Your dainty fancy! Well, soft optimist. 

Confess there's somewhat you have still 
to learn 

Of this same fair, good, reasonable world ! 



THE TRUE PHILOSOPHY. 

I'd have you use a wise philosophy. 
In this, as in all matters, whereupon 
Judgment may freely act ; truth ever lies 



Between extremes; avoid the spend- 
thrift's folly 

As you'd avoid the road of utter ruin; 

For wealth, or at the least, fair compe- 
tence. 

Is honor, comfort, hope, and self-respect; 

All, in a woixl, tliat makes our human 
life 

Endurable, if not happy: scorn the cant 

Of sentimental Dives, wrapped in pur- 
ple. 

Who over jewelled wine-cups and rich 
fare, 

Affects to flout his gold, and prattles 
loosely 

Of sweet content that's found in poverty : 

As for the miser, he's a madman simply. 

One who the means of all enjoyment 
holds, 

Yet never dares enjoy: no, no, Anselmo, 

Use with a prudent, but still liberal hand 

That store the gods have given you; thus, 
my friend, 

'Twixt the Charybdis of a churlish mean- 
ness. 

And the swift Scylla of improvident 
waste. 

You'll steer your bark o'er smooth, in- 
nocuous seas. 

And reach at last a peaceful anchorage. 



LOVE'S CAPRICES. 

Come, sweetheart, hear me! I have 

loved thee well, 
God knoweth. Through all these years 

my holiest thoughts. 
Like those pure doves nurtured in an- 
tique temples. 
Have fluttered ever round thine image 

fair. 
And foimd in thee their shrine. No 

tenderest hope 
Of mine, which hath not warmed its 

radiant wings 
Within that heaven, thy presence, and 

drank strength 
And sunshine from it. 
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How hast thou responded? 

Sometimes thine eyes, like Eden gates 
unclosed. 

Would pour such beams of sacred pas- 
sion down, 



That all my soul was flooded with its joy, 
And I, methought, breatheit as immor- 
tals breathe, 
A deathless light and ether. Then, 
when most 




* Come, sweetheart, hear me ! ' 



I dreamed me happy, a strange change 

would come, 
Sudden as strange; some wind of cold 

caprice, 
Blowing,! knew not whence, an icy cloud 
Upbore, and o'er the splendor of thy 

brow. 



Of late so frankly beautiful, there hung 
Ominous shadows, crossed by gleams of 

scorn ; 
Trifles as slight as eider-down have power 
To move or sting thee, and a swarm of 

humors, 
Gendered of morbid fancy, buzz and hiss 
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About some vacant chambers of thy 

mind, 
By Idle thoughts left open, making 

harsh, 
Bude discord, where, if healthful will 

had sway, 
Angels, perchance, might lift celestial 



Love, love, thou wrongest thyself, and 
that sweet nature, 

Sweet at the core, for all such small de- 
spites. 

Wherewith kind heaven endowed thee ; 
yet, beware! 

Caprice, though frail its shafts, a poi- 
soned barb 

Hath bound on each; their points are 
sharp to wound. 

And the wounds rankle! Giants great 
as Love 

Have perish eil merely of an insect's 
venom. 

And who through all God's universe can 
touch 

Love's pulseless heart to warmth and 
life again? 



CREEDS, 

Friend, 'mid the complex and unnum- 
bered creeds 
Which meet and jostle on this mortal 

scene, 
And sometimes fight a Voutrancey I 

perceive 
Some precious seed of truth ennobling all : 
Encased, it may be, like the mummy's 

Y'heat, 
Locked in dead forms, yet waiting but a 

breath 
Of honest air, an inch of wholesome soil. 
To bloom and flourish heavenward; 

therefore, friend, 
Walk hand in hand with clear-eyed 

Charity, 
And Faith sublime, though simple, like 

a child's, 



Who feels through densest midnight, 

next his own. 
The loving throb of a kind father's 

heart. 



THE UNIVERSALITY OF GRIEF. 

I GRANT you that our fate is terrible. 
Bitter as gall. What then? Will lam- 
entation. 
Childish complaint, everlasting wailings. 
Grief, groans, despair, help to amend 

our dooHi? 
Glance o'er the world — the world is full 

of pain 
Akin to ours. If some dark spirit 

touched 
Our vision to miraculous clearness, 

sights 
AVould meet our eyes, at which the cold- 
est heart 
Might weep blood-tears; there's not a 

moment passes 
AVliich doth not bear its load of agonies 
Out to the dim Eternity beyond; 
The primal curse of earth, with heavier 

weight. 
Descends on special victims ; yet, bethink 

you. 
All sorrow hath its bounds, o'er which 

there stands 
lliat friend of misery, gentle-hearted 

Death. 
Balms of oblivion holds he, and the 

realm 
Wherein he mles hath murmurous caves 

of sleep. 



THE PENITENT. 

Thou see'st yon woman with the grave 
pelisse 

Lined with dark sables ? Is she not de- 
vout ? 

Her soul is in the service, and her eyes 

Are dim with weeping, — weeping for 
the follies 
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Of a misguided youth; tluis saith the 

world. 
But I, who know her ladyship, know 

this: 
She weeps that youth itself, and the lost 

triumphs 
Which followed in its train; the scores 

of lovers 
Dead now, or married off; the rout, the 

joust, 
The sweet flirtations, merry carnivals, 
And — (oh ! supremest memory of all !) — 
The baniled serenaders 'neath the lattice, 
Lifting tlie voice of passion in the night: 
And one among the minstrels loved her 

well. 
But him she laughed to scorn, his heart 

was riven; 
She trampled on the purest pearl of love, 
And cast it to the dogs; well, God is 

just! 
She scorned his sacred gift, and so must 

walk, 
Henceforth a lonely woman on the 

earth ! 



DRAMA TIC ERA GMENT. 

We might have been ! ah, yes! we might 

have been 
Among the laurelled noblemen of 

thought, 
Who lift their species with them as they 

climb 
To deathless empire in the realm of 

gods; 
But some dark power — we will not call 

it Fate — 
We dare not call it Providence — hath 

seized 
The helm of our strange destinies, and 

steered 
Right onward to the breakers. All is 

lost! 
Hope's siren song of promise faints in 

sighs. 
And joy — (but she ne'er charmed us, 

save in days 



Of dim-remembered childhood); — let it 



Our lot's the lot of millions; for on life 
A blight is preying, and a mystic wrong 
Hath set our heartstrings to the time of 
grief! 



REWARD OF FICKLENESS. 
ALTON. 

You see that man with the quick eyes 

and brow, 
Too ponderous almost for his slender 

frame, 
His dark locks tinged with gray; you'd 

hardly think it. 
But he's a moral dandy, ilihttanie 
(As your Italians say), whose fickle taste 
Leads him, like some fastidious bee, from 

flower 
To flower of social ])astime! A fair girl, 
Pretty and piquante, fills his heart to- 
day; 
On airy wings of sentiment he hovers 
Lovingly round her, feeds the beauteous 

creature 
On honeyed nothings in a tone so sweet. 
They seem the genuine fruit of a strong 

soul 
Nurtured by passion, and true adoration; 
Then on the morrow when he meets once 

more 
*'That Cynthia of the minute,'* a cold 

crust 
Of iciest form and etiquette oVrspreads 
His words, look, bearing; the whole man 

is changed — 
As if a Tropic landscape, bright with 

sunlight, 
Had grown to frozen hardness in an 

hour: — 
A demon, fickle, trifling, and capricious 
Overrules his spirit always! with men 

likewise, 
It is his pride to play the same vile 

game! 
Why, sir, your patience would be taxed 

to count 
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His dupes within tlie year I he'll take a 

youth, 
Briglit-niindcd, trusti ug, whom per- 
chance he meets 
In casual fashion on the public scpiare, 
C'aress, solicit, Hatter him — at length 
Bear the poor fool, elale and jubilant. 



Some rare, majestic creature, whose rich 

beauty 
Will set his amorous senses in a blaze; 
Slowly around him she will draw the 

net 
Of fascinations, multiform and strange; 
Enchant his fancy with her regal wit. 

To banquet at his own well-ordered , His taste witli every charm of female 

board, I guile. 

Ply him with curious <iuestions, draw i Inflame him with voluptuous l>landish- 

him out I meni^. 

To make display of all liis raciest wit, i JJy tuins. sootli, flatter, madden, vow 

And when, iikr a .s(pUM'zeil orange all she loves 

his >ii\)\ At on<' d<'lici(His mom(*nt. then the next 

Exhausted, — failli I Sir Dainty down As \\;ninly .sweai- she loathes him I i)y a 

the wind I s[iell 

Whistles his victim with a cool a^sur- j lnvisil>U\ but potent as the sun. 

aiice. She'll lead him. fawning, (luivering to 

Which is tbe calm sublime of impn- her feet. 

ib'Ueel And al the Inst. ( >! coiisnnnnation just ! 

Ill line, tbe man's a \\orn-onl Kpienrean, When on the very brink of bb\>i frui- 

A ceaseless bunier after new sensations. tion. 

To wbom the world's a storeboU'^e He hovers, aims ontsirelebed. and soul 

erainnied witli hearts au'low. 

And minds for jii^ aniiisenient ! as lor Mie'll free/e lo >nililv'n marble, wave him 

beans oir 

He'll 1<«^s 'cm ni». a^ jim^K-rs to^s llu-ir ' AVitli sneb calm bauubline^s ^^\' (lueeiily 

balls. seoni. 

Pj-ond (»:' bi'« ^leiiibt ni' liand, bis iiiipi>b Inipeiion-^. erti-liini:. fatal, ibat, by beav- 

enniiin".;, en. 

His matebie^s tui'ns of (|iiirl; .lr\terit\ ! I sluMild not wonder it' llie i.'i'rible stinij 

And if llie b,inlile> break. iie'> M)re ( U' di^ai<p(»inl nu-iit ;Mid defi-ivfd desires, 

ania/.ed of I Milled |m>-!i>ii. WdUiided <e|f-enneeit . 
Tliat anulil >lioidd i>e ><» luiidc! yl And \\<>\n' «.., -wiflly niiirdei-ed by de- 
thanks (ioil sp.iir. 
Tbf eai-iiiis tull nf iji.'^i- >aiiie d.-lie;,tr .striifk to III.- e,.r*' of brinii. :ind ibis 

|n\v; man 

And -o lir linrN the -li.iii.-iN'd phiylliiiiu l'aN--r tli.m li<dl to ..ili.-i'^. i»erisbed 

b>. ^ wlh.lh. 

'I'm i-<'-a->iiiii-' ld> liMii. si. jim-iiim iri<dv-. \\\ hi- <'un iH-:ilrm iijekfi-y doiii' to 

And cllilllli hi-. \\eii|\ Iri-UM--! iiip- w I'll d>'.ilii! 

li.-: : _^^ 

A >ilken, s.ift. i,(ir--.iM.k''ii. d.i!i'_:« roii-< i 

''^"•'^''- ' I ' // (/,' I' //■/:. 

M vi;< r-. I 

Sunie da\ li-'ll lind lii- matrb'. A. Ill i- .1 niau u'imv •■miii].1..x ebar- 

Al 1 ON. a- :.i- 

A v! \oii ii:a\ -:\.' II h. I hat ; l-'.-u -mm drei],h«T rijh;K : i-ul toi' llie 

Some Woman \ > v-'-tl in i'\<-i \ ><m ial ail. I iia\ i f.-'ind l h^' U^a a\ \ t-^l '. 
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B. What make you of it ? 

A. As inonrnful and as blurred a page, 

I)e reliance, 
As ever pained the seeker after truth : 
Listen! this man, when like a factory 

slave 
I toiled for some bald pittance in the 

city, 
Came to me (unsolicited, remember). 
With wonls of cheer, and honeyed cour- 
tesies ; 
His tone was soft as dulcet aii*s of May; 
His heart the very fount of sympathy! 
** What," said he, "shall yougrindyour 

genius here, 
Down to the last faint edge; waste your 

rich thoughts" 
(Mark you the subtle flattery of this 

language), 
**Uix)n a thankless, ignorant, brutal 

fool, 
Who plays the patron with the grace of 

Bottom, 
His ass's head from out your flowering 

fancies 
Grinning in dull and idiot self-applauses: 
By every gentle muse this shall not be!" 
Straightway, with hand caressing as a 

woman's. 
He led me from hard desk and stifling 

air. 
Forth to his bowery home amid the hills. 
There fed me, sir, on kindness, day by 

day. 
Until this starved and tortured spirit 

grew 
Healthy and hale again ! No wish had I, 
He did not hasten blithely to forestall ! 
He called me ** brother," drew from shy 

reserves 
Of knowledge, feeling, poesy, full stores 
Of all -my wealth — by heart or brain 

amassed — 
Ha! by Apollo! what rare times were 

those 
We spent in 'rapt communion with the 

bards 
Each worshipped, and what jovial laugh- 
ter shook 



The flying night-winds, when our graver 

books 
Wore cast aside, and he an artful mimic, 
A famed raconteur^ many a humorous 

scene 
Enacted with such racints; of wit 
Despair itself had checketl its tears — to 

smile; 
In brief, by every wile a man couM 

use 
To knit his fellow's heart-strings to his 

own, 
He made me love him! other frieihls 

were gone 
Forlornly mouldering in far churchyanl 

shades 
And therefore — undivided, ardent, sure. 
Affection centred all its warmths on 

him! 

And now, when wholly his, I would have 
dared 

For him all danger (you will scarce be- 
lieve it), 

But suddenly, as sometimes on calm 
seas. 

The watcher from some lonely headland 
views 

A gallant bark sink swiftly in the deep. 

Dissolving like a vision — thus his friend- 
ship. 

Its glittering flags of promise flaunting 
still 

The tranquil sunlight, sunk before mine 
eyes 

And left me gazing like a man distraught 

Across the mocking solitude! 

B. What more ? 

A, What more? Why. truly, sir, the 

tale is done. 
*Twas a sharp close, I grant you, to a 

dream 
Which rose so fairly ; yet there's comfort 

in't! 

B. Comfort! 
A. Ay, ay ! rare comfort in the thought 
That tho' my years should reach the 

utmost verge 
Of mortal life, I shall not dream again! 
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But pshaw! push ou the bottle, 'tis the ] You grow asthmatic with a weight like 

last that 

Of a full hiu that coustiiut friend of Pressed ou your gasping lungs; IMl free 

mine, you from it: 

That loyal, noble, pure Samaritan, 

Gave me, with vows of everduring love, | ])ui'se. 

Three months ago at Christmas I Stay, | And fairly tilled, tool Shame it were in 

a toast : sooth 

*' Fair health, long life, immortal honor To keej) this gift of your sweet para- 
crown ' mour. 

The man wbo's constant only to — him- Therefore, behold niel I pour out tl-.is 

self I" I coin; 

I O Jesu! what rich music! but the pur>e 

* ! Duly return you! ha-^te, your worslilp. 

MOIiALs or nESPEnATfOX. haste. 

Or else these itching palms will find fresh 

TiiF. man wb(»'s wbdlly ruined, sir, fears work 

nothing: About your silken doublet, and bi'iglit 

How can be wben alTs lost to biiu al- hose, 

HNidy '.' ' Or those trussed points you ucimIs unist 

There is a dt*>i)('iatc u'aycty wliicb conn's clasp willi ji'wrls: 

T(» buoy our up iusucb a stiait as iliis: Ay, basl«\ and take you comfort in tbe 

Under wlio .«• .sp«ll. ii is a >uri of witch- tcxl 

crafi, I Wbicb Ibc wise Messcr Salvatorc Duonio 

Men l(»sc all scn^t; of wrong, or ratbor Dins in our car^ eacli sacred Sabbaib 

tak<' nioniinir. 

Wron'4 for ilicir riuhl, njoicinL: even in Tliat *• i»les>ed. lliree tiiiies blessed, are 

crime. llie j.iinr:*" 
Faitb. n«»w, IM banilv answer foi- inv- 

s..lf. -^- 

If in sojiu' -arden suliiiide. like ilii>, sjr, ,^,^^^, < <,\ /)/ M.S E/>. 
Al lln-bnui-ol uiiilniubl (iiark! tlied«'ep 

(liuieli lowei" A-- in tbov," lands of nii^lily mountain 

Is tcllinu^ twflxel. haply 1 elian<-eil !;► b.'i-lits, 

m.'ci The .streams, 1)\ vikMoi lempests o\,t- 

A iMimpi)U> millinii.iiri'. a man wlm stai:- cliarL[<tl. 

l:r|> Sw.'cp down Jhe n1(.|m'-. healing swift 

rmlfi- his L,'ol.l.'ii hmdeii, likf a sliip I'liin w ith llx'm. 

Keelinu 'nciih l()r» iiuich t-aiixa--: I So I and all m\ toil im<'s w .-re eULTulfd 

-h'.Ill'l <asf 111 vliil.jrll. s\\ ill, rnllllil.-l.- ( h'sl lllel ioU : 

My lahnriii^ < ..mi.nl. •. Ihiw aii.l ihii-. of Tie- iii'.niiii^ l..iiii.l m.- haj.^x, rich. 

all e..Ilh-llI.Ml, 

Hi> ulilt.-riim- MiiMTlhiili.-: llii- riiu Ihit .-re ih.- -im-.'! ihat hla.-k ruin 

Ua hrave iliam-'ii.l. .m I will --.iv.- me eam.'. 

hi'a\.'K : Ami sian .1 me in the \A>'i-. 
And ha! Ii\ I'ln'"' wlial a ma-^-^ix .■ fha in 

M.-.iml. r- hk.' a m.ii la' iiiv I'i.-imI'Iv sir. I h i.1 i-.aeh'd 

Aer.t-- v.'iir \\..i-liii."- v.-' : m\ I. •■Lie. \ -la^-- "t' mid-il- lii.-. w h.-n . hains of 

\M.ii !.■; hahii 
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v^annot be broken, save by giant 

wrenches. 
When to be nidely hurled from life-long 

grooves 
Of thought and progress, leaves the 

staunchest mind 



Broken, amazed, despondent. What 

had I, 
A scholar, recluse, dreamer, thou may'st 

say, 
In common with the work-day world of 

men ? 





TTV'""^'"--^' 


W 






i.:! 


J*l^^: 


V*'"^ 




'Almighty Nature, the first law of tio<i. 
Perforce I followed." 



Yet, goaded on by fierce necessity, 

I sought work in the crowded haunts of 

cities. 
Thinking to draw on knowledge as a 

hank, 
Exhaustless, opulent, wliereby all needs. 
Not bom of random, loose extrava- 
gance, 



Would be assuredly answered. Ah I 

poor fool ; 
Too soon experience clove the shining 

mist 
Of hopeful fantasy, and like a wind, 
Sullen at first and slow, but raised ere 

long 
To tempest-madness, rent the veil away 
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O'er which a steel-blue melancholy 

heaven 
Glared on me, like a mocking eye in 

death : 
Then came by turn mistrust, despon- 
dence, dread, 
And last, despair, with frenzy; the brute 

instincts. 
That sleep like tigers, jungled, in the 

blood. 
With hale or pampered bodies, at the 

sting 
Of loathsome famine, woke, and raged 

and tore, 
Till Conscience, whose fair seat is in the 

soul. 
Till Reason, whose deep life is in the 

brain. 
Lay silent, murdered. A mere animal 

thing — 
Hyena, tiger, wolf — whate'er thou 

wilt — 
I seized my prey and rent it. What to 

me 
The complex figments of your juggling 

laws ? 
Nature with countless clamorous tongues 

cried out, 
** Thou hungerest, diest; snatch thy food 

from fate. 
Though 'twjxt thee and the life-sustain- 
ing bread 
A hundred sleek, smooth, sneering ty- 
rants stand 
laughing to scorn thine untold agonies !" 
Almighty Nature, the fii*st law of God, 
Perforce I followed; the false codes of 

man 
Perforce I broke. And so, for this, for 

this, 
Man's law that fain would run a tilt at 

God, 
Its puny weapon shivering like a reed, 
'Grainst the great bosses of Jehovah's 

buckler, 
Appoints me death. Well, well, I fear 

not death. 
Trusting that death, perchance, is but a 

night 



Shorn of all morrow, a long, dreamless 

slumber. 
O'er which the ages, hoar and solemn 

nurses. 
Chant their majestic lullabies, that hold 
Spells of oblivion; either thus, or I, 
Whose life-sun rose in shadow, sets in 

blood. 
Shall find a nobler being in some star 
Beyond the silvery Pleiads. 

Friend, thy hand ; 

Alone of all earth's creatures do 1 lo\e 
thee : 

Thee, and the little soft-eyed, pensive 
child, 

Thy fairy daughter. Strange! but when 
I drink 

Light from the founts of her large, seri- 
ous eyes, 

I seem to near a ti^mbling, spiritual 

joy» 

To thrill upon the utmost verge and 
brink 

Of mystic revelations. Prithee, there- 
fore, 

Bring the fair child once more; I yearn 
to carry 

The dream of her sweet, pitiful, angel's 
face. 

To cheer tlie realm of shadows. Will 
she come ? 



ANTIPATHIES. 

Love is no product of the obedient will. 
It hath its root in those deep sympa- 
thies. 
Mere ties of blood are powerless to con- 
trol; 
I love thee not because around thy heart 
An Arctic nature hath built up the ice 
Of thawless winter: vain it is to strive 
As^ainst the law of just antipathies: 
The Tropic sunlight burns not at the 

Poles, 
Nor blooms the lustrous foliage of the 
Kast 
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Among the rocky, storm-bound Hebrides; 
To all my gods thou art antipodal, 
Therefore, again, good sir! 1 love thee 
not. 



MISCONSTRUCTlOif, 

How man misjudges man ! the outward 

seeming, 
Gresture, or glance, or utterance that may 

iar 



Against some petty, pampered, poor con- 
ceit, 

Unwoithy, undefined, is straightway 
made 

To prove a vast obliquity of soul, 

And shallow disputants, with ponderous 
show 

Of judgment that provokes the wise to 
sconi. 

Exhort the virtuous by the foul abuse 

Which damns them to the level of their 
speech. 
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POEMS OF THE WAR. 

1861-1865. 

Tliese poems are republished with no ill-feeling, nor with the desire to revlTe old issues ; 
but only as a record and a sacred duty : — 

" Fidelia ad umam ! *' 



MY MOTHEB-I^AND. 

**Animi8 Opibusqtie ParatU* 

My Mother-land I thou wert the first to 

fling 
Thy virgin flag of freedom to the breeze, 
Tlie first to front along ihy neighboring 

seas, 
The imperious foeman's power; 
But long before that hour. 
While yet, in false and vain imagining, 
Thy sister nations would not own their 

foe. 
And turned to jest thy w- arnings, though 

the low, 
Portentous mutterings, that precede the 

throe 
Of earthquakes, burdened all the omin- 
ous air; 
AVliile yet they paused in scorn, 
Of fatal madness born, 
Thoii, oh, my mother! like a priestess 

bless' d 
IVlth wondrous vision of the things to 

come, 
Thou couldst not calmly rest 
Secure and dumb — 
But from thy borders, with the sounds of 

drum 
And trumpet rose the warrior-call, — 
(A voice to thrill, to startle, to appall !) — 
*^ Prepare! the time grows ripe to meet 

our doom ! " 



Thy careless sisters frowned, or mocking 
said : 

*' We see no threatening tempest over- 
head, 

Only a few pale clouds, the west wind's 
breath 

Will sweep away, or melt in watery 
death." 

** Prepare ! the time grows ripe to meet 

our doom ! " 
Alas! it was not till the thunder-boom 
Of slioU and cannon shocked the vernal 

day. 
Which shone o'er Charleston Bay,* 
That startled, roused, the last scale fallen 

away 
From blinded eyes, our South, erect and 

proud, 
Fronted the issue, and, though lulled too 

long. 
Felt her great spirit nerved, her patriot 

valor strong. 



Death ! What of death ? — 
Can he who once drew honorable breath 

In liberty's pure sphere, 

Foster a sensual fear, 
When death and slavery meet him face 
to face, 

• Fort Suinter, March, IFOI. 
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Saying: " Choose thou between us; here, 

the grace 
Which follows patriot martyrdom, and 

tliere» 
Black degradation, haunted by despair." 

The very thought brings blushes to the 
cheek I 

1 hear all 'round about me jnurmurs 
nui, 

Hot muruuus, but soon merging into 
one 

*^)ul-stirring utterance — hark I the peo- 
ple speak : 

'' Our course is righteous, and our aims 

are just! 
Behold, we seek 
Not merely to preserve for noble wives 
The virtuous pride of un])olluted lives. 
To sliieid our daugbters from the servile 

hand. 
And leave our sons their heirloom of 

ctmunand, 
In generous perpetuity of trust: 
Not only to defiMui thosf luicient laws, 
Which Saxon sluidincss and Norman 

tire, 
Weldtnl fon'venuore with freedom's 

cause. 
And handed scat bless dowu from sin- to i 

si]-e — I 

Xor yt't our i:raud rrli<;ioii, and our 

Cbri^t. 
riis(»ilrd by secular bah-s. or sordid ; 

harms. I 

CriKMmli Ih.'^r bad >uiv sutlicrd | 

To ur^i' ihc ft'cblrst S\b:Miit' to arms) — 
\\\\\ more tbiiii all, because cuibrarinii 

:ill. 
Kiisiiriiii: all. <t'lf - unvcniiiirni, ili.' 

b.H>ll 

( Mir patriot stal«''>iMrii -.trove lo \\\n and 

Ki'inii pr.'Sfi<ii! I'mrkiicy and tlx- w i^c 
Callinuii 
To liini. lli;il -allanl knight, 
riic \(Hnii:»'si cliauipiou in the Ni."\(t" 
b;.ll. 



Who, led and guarded by a luminous 
fate. 

His armor, Courage, and liis war-liorse. 
Right, 

Dared through the lists of eloquence to 
sweep 

Against the proud Bois Guilbert of de- 
bate!* 

'' There's not a tone from out the teem- 
ing past. 
Uplifted once in such a cause as oui-s. 
Which does not smite our souls 
In long reverberating thunder-rolls. 
From the far mountain-steeps of ancient 

story, 
Above the shouting, furious Persian 

mass. 
Millions arrayed in pomp of Orient 

powt'i's. 
Kings ib«' wild war-cry of Leonidas 
Pent in bis rugged fortress of the rock; 
And o'er the murnmrous seas. 
Compact of hero-faith autl patriot bliss 
[¥ov con(|uest crowns the Athenian's 

liopc at last), 
Come the clear accents of Miltiades, 
Mingled with cheers tbat drown the 

battle-sbo<'k 
IJeside tlie wave-washed strand of .Sala- 

\\\\s. 

'• Wliere'ei on «'arib the self-devoted 

li.'art 
Ilatli been by wort by deeds exalted thus. 
We lo(dv tor ]H'oud exemplars; yet for 

US 

It is rnonudi to know 
( )nr lailiei> Irit us l'r«*enn'u: let us show 
The will to li(.ld onr lofty lierita^e. 
The pati»-nl strenulh to act our father's 
l-arl. 

'• Vea! tlioimh iiur diildrcirs blood 
IJaiu 'idund n> in a criui>ou-swelling 
IIo.mI, 



• I'nI. III.' -'f 1 ,11. 

lu .-iliiti.oi,"" ill 1>.-J. 
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Why pause or falter? — that red tide 
shall bear 
The ark that holds our shrined liberty, 
Nearer, and yet more near 
Some height of promise o'er the ensan- 
guined sea. 

'^ At last, the conflict done, 
The fadeless meed of final victory won, 
Behold ! emerging from the rifted dark 
Athwart a shining summit high in 
heaven. 
That delegated Ark! 
No more to be by vengeful tempests 

driven. 
But poised upon the sacred mount, 

whereat 
The congregated nations gladly gaze, 
Struck by the quiet splendor of the 

rays 
That circle freedom's blood-bought Ara- 
rat!" 

Thus spake the people's wisdom ; unto 

me 
Its voice hath come, a passionate augury ! 
Methinks the very aspect of the world 
Changed to the mystic music of its 

hope. 
For, lo! about the deepening heavenly 

cope 
The stormy cloudland banners all are 
furled, 
And softly borne above 
Are brooding pinions of invisible love. 
Distilling balm of rest and tender 

thought 
From fairy realms, by fairy witchery 
wrought: 
O'er the hushed ocean steal ethereal 
gleams 
Divine as light that haunts an angel's 

dreams; 
And imiversal nature, wheresoever 
My vision strays — o'er sky, and sea, and 
river — 
Sleeps, like a happy child, 
In slumber undefiled, 
A premonition of sublimer days, 



When war and warlike lays 

At length shall cease. 

Before a grand Apocalypse of Peace, 

Vouchsafed in mercy to all human 

kind — 
A prelude and a prophecy combined I 



ODE. 

[In honor of the bravery and sacrifices of th?, 
soldiers of the South.] 

With bayonets slanted in the glittering 
light. 
With solemn roll of drums. 
With star-lit banners rustling wings of 
might, 
The knightly concourse comes! 
The flower and fruit of all the tropic 

lands, 
The unsheatlied brightness of their stain- 
less brands 
Blazing In courtly hands. 
One glorious soul within those thousand 

eyes. 
One aim, one hope, one impulse from 
the skies. 
While silent, awed and diunb, 
A nation waits the end in dread sur- 
mise, 
They come ! they come i 

The summer flaunts her vivid leaves 

above 
The unwonted scene, 
The summer heavens embrace with 

smiles of love 
The hill-slopes green ; 
Far in the upperma^t realms of silent 

air 
Peace sits enthroned and happy, but or 

earth 
The cymbals clash, and the shrill trum- 
pets blare, 
And Death, like some grim mower on 

the plain. 
Topped by the ripened gi-ain. 
Whets his keen scythe, and shakes it 

fearfully ! 
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Our serried lines march sternly to the 


Had fallen, — fallen in the terrible 


front, 


van, — 


Where decked as if they rose to celebrate 


Like wine the life-streams ran; 


A joyous festal mom, 


"Back! back!" cried one (it was the 


In glistening pomp and splendid bla- 


voice of Bee, 


zonry, 


Lifted in wrath and bitter agony). 


Slow moving as in scorn 


" We're driven backward ! " unto whom 


Of those weak bands that guard the pass 


there came 


below, 


An answer, like the rush of steady flame. 


Come gorgeous, flushed and proud, the 


'Twixt ribs of iron, ** We will give them 


cohorts of the foe ! 


yet 




The bayonet! 


They wheel ! deploy, are stationed, down 


The sharp edge of the Southern bayo- 


the cleft 


net!'' 


Of the long gorge their signal thun- 


At which the other's face flushed up. 


ders run ! 


and caught 


A sullen answer echoes from our left 


Light like a warrior-angel's, and he 


And the great fight's begim ! 


sprang 


O! who shall pictui-e the immortal 


To the front rank, while swift as pas- 


fray ? 


sionate thought 


Our Southern host that day 


Leaped forth his swoi-d, and this high 


Breasted the onset of the invading sea 


summons rang: 


With wills of adamant; but stem- 


" See! see! where fixed and grand, 


weighted strength, 


Like a stone wall the braves of Jackson 


Like waves by some infernal alchemy 


stand! 


Hardened, transformed to solid metal, 


Forward!" and on he rushed with 


burning 


quivering breath, 


At white heat as they stmck, and aye 


On to his Spartan death ! 


returning 




Hotter and more resistless than before 


Unceasing still poured down the fateful 


(All flecked atop with foam of human 


tide, 


gore), 


And plumed victory ever seemed to ride 


Pierced here and there our crumbling 


O'er the red billows of the northland 


ranks at length. 


war! 


Wliich as a mountain shore, 


When faint and far, 


Rock-ribbed and iron founded, still had 


Far on our left there rose a soimd that 


stood, 


thrilled 


And outward hurled 


All souls, and even the battle's thunder- 


In bloody sprayings, that tremendous 


ous pulse 


flood 


(Or so we deemed) for briefest space 


Which, with wild charge and furious 


was stilled ; 


brunt on brunt. 


A soimd, low hissing as a meteor-star, 


Had dashed against us like a fiery world ! 


But gathering depth of volume, till it 




bui*st 


Unceasing still poured on the fateful 


In one great flamelike cheer, 


tide, 


That seemed to rend and lift the cloud 


And plumed victory ever seemed to ride 


accurst. 


On the red billows of the northland war! 


The j)oisonous-cUnging cloud 


Our glory and pride 


That wrapped us in its shroud, 
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While wounded men leaped on their feet 
to hear. 

And dying men upraised their eyes to 
see 

How on the conflict's lowering canopy, 

Dawned the first rainbow hues of vic- 
tory! 

nave you watched the condor leap 
From his proud Andean rock, 
And with hurtling pinions sweep 
On the valley-pasturing flock ? 
Have you watched an eygre vast 
On the rude September blast 
Roll adown with curved crest 
O'er the low sands of the West ? 
O ! thus and thus they came 
(Four thousand men and more), 
Hearts, faces, — all aflame, 
And the grandeur of their wrath 
Whirled the tyrant from their path 
As the frightened rack is driven 
By the unleashed winds in heaven; 
Then, maddened, tossed about 
In a reckless, hopeless rout, 
The Northern army fled 
0*er their dying and their dead. 
And the Southern steel flashed out, 
And their vengeful points were red 
With the hot heart's tide that flowed 
Where they sabred as they rode ! 
And the news sped on apace 
(Where the Rulers, in their place, 
Sat jubilant, one and all). 
Till a shadow seemed to fall 
Round their joyance like a pall, 
And the inmost senate-hall 
Pealed an echo of disgrace ! 
At the set of July's sun 
They stood quivering and undone. 
For the eagle standards waned and the 
Southern "st^rs" had won! 

Thus loomed serene and large 
Upon that desperate contest's lurid 
marge 
Our orb of destiny; millions of hearts 
Throb with bold exultation. 
Till there starts 



From mountain fastness, and from wav- 
ing plain. 

From wooded swamp and mist-encircled 
main. 
From hamlet, city, field. 
And the rich midland weald. 

The spirit of the antique hero time! 

O ! 'twas a sight sublime 

To watch the upheaval of the popular 
soul. 

The stormy gathering, — the majestic roll 

Upward of its wild forces, by the awe 

Of Right and Justice steadied into law! 

Faith lent our cause its heavenly conse- 
cration ! 
Hope its omnipotent might ! 

And Fame stood ready, with her fiowers 
of light. 

To crown alike the living and the dead, 

While in the broadening finuament o'er- 
head 

We seemed to read the fiat of our fate, 
** Ye are baptized, — a Nation ! 

Amongst the freest, free, — amongst the 
mightiest, great!" 

An ominous hush! and then the scat- 
tered clouds 
In the dark northern heaven 

(Clouds of a deadlier strife). 
Urged by the poison wind 
Of rage and rapine, sullenly com- 
bined. 

Charged with the bolts of ruin! what 
were shrouds, 

Crimsoned with gore? the widowed 
spirit riven ? 

The desecration of God's gift of life, 

To that one thought (three fiery strands 
uniting, 
Hot from a Had^an loom), 

• * Conquest ! • ' " Revenge ! " Suprema- 
cy?" The blighting 

Of untold promises, the grief, the gloom. 

The desolate madness and the anguish 
blind. 
All spreading on and on 

From murdered sire to subjugated son. 

Were less than nothing to the arrogant 
pride 
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Which treaties, compacts, honor, laws 

defied, 
And aimed above the wrecks of temple 

and tower 
To rear, the symbols of its merciless 

power ! 

Four deadly years we fought, 

Ringed by a girdle of unfaltering fire, 

That coiled and hissed in lessening cir- 
cles nigher. 
Blood dyed the Southern wave; 

From ocean border to calm inland river, 

There was no pause, no peace, no respite 
ever. 
Blood of our bravest brave 

Drenched in a scarlet rain the western 
lea. 

Swelled the hoarse waters of the Tennes- 
see, 

Incarnadined the gulfs, the lakes, the 
rills, 

And from a hundred hills 

Steamed in a mist of slaughter to the 
skies, 

Shutting all hope of heaven from mortal 
eyes. 

The Beaufort blooms were withered on 
the stem ; 
The fair gulf city in a single night 
Lost her imperial diadem : 

And wheresoever men's troubled vision 
sought. 

They viewed might towering o'er the 
humbled crest of right! 

But for a time, but for a time, O 

God ! 
The innate forces of our knightly blood 
Rallied, and by the mount, the fen, the 

flood. 
Upraised the tottering standards of 

our race. 
O grand Virginia ! though thy glittering 

glaive 
Lies sullied, shattered in a ruthless 

gi-ave, 
How it flashed once! They dug their 

trenches deep 



(The implacable foe), they ranged their 

lines of wrath; 
But watchful ever on the imminent 

path 
Thy steel-clad genius stood; 
North, South, East, West, — they strove 

to pierce thy shield ; 
Thou icouliTst not yield! 
Until, — unconquered, yea, unconquered 

still, 
Nature's weakened forces answered not 

thy will, 
And gored with wound on wound, 
Thy fainting limbs and forehead sought 

the ground ; 
And with thee the young nation fell, a 

pall 
Solemn and rayless, covering one and 

all! 
God's w^ays are marvellous; here we 

stand to-day 
Discrowned, and shorn, in wildest dis- 
array, 
The mock of earth ! yet never shone the 

sun 
On sterner deeds, or nobler victories 

won. 
Not in the field alone; ah, come with 

me 
To the dim bivouac by the winter's sea; 
Mark the fair sons of courtly mothers 

crouch 
O'er flickering fires; but gallant still, and 

gay 

As on some bright parade; or mark the 

couch 
In reeking hospitals, whereon is laid 
The latest scion of a line perchance. 
Whose veins were royal; close your 

blurred rojuance. 
Blurred by the dropping of a maudlin 

tear, 
And watch the manhood here ; 
That firm but delicate countenance. 
Distorted sometimes by an awful pang, 
Born in meek patience; when the tnim« 

pets rang 
*'To hoi-se!" but y ester-mom, that ar- 
dent boy 
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Sprung to his charger, thrilled with hope 

and joy 
To the ver\- finger-tips, &nd now he lies, 
The shadows deepening in those falcon 

eyes, 
Bnt calm and undismayed, 
As if the death that chills him, brow and 

breast. 
Were some fond bride who whispered, 

**Let us rest!" 

Knough ! 'tis over! the last gleam of hope 
Hath melted from our mournful horo- 

scoi)e, 
Of all, of all bereft, 
Only to us are left 
Our buried heroes and their matchless 

deeds ; 
TlnHv cannot pass; they hold the vital 

seeds 
Which in some far, untracked, un- 

visioned hour 
May burst to vivid bud and glorious 

flower. 
Meanwhile, upon the nation's bro- 
ken heart 
Her martyrs sleep. O ! dearer far to her. 
Than if each son, a wreathed conqueror, 
Hode in triumphant state 
The lc>ftiest crest of fate; 
C)! dearer far, because outcast and low. 
She yearns above them in her awful woe. 
One spring its temler blooms 
Hath lavished richly by those hallowed 

tombs: 
< )ne sununer its imperial largess spread 
Along our heroes' l)ed; 
One autumn wailing with funereal blast. 
The withered leaves and pallid dust 

amassed 
All round about them, till bleak winter 

now 
Ilangs hoar-frost on the grasses, and the 

bough 
In dreary woodlands seems to thrill and 

start. 
Thrill to the anguish of the wind that 

raves 
Across those lonely desolated graves! 



CIIAIiLESTOX. 

Calmly beside her tropic strand. 

An empress, brave and loyal, 
I see the watchful city stand. 

With aspect sternly royal; 
She knows her mortal foe draws near. 

Armored by subtlest s<'.ience, 
Yet deep, majestical, and clear. 

Kings out her grand defiaiu'e. 
Oh, glorious is thy noble face, 

Lit up by i»rouil emotion, 
And unsurpassed thy srately grace. 

Our warrior Queen of Ocean! 

First from thy lips ilie suunnous came. 

Which roused our South to action. 
And, with the quenchless force of 
flame, 

Consimied the demon. Faction; 
First, like a rush of sovereign wind. 

That rends dull waves asunder. 
Thy prescient warning struck the blind, 

And woke the deaf with thunder; 
They saw, with swiftly kindling eyes. 

The shameful doom before theni. 
And heard, home wild from Xorthem 
skies, 

The death-gale hurtling o'er them: 

Wilt thou, whose virgin banner rose, 

A morning star oi" si)lend()r. 
Quail when I be war-tornado blows, 

And crouch in base surrender? 
Wilt thou, upon whose loving breast 

Our noblest chiefs are sle«'ping, 
Yield tby dead patriots' place of rest 

To scornful alien keejung ? 
No! while a life-pulse throbs for fame. 

Thy sons will gather round thee, 
AVelcome the shot, the steel, the flame, 

If honor's hand hath crowned thee. 

Then fold about thy beauteous form 
The imperial robe thou wearest. 

And front with regal port the storm 
Thy foe would dream thou fearest; 

Jf strength, and will, and courage fail 
To cope with ruthless numbers. 
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And thou must bend, despairing, pale, 
Where thy last hero sluuihers. 

Lift the red torch, and light the lire 
Amid those corpses gory. 

And on thy self-made funeral pyre, 
Pass from the world to glory. 



STL\t/r/\ 

A CUP of your potent *' mountain dew,- 
By the eam])-tinrs ruddy light; 

Let us tlrink to a spirit as leal and true 
As ever drew blade in fight. 

And daslietl on the foenian's lines of ' 

steel, I 

For (iod and his pe()i)lc's right. j 

By heav«-nl it seems that his very name 

End)odies a thouijlit of lire; 
It strikes on the ear wit ii ji sense of tlanie, 

And the life-l)Iond bouiidelli higher. 
While tlu' i>nlses leaj) and tlie brain ex- 
pands. 

In the glow oi a grand (U'sire. 

Hark! in the day-<lawn*s misty gray, 

Our bugie-j are ringing lotui. 
And liot for tiie joy of a cominL^ fray. 

Our souls wax fierce ami ]»rou(L 
As we list for tlie word liiat sliill lauin'h 
Us forth. 

Like bolls from tlic monntain-eloud. 

We li>l for tin- word, anil it <'oinrs at 
len-lh. 
In a strain .so nrmlity a'ul clear". 
That we ii>c Id tlic soiMul with an aildcd 
sircimili. 
Anil iHU- ln'arts ari- uli.l to iicar. 
An. I a ^iii-. like the l.rcalii nf llie lu)(lin'4 

slollll 

ThrilN iliroimli iis. frnni van to rear. 

Then, with the rn-h of the whirlwind 

fr 1, 

AVc I'li^h. hv a set-ret way. 
And inerr\ on sahr.-, and helmet, and 

Me.-d, 



Do the autumn sunbeams play, 
Ami the dtnil nnist shari)en his keenest 
wits. 
To rescue *'his own'' to-<lay. 

IIo, ye who dwell in the fertile vales 

Of the i)leasant land of Penn, 
Who feast on the fat of her fruitfut 
dales. 
How little ye dream or ken 
That the southern Murat has bared his 
brand. 
That the Stuart rides aL,Mln. 

"Close up. i'lose up I we have travelled 
louii, 
P>ut a jovial niiiht's in store. 
A night of wassail, and wit, and song. 

In yon cosy town iM'fore. 
Quick, .sergeant! spin* to the front in 
haste, 
And knock at the mayor's door.'' 

Behold, he comes with a ghost-like 
grace. 
And his knee-joints out of tune; 
And the cold, cold sweat runs <h)\\n his 
face, 
r the li^ht of the autnnni moon. 
While his hnsk\ v«)iee. lik«' an ancii-nt 
crone'v. 
Dies in a hollow croon. 

lie cannot «-peak: but his buxom dame. 
With iier treinhlini: dauLrhtcrs nigh, 

.shrieks out. '"Oh. hoiKtr iheir virgin 
fani.'. 
Pass the p.tnr maiden-. h\." 

(Whereon, with a urie\ons heave and 

S..I). 

She paii-N<'d in her siieeeh — to cry. ) 

•' llise ni»! wi' leave te» the churlish brood 

< »nr \ eii-eanee hath xumht ere now. 
The t'anie wjiieh spiinus trom the ruth- 

le.. muod 
Thai erim>(»ns a woman's hrow ; 
I'or sitn-- are we oi a Kindlv race. 
And hoimd h\ a kni^lith \dw. 
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*' Rise up I we war with the strong alone ; 


There's coming— (liush! lean thee 


For where was the caitiff found, 


near! ) — 


To sport with an outraged woman's 


There's coming a raid that shall drive 


moan, 


them mad, 


AVhere the southern ti-uinpcts soimd? 


And cover their land with fear; 


. 


And you and I, by the blessing of 


** Enough ! while I speak of the past, my 


God, 


lad, 


Ay, you and I shall be there." 




*• They arose with the sun, ami caught life 
from his light.'* 



BEYOND THE POTOMAC. 



They slept on the field which their valor 
had won, 

But arose with the first early blush of 
the sun, 

For they knew that a great deed re- 
mained to be done, 
When they passed o'er the river. 



They arose with the sun, and caught life 

from his light, 
Those giants of courage, those Anaks in 

fight. 
And they laughed out aloud in the joy 

of their might, 
Marching swift for the river. 
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On, on! like the rushing of storms 

tlirougli tlie hills ; 
On, on! with a tramp that is firm as 

their wills; 
And the one heart of thousands grows 

buoyant, and thrills, 
At the thought of the river. 

Oh, the sheen of their swords! the fierce 

gleam of their eyes ! 
It seemed as on earth a new sunlight 

would rise, 
And, king-like, flash up to the sun iu 

the skies, 
0*er their path to the river. 

But their banners, shot-scan-ed, and all 

darkened with goro. 
On a strong wind ot morning streamed 

wildly before, 
Like wings of death-angels swept fast to 

the shore, 
The green shore of the river. 

As they march, from the hillside, the 
hamlet, the stream. 

Gaunt throngs whom the foemen had 
manacled, teem. 

Like men just aroused from some ter- 
rible dream. 
To cross sternly the river. 

They behold the broad banners, blood- 
darkened , yet fair. 

And a moment dissolves the last spell 
of des])air, 

While a peal, as of victory, swells on the 
air. 
Rolling out to the river. 

And that cry, with a thousand strange 

echoings, spread, 
Till the ashes of heroes were thrilled in 

their bed, 
And the deep voice of passion surged ui> 

from the dead, 
** Aj/y prcsH oti to the river ! " 



On, on! like the mshing of stonus 

through the hills, 
On, on! with a tramp that is firm as 

their wills ; 
And the one heart of thousands grows 

buoyant and thrills, 
As they pause by the river. 

Then the wan face of Mar>'land, hag- 
gard and worn. 

At this sight lost the touch of its aspect 
forlorn. 

And she turned on the foemen, fuU- 
statured in scorn. 
Pointing stem to the river. 

And Potomac flowed calmly, scarce 

heaving her breast. 
With her low-lying billows all bright in 

the west, 
For a charm as from God lulled the 

waters to rest 
Of the fair rolling river. 

Passed! passed! the glad thousands 
march safe through the tide; 

Hark, foeman, and hear the deep knell 
of your pride. 

Ringing weird-like and wild, pealing up 
from the side 
Of the calm-flowing river. 

'Neath a blow swift and mighty the ty- 
rant may fall ; 

Vain, vain! to his gods swells a desolate 
call; 

Hath his grave not l)een hollowed, and 
woven his pall. 
Since they passed o'er the river? 



BEAUIiEGAIiD'S APPEAL. 

Yea! since the need is bitter. 
Take down thosi> sacred bells, 

Wliose music speaks of hallowed joys. 
And passionate farewells! 
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But ere ye fall dismantled. 
Ring out, deep bells ! once more : 

And pour on the waves of the passing 
wind 
The symphonies of yore. 

Let the latest born be welcomed 

By pealings glad and long, 
Let the latest dead in the churchyard 
bed 

Be laid with solemn song. 

Antl the bells above them throbbing, 
Should sound in mournful tone, 

As if, in grief tor a human death, 
They prophesied their own. 

Who says 'tis a desecration 

To strip the temple towers, 
And invest the metal of peaceful notes 

With death-compelling powers ? 

A truce to cant and folly! 

Our people's all at stake. 
Shall we heed the cry of the shallow 
fool, 

Or pause for the bigot's sake ? 

Then cnish the struggling sorrow ! 

Feed high your fiu-nace fires, 
And mould into deep-mouthed guns of 
bronze. 

The bells from a hundred spires. 

Methinks no common vengp^nce, 

No transient war eclipse. 
Will follow the awful thunder-burst 

From their adamantine Ups. 

A cause like ours is holy, 

And it useth holy things; 
While over the stonn of a righteous 
strife. 

May shine the angel's wings. 

Where'er our duty leads us. 

The grace of God is there. 
And the lurid shrine of war may hold 

The Eucharist of prayer. 



THE SUnSTITVTE. 

[The crime of McNeil, perix'trated in one of 
our Western States, has now met with the rep- 
robation of Christenflom. But at the time 
the following verses — cast, n» the reader will 
perceive, in a partly dramatic mould — were 
composed, ten (confederates had been hastily 
executed by order of a Federal commander, on 
a charge afterwards proven to be false ; and 
one of the unfortunate victims (a mere youth) 
voluntarily sacrificed his life to rescue his 
friend, a man advanced in years and with a 
large family. 

In the poem this latter individual is repre- 
sented as unaware of the youth's resolve until 
it has been executed. 

Between the first and second parts of the 
piece, about twenty-four hours are supposed to 
have elapsed.] 

PART I. 

[Place — ^ Federal Prison — A Confederate 
chained, ami a Visitor, his Friend.] 

** How say' St thou ? die to-morrrow ? 
Oh ! my friend ! 
The bitter, bitter doom! 
What hast thou done to tempt this 
ghastly end — 
This death of shame and gloom ? " 

**What done? Do tyrants wait for 
guilty deeds. 
To find or prove a crime — 
They, who have cherished hatred's fiery 
seeds : 
Hot for the har\-est-time ? 

'* A sneer! a smile! vague trifles light as 
air — 

Some foolish, false surmise — 
Lead to the harrowing drama of despair 

Wherein — the victim dies ! 

** And I shall perish ! Comrade, heed 
me not ! 

For thus my tears must start — 
Not for the misery of my blasted lot. 

But hers who holds my heart I 

"And theirs, the flowers that wreathe 
ray humble hearth 
With roseate blush and bloom. 
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To-morrow eve, they stand alone on 
earth, 
Beside their father's tomb! 

"There's Blanche, my serious beauty, 
lithe and tall, 
With pensive eyes and brow — 
There's Kate, the tenderest darling of 
them all. 
Whose kisses thrill me now ! 

" There's little Rose, the sunshine of our 
days — 
A tricky, gladsome sprite — 
How vividly come back her winsome 
ways. 
Her laughters, and delight! 

** And my brave boy — my Arthur! Did 
his arm 
Second his will and brain, 
I should not groan beneath this iron 
charm. 
Clasping my chains in vain! 

**Oh, Christ! and hath it come to this? 
Will none 
Wanl off the ghastly end ? 
And yet methinks I heard the voice of 
one 
Who called the old man — Friend! 

** May all the curses caught from deepest 
hell 
Light on the blood-stained knave 
Who laughs to hear the patriot's funeral 
knell, 
Blaspheming o'er his grave! 

"Away! Such dreams are madness! 
My pale lips 

Had best besiege Heaven's ear, 
But in the turmoil of my mind's eclipse. 

No thought, no wish Is clear. 

"Dear frieml, forgive me! Sorrow, 
frenzy, ire — 
My bosom's raging guests — 
By turn have whelmed me in their floods 
of fire, 
Fierce passions, swift unrests. 



"And now, farewell! The sentry's 
warning hand, 
Taps at my prison bars. 
We part, but not forever! There* s a 
land, 
Comrade, beyond the stars!" 

"Yea!" said the youth, and o'er his 
kindling face 
A saint-like glory came. 
As if some prescient Angel, breathing 
grace, 
Had touched it into flame. 

PART II. 

[Place — The same Prison. Persoxs — Con^ 
federate /*rwoii«r, together with McNeil and the 
Jailer.] 

The hoiu^ sink slow to sunset! Sud- 
denly 

Kose a deep, gathering hum; 
And o'er the measured stride of soldiery 

Rolled out the muffled drum ! 

The prisoner started ! crushed a stifling 
sigh. 
Then rose erect and proud ! 
Scorn's lightning quivering in his stormy 
eye, 
'Neath the brow's thimder-cloud ! 

And girding round his limbs and stal- 
wart breast 
Each iron chain and ring, 
He stood sublime, imi>erial, self-pos- 
sessed — 
And haughty as a king! 

The "dead march" wails without the 
prison gate 

Up the calm evening sky; 
And ruffian jestings, born of ruffian hate, 

Make loud, unmeet reply I 

The hired bravoes, whose pitiless features 
pale 
In front of armed men, 
But whose magnanimous courage will 
not quail 
Where none can strike again I 
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The "dead march" wails without the 
prison wall, 
Up the calm evening sky: 
And timed to the dread dirge's rise and 
fall, 
Move the fierce murderers by ! 

They passed ; and wondering at his doom 
deferred. 
The captive's lofty fire 
8ank in his heart, by torturing memories 
stirred 
Of husband, and of sire I 

But hark! the clash of bolt and opening 
door! 
The tramp of hostile heel ! 
When lo! upon the darkening prison 
floor, 
Glareil the false hound — McNeil. 

And ne.xt him, like a bandog scenting 
blood, 
Roused from his drunken ease,* 
The grimy, low-browed jailer glowering : 
stood, 
Clanking his iron keys. 

** Quick! jailer! strike yon rebel's fetters 
off. 
And let the old fool see 
What ransom [with a low and bitter 
scoflf]. 
What ransom sets him free." 

As the night traveller in a land of foes 

The warning instinct feels, 
That through the treacherous dimness 
and I'epose 

A shrouded horror steals. 

So, at these veiled words, the captive's 
soul 

Shook with a solemn di-ead, 
And ghostly voices, prophesying dole, 

Moaned faintly overhead. 

His limbs are freed! his swarthy, scowl- 
ing guide 
Leads through the silent town. 



Where from dim casements, black with 
wrathful pride. 
Stern eyes gleam darkly down. 

They halted where the woodland 
showered around 
Dank leaflets on the sod, 
And all the air seemed vocal with the 
sound 
Of wild appeals to God. 

Heaped, as if common carrion, in the 
gloom. 
Nine mangled corpses lay — 
All speechless now — but with what 
tongues of doom 
Resei-ved for judgment day. 

And near them, but apart, one j'outhful 
form 
Pressed a fair upland slope. 
O'er whose white brow a sunbeam flicker- 
ing warm, 
PUyed like a heavenly hope. 

There, with the same grand look which 
yester-night 

That face at parting wore, 
The self-made martyr in the sunset light 

Slei^t on his couch of gore. 

The sunset waned; the wakening forest 
waved, 
Stnick by the north wind's moan. 
While he, whose life this matchless death 
has saved 
Knelt by the corse — alone. 



BATTLE OF CHARLESTON HARBOR, 
April 7, 1863. 

Two hours, or more, beyond the prime 
of a blithe April day. 

The Northmen's mailed *' Invincibles" 
steamed up fair Charleston Bay; 

They came in sullen file, and slow, low- 
breasted on the wave. 

Black as ^ midnight front of storm, and 
silent as the grave. 
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A thousand warrior-hearts beat high as 

these dread monsters drew 
More closely to the game of death across 

the breezeless blue, 
And twice ten thousand hearts of those 

who watch the scene afar, 
Thrill in the awful hush that bides the 

battlers broadening star. 

Each gunner, moveless by his gun, with 

rigid aspect stands, 
The reedy linstocks firmly grasped in 

bold, untrembling hands. 
So moveless in their marble calm, their 

stem, heroic guise. 
They look like forms of statued stone 

with burning human eyes ! 

Our banners on the outmost walls, with 
stately nistling fold. 

Flash back from arch and parapet the 
sunlight's ruddy gold — 

They mount to the deep roll of dmms, 
and widely echoing cheers. 

And then, once more, dark, breathless, 
hushed, wait the ^rim cannon- 
eers. 

Onward, in sullen file, and slow, low- 
glooming on the wave, 

Near, nearer still, the haughty fleet glides 
silent as the grave. 

When shivering the portentous calm o'er 
startled flood and shore, 

Broke from the sacred Island Fort the 
thunder wrath of yore ! * 

The storm has burst ! and while we speak, 

more furious, wilder, higher. 
Dart from the circling batteries a hundred 

tongues of fire ; 
The waves gleam red, the lurid vault of 

heaven seems rent above — 
Fight on, oh, knightly, gentlemen ! for 

faith, and home, and love ! 

* Fort Moultrie. 



There's not, in all that line of flame, one 

soul that would not rise, 
To seize the victor's wreath of blood, 

though death must give the 

prize; 
There's not, in all this anxious crowd 

that throngs the ancient town, 
A maid who does not yearn for power to 

strike one foeinan down! 

The conflict deepens! ship by ship the 
proud Annada sweeps, 

Where fierce from JSumter's raging breast 
the volleyed lightning leaps, 

And ship by ship, raked, overborne, 'ere 
burned the sunset light, 

Crawls in the gloom of baffled hate be- 
yond the field of fight! 



CHARLESTON AT THE CLOSE OF 1863. 

Whati Still does the mother of treason 
uprear 
Her crest 'gainst the f imes that darken 
her sea, 
Unquelled by mistrust, and unblanched 
by a fear. 
Unbowed her proud head, and un- 
bending her knee, 
Calm, steadfast and free ! 

Ay! launch your red lightnings! blas- 
pheme in your wrath ! 
Shock earth, wave, and heaven with 
the blasts of your ire; 
But she seizes your death-bolts yet hot 
from their path. 
And hurls back your lightnings and 
mocks at the fire 
Of your fruitless desire! 

Ringed round by her brave, a fierce cir- 
clet of flame 
Flashes up from the sword-points that 
cover her breast; 

She is guarded by love, and enhaloed by 
fame, 
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And never, we swear, shall your foot- 
steps be pressed, 
Where her dead heroes rest. 

Her voice shook the tyrant, sublime from 
her tongue 
Fell the accents of warning! a prophet- 
ess grand — 
On her soil the first life notes of liberty 
rung, 
And the first stalwart blow of her 
gauntleted hand 
Broke the sleep of her land. 

What more ? she hath grasped in her 
iron-bound will 
The fate that would trample her honors 
to earth ; 
Tlie light in those deep eyes is luminous 
still 
With the warmth of her valor, the 
glow of her worth, 
Which illumine the earth. 

And beside her a knight the great Bayard 
had loved, 
" Without fear or reproach," lifts her 
banner on high; 
He stands in the vanguard majestic, im- 
moved, 
And a thousand firm souls when that 
chieftain is nigh, 
Vow " 'tis easy to die ! " 

Their words have gone forth on the fet- 
terless air, 
The world's breath is hushed at the 
conflict! Before 
Gleams the bright form of Freedom, with 
wreaths in her hair — 
And what though the chaplet be crim- 
soned with gore — 
We shall prize her the more! 

And while Freedom lures on with her 
passionate eyes 
To the height of her promise, the 
voices of vore 



From the storied profound of past ages 
arise, 
And the pomps of their magical music 
outpour 
O'er the war-beaten shore! 

Then gird your brave empress, O heroes! 
with flame 
Flashed up from the sword-points that 
cover her breast! 
She is guarded by Love and enhaloed by 
Fame, 
And never, stem foe ! shall your fool- 
steps be pressed 
Where her dead martyrs rest I 



SCESE IX A COCSTRY HOSPITAL, 

Here, lonely, wounded and apart. 
From out my casement's glimmering 
round, 

I watch the wayward bluebirds dart 
Across yon flowery ground ; 

How sweet the prospect ! and how fair 

The balmy peace of earth and air. 

But, lowering over fields afar, 

A red cloud breaks with sulphurous 
breath, 
And well I know what gory star. 

Is regnant in his house of death ; 
Yet faint the conflict's gathering roll, 
To the fierce temiMist in my soul. 

I, who the foremost ranks had led. 
To strike for cherished home and lan.i. 

Groan idly on this tortin*ing bod. 
With broken frame and palsied hand, 

So nerveless, 'tis a task to scan*, 

The insects fluttering round uiy hair. 

O God! for one brief hour again, 
Of tliat grim joy my spirit knew, 

When foenieu's life-blood poured like 
rain, 
And sabres flashed and trumpets blew 

One hour to smite, or smitten die 

On the wUd breast of victorvl 
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It may not be ; my pulses beat 
Too feebly, and my heart is chill. 

Death, like a thief with stealthy feet 
Draws nigh to work his ruthless will; 

Hope, Honor, Glory, pass me by, 

But he stands near with mocking eye! 

Ay, smooth the couch! — i>^iu* out the 
draught. 
That, haply, for a season's si>ace, 
Hath power to charm his fatal shaft. 

And warn the doaih-damps off my face, 
A blest reprieve ! — a wondrous boon. 
Thank Heaven! this — all — ends with 
me soon. 



VlCKSn UlUi. — A BALLAD. 

For sixty days and upwards, 

A storm of shell and shot 
Rained round us in a flaming shower, 

But still we faltered not. 
** H the noble city perish." 

Our grand young leader said. 
*' Let the only walls the foe shall scale 

"Be rampartr of the dead!" 

For sixty days and upwanls. 

The eye of heaven waxed dim; 
And e'en thix)ughout (iod's holy mom. 

O'er Christian prayer and hymn, 
' Arose a hissing tumult. 

As if the fiends in air 
►Strove to engulf the voice of faith 

In the shrieks of their despair. 

There was wailing in the houses, 

There was trembling on the marts. 
While the tenipi\st raged and thundered, 

'Mid the silent thrill of hearts; 
But the Lord, our shield, was with us. 

And ere a month had sped, 
Our very women walked the streets 

With scarce one throb of dread. 

And the little children gambolled, 

Their faces purely raised. 
Just for a wondering moment. 

As the huge bombs whirled and blazed, 



Then tumetl with silvery laughter 
To the sports which children love, 

Thrice-inaileil in the sweet, instinctive 
thought 
That the good God watched above. 

Yet the hailing bolts fell faster, 

From scores of flame-clad ships. 
And about us, denser, darker. 

Grew the conflict's wild eclipse. 
Till a solid cloud closed o'er us. 

Like a type of doom and iix?. 
Whence shot a thousand quivering 
tongues 

Of forked and vengeful fire. 

But the luiseen hands of angels 

Those death-shafts warne<l :iside. 
And the dove of heavenly mercy 

Ruled o'er the battle tide; 
In the houses ceased the wailing. 

And through the war-scarred marts 
The people strode, with step of hope. 

To the music in their hearts. 



THE LIT ILK WHITE GLOVE. 

The early springtime faintly flushed the 

earth. 
And in the woods, .and by their favorite 

stream 
I The fair, wild roses blossomed modestly, 
i Above the wave that wooed them: there 
I at eve, 

Philip had brought the woman that he 

loved. 
And told his love, and bared his burning 

heart. 
She, Constance, — the shy sunbeams 

trembling oft. 
Through d(»wy leaves upon her golden 

hair, — 
Made him no answer, tapped her pretty 

foot. 
And seemed to muse: "To-morrow I 

depart,'' 
Said Philip, sadly, " for wild fields of 

war; 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE LITTLE 1 


VHITE GLOVE. 81 


Shall I go girt with love's invisible 

mail, 
Stronger than mortal armor, or, all 

stripped 
Of love and hope, march reckless imto 

death? ' 


A soft mist tilled her eyes, and over- 
flowed 

In sudden rain of passion, as she 
stretched 

Her delicate hand to his, and plighted 
troth. 




*'Aiul by tlieir favorite stream. 
The fair, wild roses blossomed iiUHlestly 
Above the wave that wooed them." 



With lips more rosy than the sun-bathed 
flowers; 

And Philip pressed the dear hand fer- 
vently, 

Wherefrom in happy mood, he gently 
drew 

A small white glove, and ere she guessed 
his will. 

Clipped lightly from her head one golden 
curl. 

And boimd the glove, and placed it next 
his heart. 

•*Now I am safe," crietl Philip; "this 

pure charm 
Is proof against all hazard or mischance. 
Here, yea, unto this self-same spot I vow- 
To bring it stainless back; and you shall 

wear 



This little glove upon our marriage 
eve." 

And Constance heard him, smilin: 
through her tciirs. 

Another springtime faintly flushed the 
earth. 

And in the woods, and by their favorite 
stream, 

The fair, wild roses blossomed modestly 

Above the wave that wooed them: there 
at eve 

Came a pale woman with wild, wander- 
ing eyes. 

And tangled, golden ringlets, and weak 
steps 

Tottering towards the streamlet's rip- 
pling marge, 

She seemed phantasmal, shadowy, like 
the fonns 
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By moonlight conjured up from a place 

of graves; 
There, crouching o'er the stream, she 

laved and laved 
Some ohject in it, ^ith a strained regard. 
And muttered fragments of distempered 

words, 
VHiereof were these: "He vowed to 

bring it back, 
The love-charm tliat I gave him — my 

white glove — 
Stainless and whole. He has not kept 

his oath ! 
Oh, Philip, Philip ! have you cast me off, 
Off, like this worthless thing you send 

me home. 
Tattered and mildewed? Look you! 

what a rent, 
Right through the palm! It cannot be 

my glove ; 
And look again; what horrid stain is 

here? 
My glove; you placed it next your heart, 

and swore 
To keep It safe, and on this self-same 

spot. 
Return it to me on our marriage eve ; 
And now — and now — I know 'tis not 

my glove, — 
Yet Philip, sweet ! it was a cruel jest. 
You surely did not mean to fright me 

thus? 
For hark you! as I laved the loathsome 

thing. 
To see what stain defiled It — (do not 

smile, 
I feel that I am foolish, foolish, Phil- 

ip)- 
But, God of Heaven! I dreamed that 

stain was blood! " 



STONEWALL JACKSON. 

The fashions and the forms of men 

decay. 
The seasons perish, the calm sunsets die. 
Ne'er with the same bright pomp of 

cloud or rBv 



To flush the golden pathways of the sky; 
All things are lost in dread eternity, — 
States, empires, creeds, the lay 
Of master poets, even the shapes of 

love. 
Bear ever with them an invisible shade, 
Whose name is Death ; we cannot breathe 

nor move. 
But that we touch the darkness, till dis- 
mayed. 
We feel the imperious shadow freeze our 

hearts, 
And mortal hope grows pale and flutter- 
ing life departs. 
All things are lost in dread eternity, 
Save that majestic virtue which is given 
Once, twice, perchance beneath our 

earthly heaven. 
To some great soul in ages: O! the lie, 
The base, incarnate lie we call the world, 
Shakes at his coming, as the forest 

shakes. 
When mountain storms, with bannered 

clouds unfurled. 
Rush down and rend it; sleek conven- 
tion drops 
Its glittering mass, and hoary, cob- 
webbed rules 
Of potty charlatans or insolent fools 
Shrink to annihilation, — Truth awakes, 
A morning splendor in her fearless 
eyes, 
Touching the delicate stops 
Of some rare lute which breathes of 
promise fair. 
Or pouring on the covenanted air 
A trumpet blast which startles, but 
make^ strong, 
While ancient Wrong, 
Driven like a beast from his deep-cav- 
emed lair. 
Grows gaunt, and inly quakes, 
Knowing that retribution draws so neart 

Whether with blade or pen 
Toil these immortal men. 
Theirs is the light supreme, which genius 
wed 
To a clear sDiritual dower- 
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Hath ever o'er the aroused nations shed 
Joy, faith, and power; 

Whether from wrestling with the god- 
like thought, 

They launch a noiseless blessing on 
mankind, 

Or through wild streams of terrible car- 
nage brought. 
No longer crushed and blind,- 
Trampled, dishevelled, gored. 

They proudly lift, where kindling soul 
and eye 

May feast upon her beauty as she stands 

(Girt by the sti-ength of her invincible 
bands), 

And freed through keen redemption of 
the sword. 

Thy worn, but radiant form, victorious 
Liberty ! 

We bow before this grandeur of the 
spirit; 
We worship, and adore 

God's image burning through it ever- 
more ; 

And thus, in awed humility to-night,* 

As those who at some vast cathedral 
door 

Pause with hushed faces, purified de- 
sires, 
We contemplate his merit, 

Who lifted failure to the heights of fame, 

And by the side of fainting, dying right, 

Stood, as Sir Galahad pure, Sir Lance- 
lot brave. 
The quirk, indignant fires 

Flushing his pale brow from the passion- 
ate mind 

No strength could quell, no sophistry 
could bind. 

Until that moment, big with mystic doom 
(Whose issue sent 

0*er the long wastes of half a conti- 
nent 

Electric shudders through the deepening 
gloom), 

•This Ode was ori((inally written to be deliv- 
ered before a Soutlieni patriotic association. 



When In his knightly glory " Stonewall *' 
fell. 

And all our hearts sank with him; for we 
knew 

Our staflf, our bulwark broken, the fine 
clew 

To freedom snapped, his hands had 
held alone. 

Through all the stoims of battle over- 
blown, — 

Lost, buried, mouldering in our hero's 
grave. 

O soul! so simple, yet sublime I 
With faith as large, and mild 
As that of some benignant, trustful 

child. 
Who mounts to heaven on bright, ethe- 
real stairs 
Of tender-worded prayers, — 
Yet strong as if a Titan's force were 

there 
To rise, to act, to suffer, and to dare, — 

O soul! that on our time 
Wrought, in the calm magnificence of 

power 
To ends so noble, that an antique light 
Of grace and virtue streamed along thy 
way. 
Until the direst hour 
Of carnage caught from that immacidate 
ray 
A consecration, and a sanctity! 
Thou art not dead, thou nevermore canst 
die, 
But wide and far. 
Where'er on Christian realms the morn- 
ing star 
Flames round the spires that tower 
towards the sky, — 
Thy name, a household word. 
In cottage homes, by palace walls, is 

heard. 
Breathed with low murmurs, reveren- 
tially! 

Even as I raise this faltering song to 

one. 
Who now beyond the empires of the sun, 
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Looks down perchance upon our mourn- 
ful spliere, 
With tlie deep pity of seraphic eyes. 
Fancy unveils the future, and I see 
Millions on millions, as year follows year. 
Gather around our warrior's place of rest 
In the green shadows of Virginian hills; 
Not with the glow of martial blazonry, 
With trump and muffled drum. 
Those pilgrim millions come, 
But with bowed heads, and measured 

footsteps slow, 
As those who near the presence of a 

shrine, 
And feel an air divine, 
All round about them blandly, sweetly 

blow, 
While like dream-music the faint fall of 

rills. 
Lapsing from steep to steep. 
The wood-dove 'plaining in her covert 

deep, 
And the long whisperings of the ghostly 

pine 
(Like ocean-breathings borne from tides 

of sleep). 
With every varie.l melody expressed 
In Nature's score of solemn harmonies. 
Blends with a feeling in the reverent 

breast 
Which cannot find a voice in mortal 

speech. 
So deep, so deep it lies beyond the reach 
Of stammering words, — tbe pilgrims 

only know 
That slumbering, O! so calmly there, 

below 
The dewy grass, the melancholy trees, 

Mouldei-s the dust of him. 
By whose crystalline fame, earth's scar- 
let pomps grow dim. 
The crowned heir 
Of two majestic immortalities, 
That which is earthly, and yet scarce of 

earth. 
Whose fruitf id seeds 
Were his own grand, self-sacrificing 

deeds, 
And that whose awful birth 



Flowere<l into instant perfectness sub- 
lime, 
When done with toil and time, 
lie shook from off the raiments of his 

soul, 
The weary conflict's desecrating dust, 
For stem rereill^H, heard the angels 

sing. 
For battle turmoils found eternal calm. 
Laid down his sinless swoixl to clasp the 

palm. 
And where vast heavenly organ-notes 

outroll 
Melodious thundera, 'mid the rush of 

wing. 
And flash of plume celestial, paused in 

peace, 
A rapture of ineffable release 
To know the long fruition of the just I 



SOXXETS. 
I. 

ON TUE CHIVALRY OF THE PRESENT 
TIME. 

Au! foolish souls and false I who loudly 

cried 
*'True chivalry no longer breathes m 

time/' 
Look round us now; how wondrous, how 

sublime 
The heroic lives we witness; far and 

wide. 
Stem vows by sterner deeds are justified; 
Self abnegation, calmness, courage, 

power. 
Sway with a ride august, our stormy 

hour, 
Wherein the loftiest hearts have wrought 

and died — 
Wrought grandly, and died smiling. 

Thus, oh God, 
From tears, and blood, and anguish, thou 

hast brought 
The ennobling act, the faith-sustaining 

thought — 
'Till in the man'ellous present, one may 

see 
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A mighty stage, by knight aiul patriots 

trod, 
Who had not sliunned earth's haughtiest 

chivalry. 

II. 

ELLIOTT IN FORT fllMTKR. 

And high amongst these chiefs of iron 

grain, 
Large-statured natures, souls of Spartan 

mien, 
Supei-bly brave, inflexibly serene, 
Man of the stalwart hope, the sleepless 

brain. 
Well dost thou guard our fortress by the 

main! 
And what, though inch by ineh old 

Sumter falls. 
There's not a stone that forms those 

sacred walls, 
But holds a tongue, which shall not 

speak in vain! 
A tongue that tells of such heroic mood. 
Such nerved endurance, such inunaculate 

will, 
That after times shall hearken and grow- 
still. 
With breathless admiration, and on thee 
(Whose stern resolve our glorious cause 

made good). 
Confer an antique immortality! 



OUIi MAIiTYJiS. 

I AM sitting alone ami weary. 

By the hearth of my darkened room. 
And the low wind's miscn're. 

Makes sadder the midnight gloom. 
** There's a nameless terror nigh me — 

There's a phantom s]>cll on the air. 
And methinks, that the desui glide by me. 

Ami the breath of the grave's in my 
hair!" 

'Tis a vision of ghastly faces, 
All pallid and worn with pain. 

Where the splendor of manful graces 
Shines dim thro' a scarlet rain: — 



In a wild and weird procession 
They sweep by my startled eyes, 

And stern with their Fate's fruition, 
Seem melting in blooil-red skies. 

Have they come from the shores super- 
nal; 
Have they passed from the spirit's 
goal, 
'Xeath the veil of the life eternal 

To dawn on my shrinking soul ? 
Have they turned from the choiring 
angels. 
Aghast at the woe and dearth, 
That war with his dark evangels 
Hath wrought in the loved of earth ? 

Vain dream ! amid far-off moimtains 
They lie where the dew mists weep, 
And the murmur of mournful fountains 

Breathes over their painless sleep; 
On the breast of the loneJy meadows 
Safe, safe, from the despot's will, 
; They rest in the starlit shadows, 
t And their brows are white and still, 

! Alas! for our heroes perished! 

Cut down at their golden prime. 
With the luminous hopes they cherished. 

On the height of their faith sublime I 
For them is the voice of wailing 

And the sweet blush-rose departs. 
From the cheeks of the maidens paling 

O'er the wreck of their broken hearts. 

And alas! for the vanished glory 

Of a thousand household spells ! 
And alas! for the tearful story 

Of the si)irit*s fond farewells! 
By the flood, on the fleld, in the forest, 

Our bravest have yielde<l breath, 
Yet the shafts that have smitten the 
sorest. 

Were launched by a viewless death. 

Oh, Thou! that hast charms of healing, 
Descend on a widowed land, 

And bind o'er the wounds of feeling, 
The balms of thy mystic hand; 
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Till the lives that laiueiit and languish, 

Renewed by a touch divine, 
From the depths of their mortal anguish, 

May rise to the calm of Thine. 



FORGOTTEN, 

Forgotten I Can it be a few swift 
rounds 
Of Time's great chariot wheels have 
ci-ushed to naught 

The memory of those fearful sights and 
sounds, 
With speechless misery fraught — 

Wherethro' we hope to gain the Hespe- 
rian height, 

Where Freedom snules in light ? 

Forgotten ! scarce have two dim autumns 

veiled 
With merciful mist those dreary burial 

sods, 
Whose coldness (when the high-strung 

pulses failed. 
Of men who strove like gods) 
Wrapped in a sanguine fold of senseless 

dust 
Dead liearts and perished trust ! 

Forgotten! While in far-off woodland 
dell, 
By lonely mountain tarn and munnur- 
ing stream. 
Bereaved hearts with sorrowful passion 
swell — 
Their lives one ghastly dream 
Of hope outweariedand l)etrayed desire. 
And anguish crowned with fire! 

Forgotten! while our manhood cursed 

with chains. 
And pilloried high for all the world to 

view, 
Writhes in its fierce, intolerable pains, 



Decked with dull wreaths of me. 
And shedding blood for tears, liands 

waled with scars. 
Lifts to the dumb, cold stars! 

Forgotten I Can the dancer's jocund feet 
Flash o'er a chamel-vault, and maid- 
ens fair 
Bend the wliite lustre of their eyelids 
sweet. 
Love-weighed, so nigh despair. 
Its ice-cold breath nmst freeze their 

blushing brows. 
And hush love's tremulous vows ? 

Forgotten! Nay: but all the songs we 
sing 
Hold under-burdens, wailing chords of 
woe; 
Our lightest laughters sound with hollow 
ring, 
Our bright wit's freest flow. 
Quavers to sudden silence of affright, 
Touche<l by an untold blight! 

Forgotten! No! we cannot all forget. 
Or, when we do, farewell to Honor's 
face, 
To Hope's sweet tendance, Valor's un- 
paid debt. 
And every noblest Grace, 
Which, nursed in Love, might still be- 
nignly bloom 
Above a nation's tomb! 

Forgotten ! Tho' a thousand years should 
pass, 
Methinks our air will throb with mem- 
ory's thrills, 

A conscious grief weigh down the falter- 
ing grass, 
A pathos shroud the hills. 

Waves roll lamenting, autumn sunsets 
yearn 

For the old time's return! 
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DAPHLES. 
AN AROIVE STORY. 

OycE on the throne of Argos sat a 

maid, 
Daphles tlie fair; serene and unafraid 
She ruled her reahn, for the rougli folk 

were brought 
To worship one they deemed divinely 

wrought 
In beauty and mild graciousness of 

heart: 
Xobles and coiutiers, too, espoused lier 

part, 
So that the sweet young face all thronged 

to see, 
Glanced from her throne-room's silken 

canopy ^ 
(Broidered with leaves, and many a 

snow-white dove), 
Rosily conscious of her people's love. 
Only the chief of a far frontier clan, 
A haughty, bold, ambitious nobleman, 
By law her vassal, but self-sxvom to be 
From subject-tithe and tribute boldly 

free. 
And scorning most this weak girl-sover- 
eign's reign. 
Now from the mountain fastness to the 

plain 
Summoned his savage legions to the 

fight, — 
Wherein he hoped to wrench the imperial 

might 
From Daphles, and confirm his claim 

thereto. 
But Doracles, the Insurgent chief, could 

know 



Naught of the secret charm, the subtle 

stress 
Of beauty wed to warm unselfishness. 
Which, in her hour of trial, wrapped the 

Queen 
Safely apart in golden air serene 
Of deep devotion, and fond faith of 

those 
The steadfast hearts betwixt her and her 

foes. 
The oldest courtier, schooled in state- 
craft guile. 
Some loyal fire at her entrancing smile 
Felt strangely kindled in his outworn 

soul; 
Far more the warrior youths her soft 

control 
Moulded to noble deeds, till all the land, 
Aroused at Love's and Honor's joint 

command. 
Bristled with steel and rang with sounds 

of war. 

Still rashly ti-usting in his fortunate star, 

This arrogant thrall who fain would 
grasp a crown. 

Backed by half-barbarous hordes, 
marched swiftly down 

'Twixt the hill ramjiarts and the West- 
ern Sea. 

First, blazing homesteads greet him, 
whence did flee 

The frightened hinds through fires them- 
selves had lit 

'Mid the ripe grain, lest foes should reap 
of it; 

Or here and there, some groups of aged 
folk. 
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Women and men bent down beneath the 

yoke 
Of cruel years and babbling idiot speech. 
" Methinks," cried Doracles, **our arms 

will reach 
The realm's unshielded heart ; for lo ! the 

breath, 
The mere hot fume of rapine and of 

death 
Which flames before our legions like a 

blight 
Withers this people's valor and their 

might." 

The fifes played shriller; the wild 
trumi)et*s blast 

Smote the great host and thrilled them 
as it passed ; 

While clashing shields, and spears which 
caught the mom, 

And splendid banners in strong hands 
upborne, 

And plumM helms, and steeds of match- 
less race, 

And in the van that clear, keen eagle 
face 

Of Doracles, firm set on shoulders tall. 

Squared like a rock, and towering o'er 
them all. 

With all the pomp and swell of martial 
strife. 

Woke the burnt plains and bleak de- 
files to life. 

So phalanx after phalanx glittering filed 

Firm to the front: their haughty leader 
smiled 

To see with what a bold and buoyant air 

The lowliest footman marched before 
him there. 

Till his proud head he lifted to the sim. 

And his heart leaped as at a victory won 

That self-same hour, oVr which bright- 
hovering shone 

The steadfast image of an ivory throne. 

But the Queen's host by skilful cham- 
pions led, 

ItB powers meanwhile concentred to a 
head. 



Lay, an embattled force with wary 

eye. 
Ready to ward or strike whene'er the 

cry 
Of comina: foemen on their ears should 

fall. 
Nigh the huge towers which guard the 

capital. 

Not long their watch: one bluff October 

(lay, 
There rose a blare of trumpets far away. 
And sound of thronging hoofs which 

nuifiled came, 
Borne on the wind, like the dull noise of 

flame 
Half stifled in dense woodlands; then 

the wings 
Of the Queen's host, as each swift section 

flings 
The imperial banner proudly fluttering 

out. 
Spread from the royal centre. Hark! a 

shout. 
As from those thousand heails in ono 

great soul 
Sublimely fused, rose thunder-deep, to 

roll, 
In wild acclaim, far down the quivering 

van; 
And wilder still the heroic tumult ran 
From front to rear, when through her 

palace gate, 
Daphles, in unaccustomed martial state, 
A keen spear shimmering in its silver 

hold, 
And on her brow the Argive crown of 

gold. 
Flashed like a smibeam on her warriors' 

sight. 
Girt by her generals, on a neighboring 

height 
She reined her Lybian courser, while the 

air 
Played with the bright waves of her 

meteor hair, 
And on her lovely April face the tide 
Of variea feeling — now a jubilant 

oride 
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In those strong arms and stronger hearts 
below, 

And now a prescient fear did ebb and 
flow, 

Its sensiLive heaven transforming mo- 
mently. 

But soon the foeman's coliorts, like a 
sea. 

With waves of steel, and foam of snow- 
white plumes, 

Slowly emerged from out the forest 
glooms, 

In splendid pomp and antique pageantry. 

An ominous pause! And then the 
trumpets high 

Sounded the terrible onset, and the field 

Rocked as with earthquake, and the 
thick air reeled 

With clangors fierce from echoing hill to 
hill. 

Bloody but brief the contest! All the 

skill 
Of Doracles against the steadfast will 
Planted by love in faithful hearts that 

day 
Frothed like an idle tide that slips away 
From granite walls! His knights their 

furious blows 
Discharged on what seemed statues 

whose repose 
Was iron, or their fated coursers hurled 
On spears unbent as bases of a world I 
Meanwhile the whole dread scene did 

Daphles view 
With anguished, tearless eyes. But 

when she knew 
The victory hers, down the hill-slopes 

she urged 
Her restless steed, where still but faintly 

surgcil 
The last worn waves of tumult; there 

her bands 
Of conquering captains she with fervent 

hands 
And o'erfraught swelling breast did 

proudly greet; 
Yet her pale face was touched with pity 

sweet 



While the chained rebels passed her 

worn and sore 
With ghastly wounds, and shivering in 

their gore. 
But when, untamed, uncow^ed, in 'midst 

of these. 
The gitind, defiant form of Doracles 
Rose like a god discrowned, her wan 

cheeks flushed. 
And through her heart a quick, hot tor- 
rent rushed 
Of undefined, mysterious sympathy. 
Viewing that haughty brow, tliat unbent 

knee, 
**0 kingly head!" she thought, "too 

well I know 
How bitter-keen to him the signal blow 
This day hath dealt! O kingly resolute 

eyes, 
Shrining the sov'ran soul! 'twere surely 

wise 
To change their glance of cold vindictive 

gloom 
To grateful light, and make what seemed 

a doom 
Heavy as death, the clouded path to 

fame, 
Lordship, and honor!" Ah, but pity 

came 
To crown admiring kindness with a 

flame 
Of subtler life; for he, the vanquished 

one, 
On whom that day his fate's malignant 

sun 
Had set in storms, that night would 

slumber, kissed 
By a fair phantom girt with golden 

mist, 
A new-bom delicate love, but dimly 

guessed 
Even in the pure depths of the maiden 

breast, 
Whence the sweet sylph had 'scaped her 

unaware. 
But when the evening silence drew 

anear, 
And round about the borders of the 

world 
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The second night since that great con- 
test furled 
Its brooding shades, the young Queen, 

all alone, 
Paused by the dungeon floor whereon 

were thrown, 
At listless length, the limbs of Doracles. 
"How, how," she murmured, "may I 

best appease 
His stricken pride, or touch to tender 

calm 
His fevered honor ? with what healing 

balm 
Allay the smart wherewith his spirit 

groans?'^ 
Perplexed, and yearning, on the dismal 

stones 
Without the prison door she walked 

apart, 
Love, doubt, and shame, all struggling 

in her heart. 
Till the large flood of mingled love and 

woe 
Kose to her sno^vy eyelids and did flow 
In soft refreshing tears like spring-tide 

showers ; 
Then, bright and bliLshing as the moss- 
rose bowers 
Of dewy May, she pushed the huge grate 

back. 
And through the dusky glooms, the 

shadows black 
Dawned glowingly I Next for a moment 

she 
Stood in a timid, strange uncertainty, 
(^hanging from rosy red to deathly white ; 
When, as a Queen sustained by true 

love's right. 
She spake in mild, pure, steadfastness 

of soul : 
" I come, O Doracles, with no mean 

dole 
Of transient pity, but to show thee how 
Thy mistress would exalt the abased 

brow 
Of one who knows her not!" There- 
with she freed 
His fettered Iimbs,or yet his brain could 

heed 



Or comprehend her mercy's cordial 

scope: 
His soul had shrunk too low for dreams 

of hope. 
Such swift misfortunes smote him: still, 

when all 
The Queen's fair meaning on his mind 

did fall, 
The locked and frozen sternness of his 

look 
Broke up, as breaks the death-cold win- 

ti7 brook 
Its icy spell at noonday ; yet his face 
Was lighted not by thankful, reverent 

grace. 
But flashed an evil triumph where he 

stood 
Spurning his unloosed chains. In such 

base mood. 
One eager foot pressed on the dungeon 

stair, 
"What terms," he asked, "O Queen, 

demand'st thou here ? 
I pledge thee faith!" Silent were 

Daphles' lips. 
And all her gentle hopes by swift eclipse 
Were darkened. With a deathly smile 

she signed 
The chief farewell, as one who scorned 

to bind 
Her mercy with set terms. He turned 

to go, 
Self-centred, callous, dreaming not how 

low 
Her heart had sunk at each cold, shallow 

word 
With which his barren nature, faintly 

stirred 
By nith, or love, or pardon, dared repay 
Her matchless mercy. On his unchecked 

way 
He turned to go, when, with one shud- 
dering sob, 
And deep-tlrawn, plaintive breath, 

which seemed to rob 
Life of its last dear hope, the Queen 

sank down, 
Wi-apped in a death-like trance. With 

sullen frown, 
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And many a muttered oath, he raised 


Though but a wife in state and name 


her form, 


alone. 


Frail now as some pale lily by the storm 


Behold, O chief! I proffer, too, my 


Wind-blown and beaten; for at woman's 


throne. 


love 


Xot as thy freedom's sole condition 


He could but vaguely guess, and no poor 


given, 


dove 


But that men's eyes and scornful 


Pierced by the woodman's shaft was less 


thoughts be driven 


to him 


Away from what in me may seem as 


Than this fair spirit struggling in the 


ill. 


dim 


If — if — perchance, thou shouldst reject 


And tortured twilight of unshared de- 


me still." 


sire; 


At which hard word she droops her head. 


Xor could he part the pure romantic fire 


and sighs. 


Of such high passion from the lukewarm 


While patient tears bedew her downcast 


flame 


eyes. 


That feebly bums in sordid hearts and 




tame, 


Now, with sly semblance of a soul at 


Not of love's heat, but vacant flattery's 


ease. 


bom, 


Her liberal proffer crafty Doracles 


To feed his pride, yet stir the latent 


Freely embraced. They passed the 


scorn 


l)rison-bound. 


Of that rough manhood such liartl na- 


And that same day with silver-ringing 


tures know. 


sound 


Waked from her trance, with wantlering 


Of trump and cymbal, the state heralds 


eyes and slow 


cried 


Tlie Queen looked round, but dimly con- 


Abroad through all the city, far and 


scious yet, 


wide. 


I'ntll at last her faltering glance was set 


The Queen's vast pardon; whereupon 


On Doracles, to whom — that he might 


her court, — 


see 


Nobles and dames, — each quaintly gor- 


How a soft mth to love's intensity 


geous sport. 


Ilatl strangely grown— she laid her deep 


Known in the old time, bold or debon- 


heart bare : 


air, 


Then, with a sweet but nobly queen-like 


With feasts, and mimic strifes, and pa- 


air, 


geants rare, 


She said, " O Doracles, in just retum 


Did hold in honor of their sovereign's 


For all this love and pity, which did 


choice ; 


yearn 


A choice none there would question! 


To lift thee fallen, and to find thee, lost. 


Not a voice. 


And slowly sickening underneath the 


Gentle or simple, but was raised to bless. 


frost 


And pray the kindly gods for happiness 


Of bleak desi>air, I well might ask of 


And peace on both! Meanwhile the 


thee 


thrall made king. 


Thy heart, with all its rarest freight in 


Albeit a secret anger still would wring 


fee, 


His thankless soul, in princely fashion 


Save that I feel my virgin fame and life 


took 


Must coimt as pure, when thou hast 


The general homage, nor by word or 


made me wife. 


look 
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Betrayed the festering consciousness 
within: 

So gracious seemed he, Dapliles' hopes 
begin 

To wake, and whisper fond, swe<*t. fool- 
ish words 

Close to her lieart, that flutters lik4» a One beam of lioiK') a missive tender- 



That few could mark her misery but 
with siglis 

Deep almost as her own. At last, she 
wrote 

(For still her soul hailed, watery and re- 
mote. 



bird's 
Wooetl in the Fpr!ng-<lawn ; yet, alanl 

alas ! 
For joy that dies, and dreamy hopes that 

pass 
To nothingness! In 'midst of this, her 

trust, 
Came a swift blow which smote her to 

the dust; 
News that her ingrate love had basely 

fled. 
Whither none knew. Scarce had this 

shaft been sped 
From fate's unerring bow, than swift 

again 
nurtled a second steeped in poisoned 

pain; 
For now the whole dark truth came 

sternly out: 
Leagued with her bitterest foes, a savage 

rout 
Of mountain-robbei-s o'er the frontier 

land. 
He unto whom she proffered heart and 

hand, 
Kingdom and crown, had bared his 

treacherous blade. 
And of the great and just gods unafraid, 
Upreared his standard 'neath the blood- 
red star, 
And raised once more the incarnate 

curse of war! 
So from that day all gladness left the 

heart 
Of broken Daphles; she would muse 

apart 
From court and friends, her once blithe 

footsteps slow, 
Her once proud head bowed down, and 

such wild woe 
Couched in the clouded depths of mourn- 
ful eyes 



sweet , 

(Miarmed wi».h such pathos, to her deli- 
cate feet 

it might have lured a s;)!rit, n:gh lo 
death. 

And straight imbued with warm comiia - 
sionatc breath 

A heart as cold as spires of Arctic 
ice! 

Ah, futile hope! Ah, fond and vain do- 
vice! 

Xot all the pleading eloquence of wrong. 

Veiling its wounds, and golden-soft as 
song 

Trilled by the brown Sicilian nightin- 
gales. 

In dusky nooks of melancholy vales. 

Could melt the granite will of Doracles. 

Each tender line she sent him did but 
tease 

And sting his obdurate temper into 
hate. 

As if the deep harmonious terms that 
wait 

On truest love, were wasp-like, poisoned 
things: 

Her timorous hints, her sweet imagin- 
ings. 

Far thoughts, and dreams evanishing, 
but high. 

Filled with the maiden dews of sanctity. 

He crushed, as one might crush in mad- 
dened hours 

The fairest of the si8lerhoo<l of flowers; 

No further answer made he than could 
be 

Couched in brief terms of cold discourt- 
esy. 

Holding all love— the noblest love on 
earth — 

Of lesser moment than an insect's birth, 
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Buzzing its life out 'twixt the dawn and 

dark. 
Tliat letter stifled the last healthful spark 
Of the Queen's flickering reason, turned 

her wit 
To wild and errant courses, sadly lit 
By wandering stars, and orbs of fantasy. 
Deeming that she full soon must sink 

and die, 
Daphles, still true to that one dominant 

thought 
And Ann affection which such ill had 

brought, 
Summoned her learned scribes and bade 

them draw 
After strict form and precedents of law. 
Her solemn testament ; whereby she gave 
Her throne to Doracles, whene'er the 

grave 
Closed o'er her broken heart and hum- 
bled head. 
But now her chiefs and nobles, hard be- 
stead 
By circumstance, and dreading much 

lest he, 
The renegade, and rebel, who did flee 
From love to league with license, yet 

should sway 
The honored Argive sceptre, on a day 
Called forth to solemn council and debate 
Lords, liegemen, ministers, to save the 

state 
From threatened tyranny and upstart 

rule: 
Thereto the wan Queen, powerless now 

to school 
Features or mind to subjugation meet, 
<.amc weakly tottering; in her lofty seat 
She sank bewildered, listless; all could 

mark 
Beneath her languid eyes the hollows 

dark, 
And — save that sometimes as she slowly 

turned 
Her wasted form, the fires of fever 

burned. 
Death's prescient blazon, on each sunken 

cheek — 
Her face was pallid as a cold white streak 



Of wintry moonlight on Siberian snows ; 
Her quivering mouth and chill con- 
tracted brows 
Bespoke an inward torture, while from 

all 
The shrewd debate within that coimcll 

hall 
Her dim thoughts wandered vaguely, 

lost and dumb. 
But when her pitying maidens round her 

come, 
And gently strive on her drooped head to 

place 
The self-same laurel garland which did 

grace 
Her warm, white temples on that morn 

of strife 
And woeful victory, her sick brain seemed 

rife 
Once more with memories ; in her hand 

she pressed 
The half-dead wreath, and o'er her 

flowing vest 
Strewed the plucked leaves those aimless 

fingers tore 
Unwittingly; which on the marble 

floor, 
Down fluttering, one by one, lay blurred 

and dead. 
Like the sere hopes her withered heart 

had shed. 
Smitten of love; for now she touched 

the close 
Of the soul's dreamy autumn, and the 

snows 
Of winter soon would clasp her eyelids 

cold. 
Yea, soon, too soon ! for while her fin- 

gei*s fold 
The garland loosely, and in fitful grief 
She still would strip the circlet, leaf by 

leaf. 
Till now one-half the wreath Is plucked 

and bare, 
She lifts her dim eyes, hearkening, as 

though 'ware 
Of mystic voices calling on her name ; 
Therewith her cheek, whence the quick, 

fevered flame 
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Had quite pulsed out, with one last The king his sovereign life and course 

quiver, she j began. 

Drops on the cushioned dais, passively ; | Striving at one swift bound to reach the 

For death, more kind than love, hath I van 



brought her peace. 

Long was it ere her stricken realm could 

cease 
To mourn for Daphles; yet her burial 

rites, 
With all their mournful pomp, their 

sombre sights 
Funereal, scarce were passed, when her 

last will, 
Despite its humbling terms, which ran- 
kled still 
In all men's minds, her faithful courtiers 

sent. 
With news of that most sudden, sad 

event 
Which made him king, to restless Dor- 

acles. 
Wliat recked he then that to its bitterest 

lees 
A pure young soul had quaffed of mis- 
ery's cup, 
And after, death's? "My star," he 

thought, *' flames up. 
Fronting the heights of empire! All is 

well!" 
Thereon, impelled by keen desire to 

dwell 
In his new realm, with reckless haste he 

rode 
From town to town, till now the grand 

abode, 
Tlie palace of the royal Argive race, 
Did rise before him in its lofty place, 
O'erlooking leagues of golden fields and 

streams, 
Fair hills and shadowy vineyards, by 

great teams 
Of laboring oxen rifled morn by mom, 
Till the bared, tremulous branches swung 

forlorn 
'Gainst the red flush of autumn's sunset 

sky. 
Housed with rich state therein, full re- 
gally 



Of princely fame; his rare magnificence 
Of feasts, shows, pageants, and high 

splendors, whence 
The wondering guests all dazzled weiit 

their way, 
Grew to a world-wide proverb for dis- 
play 
And costly lavishness. Yet one thei<* 

was 
O'er whose gray head these days of pomp 

did pass 
Like purpling shadows o'er the faded 

gi-ass : 
Wit touched him not to smiles, gay mu- 
sic's flow 
Fell t>owerless on his closed heart's secret 

woe. 
While at their feasts silent he sat, and 

grim. 
Ofttimes the king a cold glance cast on 

him, 
As one who marred their mirthful rev- 
elry. 
And in the boisterous spring-tide of their 

glee 
Rose like a boding phantom ! 3Iore and 

more 
He felt a vague, dim trouble at the core 
Of his rude nature stirred, whene'er he 

saw 
Phorbas draw near; something akin to 

awe. 
If not to dread, for this old man did 

stand 
Chiefest of Daphles' mourners in her 

land, 
As chief of her life's friends, ere that 

black doom 
Stole from her heart its joy, her cheek 

its bloom. 

Just where the mellowed rays of noon- 
day light 

Streamed through the curtained gloom, 
obscurely bright, 
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Fair hills and shadowy vineyards, by great teams 
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Which wrapped the great art-galleries 

richly round, 
There hung, *mid many a stately por- 
trait, bound 
In frames of costly ivory, carved and 

wrought, 
A picture, which the king's eyes oft had 

sought 
With anxious wonder; for day following 

day 
Would Phorbas, mutely sorrowing, make 

delay 
Going or coming from the coimcil-hall 
To view that muffled mystery on the 

wall. 
Over it flowed a veil of silvery hue. 
With here and there fine threads of gold 

shot through 
The delicate woof; and whoso chanced 

to turn 
A glance thereon, would feel his spirit 

bum 
To pierce the jealous veil whose folds 

might hide 
Some priceless marvel. Now, at high 

noontide 
Of one calm autumn day, the king again 
Met Phorbas — his worn features drawn 

with pain, 
And in his eyes the sharp salt-rheum of 

age- 
Still poring on the pictm-e! "Thou a 

sage!" 
Sneered Doracles, "yet idly bent, for- 
sooth. 
On vaporing fancies?" Then, more 

harsh, "The truth! 
The truth, old man! What strong spell 

drags thee here ? 
(Some charm, methinks, 'twixt passion 

and despair:) 
Mom after mom, forcing thine eyes to 

stray 
O'er yon blank mystery? Prythee, 

Phorbas, say 
What image lurks beneath that glimmer- 
ing shroud ? 
Perchance the last king's ? Well! am I 

less proud 



And princely wise than he ? Or art thou 

bold 
To deem me all unworthy to behold 
My brave forerunner ? " Thereupon he 

knit 
His rugged brows, the while his soul was 

lit 
To keen, impatient wrath. With trem- 
bling hands — 
But not for fear — Phorbas unloosed the 

bands. 
Studded with diamond points, which 

clasped the veil 
Close lo its place. The startled prince 

grew pale, 
As there, in all her fresh young grace, 

did shine 
The face of Daphles, with a smile di- 
vine. 
Into arch dimples rippling joyfully! 
Some faintly-pensive memory seemed to 

vie 
With deeper feelings, in the low, quick 

tone 
Wherewith the king spake, whispering 

to his own 
Half- wakened heart, — " Certes, it could 

not be. 
That she, who owned the glorious face I 

see, 
Bright with all brightness of a young 

delight. 
Yet pined and withered 'neath the fatal 

night 
Of starless grief!" To which, "Thy 

pardon, sire," 
The old man said, "but ere my life's 

low fire 
Hath quite gone out, I fain would free 

my sold 
Of that which long hath home me care 

and dole ; 
So, sovereign lord, list to the tale 1 tell ! " 
And therewithal did Phorbas deem it 

well 
To show how Daphles' darkened life did 

wane ; 
How love, first touched by doubt, soon 

changed to pain. 
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And, last, blank desolation, whose wild 

stress 
Wrecked and made bare her perfect 

loveliness, 
Overwhelming wit with beauty. * ' Still," 

said he, 
** O sire! to her last hour most tenderly 
She spake of thee, her twilight reason 

set 
On the sole thought, ^My love may love 

vie yet : 
For 7nan''s lore comes with knowledge, 

no I deem, 
Slow-hearted man^s ! * Ah, heaven ! she 

could not dream, 
But thy name filled her dreams. When 

madness stole 
Like a dread mist about her, and her 

soul, 
Woimd in its viewless cerement-folds 

accursed " 

" Madness! '' the king cried in a sharp 

outburst 
Of wild amazement : "madness! /have 

known 
The mad impatience of a willo'crgrown, 
When stenily thwarted in its fiery 

zeal. 
But dreamed not how these fairy creat- 
ures feel, 
These soft, frail-natured women, if, per- 
chance, 
Love turn on them a cold or lukewarm 

glance 
Of brief denial!" Then the impatient 

red, 
In a swift flood, — but not of anger, — 

spread 
O'er the king's face ; convulsed it seemed, 

and stem. 
But when from garrulous Phorbas he did 

learn 
How the queen's laurel wreath half bare 

became, 
The hot blood ebbed, and o'er its waning 

flame 
Coursed the first tear his warrior^.soul 

had shed. 
Kor could he rouse ai'ain the l:i tiluu.l 



Of ruder thoughts, but, thickly mutter- 
ing, laid 

On the fair ix)rtrait of the sovereign 
maid 

A reverent hand ; from 'midst the painted 
dome 

Of the great gallery forth he bore it 
home 

Unto the secret chamber of his rest; 

There next his couch he placed the beau- 
teous guest ; 

There feasted on its sweetness ; and since 
naught 

Of public import now did claim his 
thought. 

No fierce war threatened, no shrewd trea- 
ties pressed. 

Strangely the picture mastered him; it 
grew. 

As days, then weeks, and seasons, o'er 
him flew, 

A part, an inmost essence of all life, 

Which touclied to joy or thrilled to 
shuddering strife 

The soul's deep-seated issues: yet, at last. 

Stronger the fierce strife waxed ; the bliss 
w^as passed ; 

And, wheresoe'er the king went, night 
or day. 

One haunting phantom barred his 
doomed way ! 

But ere he reached the worst wild stage 

of woe, 
Through many a change of passion, swift 

or slow. 
The king passed downward, nearing 

treacherous death ; 
And thus it happed, our old- world legend 

saith: 

The more he gazed on Daphles' blooming 

face, 
All flushed with happy youth and Hebe 

grace. 
The more her mar\'ellous image seemed 

alive; 
He saw, or di earned he saw, the warm 

bloo.l strive, 
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In ruddier tide, with conscious hues to 

dye 
Her lovely brow and swan like neck, or 

vie 
With Sy^riau roses on her cheeks of 

flame ; 
The more he gazed, the more her lips 

became 
Instinct with timorous motion, till a 

sigh. 
New-bom of honeyed love unwittingly, 
Seemed hovering like a munnurous fairj-- 

bee 
About their rich, half-parted comeli- 
ness: 
"What slight breath softly stirs the truant 

tress, 
Which like a waif of sunset light did 

rest 
In wandering golden lustre on her 

breast ? 
And what dear thought her bosom gra- 
ciously 
Heaves into gentle billows, like a sea 
iMoon-kissed, and whispering ? Thus 

thekinj? would task 
Long hours with doting questions, when 

the mask 
Of dull state fonns and ceremonial 

play 
With wearied brain and hand was cast 

away, 
And he a dead maid's crafty image 

turned 
To breathing life, and blissful love that 

burned 
From her wild pulses and fond heart to 

his, 
And on her mouth lie pressed a bride- 
groom's kiss. 

Then the sweet spell was broken ; con- 
science spoke ; 

And in her burning depths pale memory 
woke. 

Even in that gentle shape his cold self- 
will 

Had strangely turned, and wrought him 
direful ill; 



Distempered, moody, sometimes nigh 

distraught 
With ceaseless pressure of one harrow- 
ing thought. 
He grew, and hapless thrills of lonely 

pain; 
Her picture, imaged on his heart and 

brain. 
Ruled all his tides of being, as the moon 
Draws changeful seas; now in a clear 

high noon 
Of memories bitter-sweet his soul woul I 

swim, 
Anon to sink in turbulent gulfs and dim 
Of wild regret, or as the dead to lie 
Locked in a mute, life-withering leth- 

arg>'. 
Creator sweet of all his fortunes high. 
Oh, that in Hades she could hear his 

cry 
Remorseful, and come back in pitying 

guise 
To ease his grief and calm his tortured 

sighs ! 
A thousand, thousand times this wild 

desire 
Would wake, and surge through all his 

veins like fire: 
Followed, alas, too soon, by such deep 

sense 
Of powerless will, and mortal impotence, 
As in red hurry up from soul to cheeks 
Runs rioting, and ever harshly seeks 
To dnig them into g-aunt, gray lines of 

carp ! 
Months sped eventless, with his dark 

despair 
Grown darker; till, one sad Xovember 

morn. 
Set to the rhythmic wail of winds for- 
lorn, 
They found, just where the moniing's 

shadowy gloom 
Had gathered deepest in the prince's 

room. 
His prostrate body, cold and turned in 

part 
T'pwards, — the blade's hilt glittering 

o'er his heart, 
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Where his own mad right arm had sent His desperate sieges grimly laughed to 



it home. 

Beneath him, in soft-tinted, fadeless 
bloom, 

Beneath him smiled the portrait he had 
torn 

Madly from off the wall, his wan face 
borne 

Next the clear brightness of that life- 
like one 

For whose fair sake he lay, at last un- 
done; 

But whose glad smile, could she have 
lived that hour. 

Had waned and withered inward, like a 
flower 

The stonu-wind blights, at stem re- 
venge, like this, 

Of love's cold scorn and passion's unpaid 
kiss. 



AETHIIA. 

It Is a sweet tradition, with a soul 

Of tenderest pathos ! Hearken, love ! — 

for all 
The sacred undercurrents of the heart 
Thrill to its cordial melSlc: 

Once, a chief, 
Philantus, king of Sparta, left the stem 
And bleak defiles of his unfruitfid 

land — 
Girt by a band of eager colonists — 
To seek new homes on fair Italian 

plains. 
Apollo's oracle had darkly spoken : 
** Wherever from cloudless skies a 

plenteous sfioieer 
Outpours, the Fates decree that ye should 

pause 
And rear your household deities!'* 

Racked by doubt 
Philantus traversed with his faithful 

band 
Full many a bounteous realm ; but still 

defeat 
Darkened his banners, and the strong- 
walled towns 



scorn ! 
Weighed down by anxious thoughts, one 

sultry eve 
The warrior — his rude helmet cast 

aside — 
Rested his weary head upon the lap 
Of his fair wife, who loved him ten- 
derly ; 
And there he drank a generous draught 

of sleep. 
She, gazing on his brow all worn witli 

toil 
And his dark locks, which pain had 

silvered over 
With glistening touches of a frosty 

rime, 
Wept on the sudden bitterly; her 

tears 
Fell on his face, and, wondering, he 

woke. 
"O blest art thou, my Aethra, my clear 

sky,'' 
He cried exultant, **from whose pitying 

blue 
A heart-rain falls to fertilize my fate: 
Lo! the deep riddle's solved — the gods 

spake tmth!" 

So the next night he stomied Tarehtum, 
took 

The enemy's host at vantage, and o'er- 
threw 

His mightiest captains. Thence with 
kindly sway 

He ruled those pleasant regions he had 
won, — 

But dearer even than his rich demesnes 

The love of her whose gentle tears un- 
locked 

The close-shut mystery of the Oracle 1 



BENE WED. 

Welcome, rippling sunshinel 
.Welcome, joyous air! 

Like a demon shadow 
Flies the gaunt despair I 
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Heaven, through heights of happy 
calm, 
Its heart of hearts uncloses, 
To win earth's answering love in 
halm, 
Her blushing thanks — in roses ! 

Voices from the pine-grove, 
Where the pheasant's drumming, 

Voices from the ferny hills 
Alive with insect humming; 



Voices low and sweet 

From the far-off stream, 
Where two rivulets meet 

With the munnur of a dream; 
Voices Idhd and free 
From every bush and tree. 
Of sportive forest bards outpouring songs 
of gladness ; 
But over them still 
With its passionate trill, 
The mock-bird's jocund madness! 




'Voices low and sweet 

From the far-off stream." 



Deep down the swampy brake 
Even the poison-snake. 
Uncoiled and basking in the noontide 
splendor, 
May feel, perchance on this auspicious 

day 
(All dark clouds rolled away). 
Through his stagnant blood. 
Warmed by the sunlight flood 
A faint, far sense. 
Coming he knows not whence. 
Of dim intelligence. — 
The thinnest conscious thrill that human 
is, and tender! 

Look! where on luminous wing 
The ether's stately king, 



The lone sea-eagle, circling proud and 
slow, 

Towers in the sapphire glow; 

From out whose dazzling beam. 
His resonant scream ; 

Heanl even here, — a note of fierce 
desire, — 

Hushes to silent awe the sylvan choir. 

Till bird and note in airy deeps up- 
drawn 

Are melting toward the dawn ! 

And hear! O! hear! 
Xo longer wildly terrible and drear, 
But as if merry pulses timed their 
beating. 
The frolic sea-waves near, 
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Danciug along like happy maidens 

playing 
When blithe love goes ** a-Maying," 
Anil wreaking on ihe shore their pant- 
ing blisses • 
In coy impulsive kisses; 
Whilst he — i)oor lUillanl — cannot catch 

nor hold them. 
Nor in his massive, earthen arms en- 

foM them. 
The laughing virjjin waves, so archly, 
swiftly fleeting! 
This subtle atmosphere, 
So magically clear. 
Melts, as it were upon uiy eager lip; 
From some iuvisilile goblet of delight 

Idly 1 sip and sip 
A wine so warm and golden 
(From some enchanted bin the wine 
was stolen), 
A wine so sweet and rare, 
Methinks a nobler birth 
Illuminates the eaith. 
And in my heart I hear a fairy singing; 
Yet well I know 'tis but my soul renewed, 

Rel)orn and bright. 
From grief and griefs nuilignant soli- 
tu;le! 
Yet well I know, Joy is the Oanymede, 
Who in my yearning need, 
Turns to a cordial rich tlu^ balmy air; 
And 'tis but Hope's, divinest Hope's 

return. 
Which makes my inmost spirit throb 
and biu'u. 
And Hope's triumphant song, 
So sweet and strong. 
That all creation scrms with that weirti 
nui>ii' ringing! 



KJtlS/iXA 
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And where he sat beneath the mystic 

stars, 
Xigh the twin founts of Immortality, 
That feed fair channels of the Stream 

of Trance. — 



To Krishna once his three handmaidens 

came, 
Asking a boon ; " O king! O lord ! " they 

said, 
**Test thou thy servants' wisdon\; long 

in dreams. 
Bom of the waters of thy Stream of 

Trance, 
Have we, thy fond handmaidens wan- 
dered f rt»e. 
And lapped in airiest wreaths of fantasy: 
Now would we, viewless, bearing each 

some gift 
From thee, our father, seek the world of 

man. 
The world of man and pain, which 

whoso leaves 
Better or brighter, for thy gift bestowed 
Most worthily, shall claim thy just re- 
ward, 
The Crown of Wisdom!" Krishna 

heanl, ami gave 
To each one tiny drop of diamond dew, 
Drawn from the founts that feed the 

Stream of Trance, 
Wherewith, on waftage of miraculous 

wmds, 
Bi-eathing full south, they sought the 

world of man. 
The world of man and pain, that shrank 

in drought, 
Palsied and withered, like an old man's 

face 
Death-smitten. 

And the first liandmaiden saw 
A monarch's fountain, sparkling in the 

waste. 
Glowing and fresh, though all the land 

w.is sick. 
Gasping for rain, and famished thou- 
sands died: 
**0 brave," she said, "O In^autiful 

bright waves! 
Like calls to like;" and so her dewdrop 

glanceil. 
And glittered downwanl as a fairy star 
Loosed from a tress of Cassiopeia's hair, 
Down to the glorious fountain of the king 
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Over the passionless bosom of the 

sea. 
The Indian Sea, cenilean, cn'stal-clear, 
And calm, the second handniaid, hover- 
ing, viewed — 
Far through the tangled sea-weed and 

cool tides 
Pulsing 'twixt coral branches — the wide 

lips 
Of purpling shells that yearned to clasp 

a pearl : 
vSo where the oyster, blindly reared, 

awaits 
Its priceless soul — she lets the dewdrop 

fall, 
Thenceforth to grow a jewel fit for 

courts, 
And shine on swanlike necks of haughty 

queens ! 

But Krishna's third handmaiden scarce 

had felt 
The fume from i>arched plains that made 

the air 
As one vast caldron of invisible fire, 
Than casting downward pitiful eyes, she 

saw, 
Crouched in the brazen cere of that red 

heat, 
A tiny bird — a poor, weak, suffering 

thing 
(Its bright eyes glazed, its limbs con- 
vulsed and prone), — 
Dying of thirst In torture: "Ah, kind 

Lord 
Krishna," his handmaid murmured, 

** speed thy gift, 
Best yielded here, to soothe, percliance 

to save 
The lowliest mortal creature cursed with 

pain!" 
Gently she shook the dewdrop from lier 

palm 
Into the silent throat that thirst had 

sealed. 
Soon silent, sealed no more, — for, lo! 

the bird 
Fluttered, arose, was strengthened, and 

through calms 



Of happy ether, echoing fair and far, 
Rang the channed music of the nightin- 
gale. 

And so, where crowned beneath the 

mystic stars. 
Nigh the twin founts of immortality, 
Krishna, the father, saw what ruth was 

hers. 
And, smiling, to his wise handmaiden's 

rule 
Gave the great storm-clouds and the 

mists of heaven. 
Till at her voice the mighty vapors 

rolled 
Uj) from the mountain-gorges, and the 

seas. 
And cloudland darkened, and the grate- 
ful rain, 
Bunlened with benedictions, iiished and 

foamed 
Down the hot channels, and the foliaged 

hills. 
And the frayed lips and languid limbs 

of flowers; 
And all the woodlands laughed, and 

earth was glad ! 



UXDEli THE PIXE. 

TO THE MRMORV OF HENRY TIMBOD. 

The same majestic pine is lifted high 

Against the twilight sky, 
The same low, melancholy music grieves 

Amid the topmost leaves. 
As when I watched, and mused, and 
dreamed with him, 

Beneath these shadows dim. 

O Tree! hast thou no memory at thy 
core 
Of one who comes no more ? 
Xo yearning memory of those scenes 
that were 
So richly calm and fair, 
When the last rays of sunset, shimmer- 
ing down. 
Flashed like a royal crown ? 
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And he, with hand outstretched and 


But speaks of him, and seems to bring 


eyes ablaze, 


once more 


Looked forth with burning gaze, 


The joy, t\\e love of yore; 


And seemed to drink the sunset like 


But most when breathed from out the 


strong wine. 


sunset-land 


Or, hushed in trance divine, 


The sunset airs are bland, 


Hailed the first shy and timorous glance 


That blow between the twilight and the 


from far 


night. 


Of evening's virgin star? 


Ere yet the stars are bright; 


Tree! against thy mighty tnmk he 


For then that quiet eve comes back to 


laid 


me, 


His weary heal ; thy shade 


When, deeply, thrillingly. 


Stole o'er him like the first cool spell of 


He spake of lofty hopes which vanquish 


sleep: 


Death; 


It brought a peace mo deep 


And on his mortal breath 


The unquiet passion died from out his 


A language of immortal meanings hung, 


eyes. 


That fired his heart and tongue. 


As lightning f mm stilled skies. 






For then unearthly breezes stir and 


And in that calm he loved to rest, and 


sigh. 


hear 


Munnuring, "Look up ! 'tis I: 


The soft wind-angels, clear 


Thy friend is near thee! Ah, thou 


And sweet, among the uppermost 


canst not see!" 


branches sighing: 


And through the sacred tree 


Voices he heard replying 


Passes what seems a wild and sentient 


(Or so he dreamed) far up the mystic 


thrill - 


height. 


Passes, and all is still! — 


And pinions rustling light. 






Still as the grave which holds his tran- 


OTree! have not his poet-touch, his 


quil form, 


dreams 


Hushed after many a storm, — 


So full of heavenly gleams. 


Still as the calm that crowns his marble 


Wrought through the folded dullness of 


brow. 


thy bark, 


No pain can wrinkle now, — 


And all thy nature dark 


Still as the peace — pathetic peace of 


Stirred to slow throbbings, and the flut- 


God — 


tering fire 


That wraps the holy sod, 


Of faint, imknown desire ? 






Where every flower from our dead min- 


At least to me there sweeps no rugged 


strel's dust 


ring 


Should bloom, a type of trust, — 


That girds the forest-king 


That faith which waxed to wings of 


Ko immemorial stain, or awful rent 


heavenward might 


(The mark of tempest spent). 


To bear his soul from night, — 


No delicate leaf, no lithe bough, vine- 


That faith, dear Christ! whereby we 


o'ergrown, 


pray to meet 


No distant, flickering cone. 


His spirit at God's feet! 
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^A DREAM OF THE SOUTH WlXDiJ.'^j 

O FRESU, how fresh and fair 
Through the crystal gulfs of air, 
The fairy South Wind floateth on her 
subtle wings of balm ! 
And the green earth lapped in bliss, 
To the magic of her kiss 
Seems yearning upward fondly through 
tlie golden-crested calm ! 

From the distant Tropic strand. 
Where the billows, bright and bland. 
Go creeping, curling round the palms 
with sweet, faint undertune 
From its fields of purpling flowers 
Still wet with fragrant showers, 
The happy South Wind lingering sweeps 
the royal blooms of June. 

All heavenly fancies rise 
On the perfume of her sighs, 
Which steep the inmost spirit in a lan- 
guor rare and fine, 
And a peace more pure than sleep^s 
Unto dim, half-conscious deeps, 
Transports me, lulled and dreaming, on 
its twilight tides divine. 

Those dreams ! ah mc ! the splendor. 
So mystical and tender, 
Wherewith like soft heat-lightnings 
they gird their meaning round. 
And those waters, calling, calling. 
With a nameless chaiin enthralling. 
Like the ghost of music melting on a 
rainbow spray of sound ! 

Touch, touch me not, nor wake me, 
Lest grosser thoughts o'ertake me. 
From earth receding faintly with her 
dreary din and jars, — 
What viewless arms caress me ? 
What whispered voices bless me. 
With welcomes dropping dewlike from 
the weird and wondrous stars ? 

Alas I dim, dim, and dimmer 
Grows the preternatural glimmer 
Of that trance the South Wind brought 
me on her subtle wings of balm, 



For behold! its spirit flieth, 
And its fairy murmur dieth, 
And the silence closing round me is a 
dull and soidless calm ! 



ly THE MIST. 

More fearful grows the hillside way. 
The gloom no softening breeze hath 
kissed ! 
I glance far upward to the day. 
But scarce can catch one faltering ray 
From out the mist! 

Ah, heaven! to think youth's morning 
prime, 
All flushed with rose and amethyst. 
Its tender loves, its hopes sublime, 
Should shrink to this dull twilight-time 
Of cold and mist! 

No tranquil evening hour descends. 
When peace with memory holds her 
ti7st. 
But doubt with prescient terror blends, 
And grief her mournful curfew sends 
Along the mist! 

Weird shapes and wild, stalk strangely 
by, 
And say, what bodeful voices hissed 
Where yonder blasted pine-trimks lie ? 
What mystic phantoms shuddering fly 
Far down the mist ? 

Dark omens all! they bid me stay, 
Unsheathe resolve, pause, strive, re- 
sist 
That poisonous charm which haimts my 

way; 
Alas ! the fiend, more bold than they. 
Still rules the mist ! 

And now from gulfs of turbulent gloom 
A torrent's threatening thmider; — 
list! 
That ravening roar! that hungry boom! 
Down, down I pass to meet my doom 
Within the mist! 
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A SUMMER MOOD. 

"Now, by my faith a gruesome mood, for 
summer ! " — Tuomab Ueyward (1597). 

Ah, me ! for evermore, for evermore 
These human hearts of ours must 
yearn and sigh, 
While down the dells and up the mur- 
murous shore 
Nature renews her immortality. 

The heavens of June stretch calm and 
bland above, 
June roses blush with tints of Orient 
skies, 
But we, by graves of joy, desire, and 
love, 
Mouni in a world which breathes of 
Paradise ! 

The sunshine mocks the tears it may 
not dry, 
The breezes — tricksy couriers of the 
air — 
Child-roisterei*s winged, and lightly flut- 
tering by — 
Blow their gay trumpets in the face 
of care ; 

And bolder winds, the deep sky's pas- 
sionate speech. 
Woven into rhythmic raptures of de- 
sire, 
Or fugues of mystic vi(»tory, sadly reach 
Our humbled souls, to rack, not raise 
them higher I 

The field-birds seem to twit us as they 
pass 
With their small blisses, pipetl so clear 
and loud; 
The cricket triumphs o'er us in the grass, 
And the lark, glancing beamlike up 
the cloud, 

Sings us to scorn with liis keen rhapso- 
dies; 
Small things and great unconscious 
tauntings bring 



To edge our cares , whilst we, the proud 
and wise, 
Envy the insect* s joy, the birdling's 
wing! 

And thus for evermore, till time shall 
cease, 
Man's soul and Xature's — each a sep- 
arate sphere — 
Revolve, the one in discord, one in 
peace. 
And who shall make the solemn mys- 
tery clear ? 



MIDNIGHT. 

The Moon, a ghost of her sweet self, 
And wading through a watery cloud, 
Which wraps her lustre like a shroud, 

Creeps up the gray, funereal sky. 
Wearily! how wearily! 

The Wind, with low, bewildered wail 
A homeless spirit, sadly lost. 
Sweeps shuddering o'er the pallid 
frost, 
And faints afar, with heart-sick sigh, 
Drearily! how drearily! 

And now a deathly stillness falls 
On earth and heaven, save when the 

shrill. 
Malignant owl o'er heath and hill 
Smites the wan silence with a cry, 
Eerily ! how eeiily ! 



THE nOSSY BliOWX HAND. 

On, drearily, how drearily, the sombre 
eve comes down ! 
And wearily, how wearily, the seaward 
breezes blow ! 
But place your little hand in mine — so 
dainty, yet so brown! 
For househohl toil hath worn away its 
rosy-tinted snow; 
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But I fold It, wife, the nearer, 
And I feel, ray love, 'tis dearer 
Than all dear things of earth, 
As I watch the pensive gloaming, 
And my wild thoughts cease from 
roaming, 
And birdlike furl their pinions close be- 
side our peaceful hearth : 
Then rest your little hand in mine, while 

twilight shimmers down, — 
That little hand, that fervent hand, that 

hand of bonny brown, — 
The hand that holds an honest heart, 
and rules a happy hearth. 

Oh, merrily, how merrily, our children's 
voices rise! 
And cheerily, how cheerily, their tiny 
footsteps fall ! 
But, hand, you must not stir awhile, for 
there our nestling lies. 
Snug in the cradle at your side, the 
loveliest far of all ; 
And she looks so arch and airy. 
So softly pure a fairy, — v 

She scarce seems bomid to earth; 
And her dimpled mouth keeps 

smiling. 
As at some child fay's beguiling. 
Who flies from Ariel realms to light her 

slumbers on the hearth. 
Ha, little hand, you yearn to move, and 

smooth the bright locks down ! 
But, little hand, — but, trembling hand, 

— but, hand of bonny brown. 
Stay, stay with me I — she will not flee, 
our birdling on the hearth. 

Oh, flittingly, how flittingly, the parlor 
shadows thrill. 
As wittingly, half wittingly, they seem 
to pulse and pass ! 
And solemn somids arc on the wind that 
sweeps the haunted hill. 
And murmurs of a ghostly bi'eath from 
out the graveyard grass. 
Let me feel your glowing fingers 
In a clasp that warms and lingers 
With the full, fond love of earth. 



Till the joy of love's completeness 
In this flush of fireside sweetness. 
Shall brim our hearts with spirit-wine, 

outpoured beside the hearth. 
So steal your little hand in mine, while 

twilight falters down, — 
That little hand, that fervent hand, that 

hand of bonny brown, — 
The hand which points the path to 

heaven, yet makes a heaven of 

earth. 



SONyETS. 
THE COTTAGE OX THE HILL. 

On a steep hillside, to all airs that blow. 
Open, and open to the varying sky. 
Our cottage homestead, smiling tran- 
quilly. 
Catches inom's earliest and eve's latest 

ilepfe/ far from worldly strife, and 
' pompous show, 

Th6 peaceful seasons glide serenely by, 

Fulfil their missions, and as calmly die, 

As weaves on quiet shores when winds 
are low. 

Fields, lonely paths, the one small glim- 
mering rill 

That twinkles like a wood-fay's mirth 
f ul eye, 

Under moist bay-leaves, clouds fantas- 
tical 

That float and change at the light 
breeze's will, — 

To me, thus lapped in sylvan luxury, 

Are more tlian death of kings, or 
empires' fall. 



NOVEMBER. 

Within the deep-blue eyes of Heaven a 
haze 

Of saddened passion dims their tender 
light. 

For that her fair queen-child, the Sum- 
mer bright, 
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Lies a wan corse amidst her mouldering j And near me, wliere the wild ** queen 

bays : j fairies ' ' * bum, 

The sullen Autumn lifts no voice of > The thrush's bridal imssion, warm and 

praise I soft! 

To herald Winter's cold and cruel ' 

might, i 

But winds foreboding fill the desolate • poet8. 



night, 

And die at dawning down wild wood- 
land ways : 

The sovereign sun at noonday smileth 
colJ, 

As through a shroud he hath no power 



Some thunder on the heights of song, 

their race 
Godlike in power, while others at their 

feet 
Are breathing measures scarce U*ss 

strong and sweet 



to part, I Than those which peal from out that 

While huddled flocks crouch listless I loftiest place; 

round their fold; \ Meantime, just midway on the mount. 

The mock-bird's dumb, no more with i his face 

cheerful dart ; Fairer than April heavens, when storms 

Upsoars the lark through morning's | retreat, 

quivering gold, | And on their edges rain and sunshine 

And dumb or dead, methinks, great I meet. 

Nature's heart! Pipes the soft lyrist lays of tender 

I grace ; 

SYLVAN MisiNGS. - IN MAY. ^ut where the Mopes of bright Parnasstis 

sweep 

Couched in cool shadow, girt by ! Near to the common ground, a various 

billo\\7 swells j throng 
Of foliage, rippling into buds and \ Chant lowlier measures, — yet each tune- 
flowers, I f ul strain 
Here I repose o'erfanned by breezy | (The silvery minor of earth's i>erfect 

bowers, — | song) 

Lulled by a delicate stream whose ; Blends with that music of the topmost 

nnisic wells j ste^pp, 

Tender and low through those luxuriant , O'er whose vast realm the master mm- 

dells, j strels reign ! 

Wherefrom a single broad-leaved chest- ! 

nut towers ; — | 

I SONNET 

Still musing in the long, lush, languid i ^ . 

hours, — , Behold! how weirdly, wonderfully 
As in a dream I heard the tinkling 

bells 
Of far-off kine, glimpsed through the 

verdurous sheen, 



Blent with faint bleatings from the dis- and bland. 



grand 
The shades and colors of yon sunset sky! 
Kare isles of light in crimson oceans lie. 
Whose airy waves seem rippling, bright 



ITp the soft slopes of many a mystic 
strand, — 



tant croft, — 
The bee-thronga murmurous in the 

golden fern. 
The wood-doves veiled by depths of 1 • "Queen fairy," the name given popularly 

flickering green, — to an exquisite Southern wild flower. 
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While luminous capes, and mountains 

towering high 
In golden pomp and proud regality, 
Overlook the frontier of tliat fairy land. 
But now, in transformations swift and 

strange 
The vision changes! Castles glittering 

fair, 



And sapphire battlements of loftiest 

range 
Commingle with vast spire and gorgeous 

dome. 
Round which the sunset rolls its pui-pUng 

foam. 
Girding this transient Venice of the 

air. 




"Upvelled In yonder dim ethereal sea, 
lt« airy towers the work of phantom spells, 
A viewless belfry tolls its wizard bells." 



THE PHANTOM BELLS. 

XJPVEILED in yonder dim ethereal sea. 
Its airy towers the work of phantom 

spells, 
A viewless belfry tolls its wizard bells, 
Pealed o'er this populous earth perpet- 
ually. 
Some hear, some hear them not; but 
aye they be 



Laden with one strange note that sinks 
or swells, 

Now dread as doom, now gentle as fare- 
wells. 

Time's dirge borne ever toward eternity. 

Each hour its measured breath sobs out 
and dies, 

While the bell tolls its requiem, — 

The sole sad burden of their long refrain. 
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Still, with those hours each pang, each 

pleasure flies, 
Brief sweet, brief bitter, — all our days 

are vain, 
Knolled into drear forgetf ulness at last. 

THE LIFE-FOREST. 

In springtime of our youth, life's pur- 
pling shade, 

Foliage and fruit, do hang so thickly 
round. 

We seem glad tenants of enchanted 
ground, 

0*er which for aye dream-whispering 
winds have played. 

Then summer comes, her full-blown 
charm is laid 

On all the forest aisles; from bound to 
bound 

Floats woodland music, and the silvery 
sound 

Of fountains babbling to the golden 
glade. 

Next, a chill breath, the breath of Au- 
tumn's doom 

Strips the fair sylvan branches, one by 
one, 

Till the bare landscape broadens to our 
view; 

Behind, black tree boles blot the twilight 
blue, 

Before, unfoliaged, bald of light and 
bloom. 

Our pathway darkens towards the dark- 
ening sun I 

CLOrD FANTASIES. 

Wild, rapid, dark, like dreams of threat- 
ening doom, 

Low cloud-racks scud before the level 
wind ; 

Beneath them, the bare moorlands, 
blank and blind. 

Stretch, mournful, through pale lengths 
of glimmering gloom ; 

Afar, grand mimic of the sea waves' 
boom, 



Hollow, yet sweet as if a Titan pined 

O'er deathless woes, yon mighty wood, 
consigned 

To autumn's blight, bemoans its 
perished bloom; 

The dim air creeps with a vague shud- 
dering thrill 

Down from those monstrous mists the 
sea-gale brings. 

Half formless, inland, poisoning earth 
and sky ; 

Most from yon black cloud, shaped like 
vampire wings 

O'er a lost angel's visage, deathly-still, 

Uplifted toward some dread eternity. 

SONNET. 

I FEAR thee not, O Death ! nay, oft I pine 
To clasp thy passionless bosom to mine 

own, 
And on thy heart sob out my latest 

moan, 
Ere lapped and lost in thy strange sleep 

divine; 
But much I fear lest that chill breath of 

thine 
Shoidd freeze all tender memories into 

stone, — 
Lest ruthless and malign Oblivion 
Quench the last spark tluit lingers on 

love's shrine: 
O God! to moulder through dark, date- 
less years, 
Tlie while all loving ministries shall 

cease. 
And time assuage the fondest mourner's 

tears! 
Here lies the sting!— this, i/zwitis todie! 
And yet great nature rounds all strife 

with peace, 
And life or death, each rests in mystery ! 



Of all the woodland flowers of earlier 

spring. 
These golden jasmines, each an air-hung 

bower. 
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Meet for the Queen of Fairies' tiring 
hour, 

»eem loveliest and most fair in blossom- 
ing; 

IIow yonder mock-bird thrills his fer- 
vid wing 

And long, lithe throat, where twinkling 
flower on flower 

Rains the globed dewdrops down, a dia- 
mond shower, 

0*er his brown head poised as in act to 
sing; 

Lol the swift sunshine floods the flowery 
urns, 

Girding their delicate gold with match- 
less light, 

Till the blent life of bough, leaf, blossom, 
burns ; 

Then, then outbursts the mock-bird clear 
and loud, 

Ilalf-drunk with perfume, veiled by ra- 
diance bright, 

A star of music in a fiery cloud ! 



FIRE-PICTURES. 

O! THE rolling, rushing fire! 
01 the fire! 
' How it rages, wilder, higher, 
Like a hot heart's fierce desire, 
Thrilled with passion that appalls us, 
Half appalls, and yet enthralls us, 
O! tlie madly mounting fire! 

Up it sweepeth, — wave and quiver, — 
Roaring like an angry river, — 

^ O! the fire! 
Which an earthquake backward tumeth, 
Backward o'er its riven courses. 
Backward to its mountain sources, 
While the blood-red sunset bumeth, 
Like a Grod's face grand with ire, 
O! the bursting, billowy fire! 

Now the sombre smoke-clouds thicken 
To a dim Plutonian night; — 

O! the fire! 
How its flickering glories sicken, 



Sicken at the blight! 
Pales the flame, and spreads the vapor, 
Till scarce larger than a taper. 
Flares the waning, struggling light: 
O ! thou wan, faint-hearted tire, 

Sadly darkling. 

Weakly sparkling. 
Rise! assert thy might! 

Aspire! aspire! 

At the word, a vivid lightning, 

Threatening, swaying, darting, bright- 
ening, 

Where the loftiest yule-log towers, — 
Bursts once more, 

Sudden bursts the awakened fire ; 
Hear it roar! 

Roar, and mount high, high, and higher, 
Till beneath. 

Only here and there a wreath 

Of the passing smoke-cloud lowers, — 
Ha! the glad, victorious fire! 

O! the fire! 

How it changes. 

Changes, ranges 
Through all phases fancy-wrought, 
Changes like a wizard thought; 
See Vesuvian lavas rushing 
'Twixt the rocks! the ground asunder 
Shivers at the earthquake's thunder; 
And the glare of Hell is flushing 
Startled hill-top, quaking town ; 
Temples, statues, towers go down. 
While beyond that lava flood. 
Dark-red like blood, 
I behold the children fleeting 
Clasped by many a frenzied hand ; 
What a flight, and what a meeting, 
On the ruined strand ! 

O! theflre! 
Eddying higher, higher, higher 
From the vast volcanic cones ; 
O ! the agony, the groans 
Of those thousands stifling there! 
" Fancy," say you ? but how near 
Seem the anguish and the fear ! 
Swelling, turbulent, pitiless fire: 
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'Tis a mad northeastern breeze 


Sits a toper, stout and yellow, 


Raving o'er the prairie seas; 


Blinking o'er his steamy bowl; 


How, like living things, the grasses 


Hugely drinking, 


Tremble as the storm-breath passes, 


Slyly winking, 


Ere the flames' devouring magic 


As the pot-house Hebe passes. 


Coils about their golden splendor, 


With a clink and clang of glasses; 


And the tender 


Ha! 'tis plain, the stout old fellow — 


Glory of the mellowing fields 


As his wont is — waxes mellow, 


To the wild destrayer yields; 


Nodding 'twixt ea(!h dreamy leer, 


Dreadful waste for flowering blooms. 


Swaying in his elbow chair. 


Desolate darkness, like the tomb's, 


Next to one, — a portly peasant. — 


Over which there broods the while, 


Pipe in hand, whose swelling cheek, 


Instead of daylight's happy smile. 


Jolly, i-ubicund, and sleek. 


A pall malign and tragic! 


Puffs above the blazing coal ; 




While his heavy, half-shut, eyes 


Marvellous fire ! 


Watch the smoke-wreaths evanescent, 


Changing, ranging 


Eddying lightly as they rise. 


Through all phases fancy-wrought. 


Eddying lightly and aloof 


Changing like a charmed thought; 


Toward the great, black, oaken roof I 


A stir, a murmur deep, 




Like airs that rustic over jungle-reeds, 


Dreaming still, from out the fire 


Where the gaunt tiger breathes but half 


Faces grinning and grotesque. 


asleep; 


Flash an eery glance upon me; 


A bodeful stir, — 


Or, once more, methinks 1 sun me 


And then the victim of his own piu^e 


On the breadths of happy plain 


deeds, 


Sloping towards the southern main. 


I mark the mighty fire 


Wliere the inmost soul of shadow 


Clasps in its cniel palms a martyr-saint, 


Wins a golden heat, 


Chiist's faithful worshipper; 


And the hill-side and the meadow 


One mortal cry affronts the pitying day, 


(Where the vines and clover meet. 


One ghastly arm uplifts itself to heav- 


Twining round the virgins' feet, 


en — 


While the natural arabesque 


When the swart smoke is riven, — 


Of the foliage grouped above them 


Ere the last sob of anguish dies away, 


Droops, as if the leaves did love them, 


The worn limbs droop and faint. 


Over brow, and lips, and eyes) 


And o'er those reverend hairs, silvery 


Gleam whh hints of Paradise! 


and hoary. 




Settles the semblance of a crown of 


Ah! thefii-e! 


glory. 


Gently glowing. 




Fairly flowing, 


Tireless fire! 


Like a rivulet rippling deep 


Changing, i-anging 


Through the meadow-lands of sleep, 


Through all phases fancy-wrought, 


Bordered where its music swells, 


Changing like a Protean thought; 


By the languid lotos-bells. 


Here's a glowing, warm interior, 


And the twilight asphodels; 


A Dutch tavern, rich and rosy 


Mingled with a richer boon 


With deep color, — sill and floor 


Of queen-lilies, each a moon, 


Dazzling as the white seashore. 


Orbed into white completeness; 


Where within his armchair cozy 


O I the perfume ! the rare sweetness 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 




Digitized by VjOOQ IC 




Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FIRE-PICTURES. 



113 



Of those grouped and fairy flowers, 

Over which the love-lorn hours 

Linger, — not alone for them, 

Though the lotos swings its stem 

With a lulling stir of leaves, — 

Though the lady-lily waves. 

And a silvery undertune 

From some mystic v/ind-song grieves 

Dainty sweet amid the bells 

Of the twilight asphodels ; 

But because a charm more rare 

Glorifies the mellow air. 

In the gleam of lifted eyes, 

In the tranquil ecstasies 

Of two lovei*s, leaf-embowered, 

Lingering there. 
Each of whose fair lives hath flowered, 
Like the lily-petals finely, 
Like the asphodel divinely. 

Titan arches ! 

Titan spires ! 
Pillars whose vast capitals 
Tower toward Cyclopean halls. 
And whose unknown bases pierce 
Down the nether universe ; 
Countless coruscations glimmer, 
(Jlow and darken, wane and shimmer, 
'Twixt majestic standards, swooping, — 
Like the wings of some strange bird 
liy mysterious currents stirred 
Of great winds, — or darkly drooping, 
In a hush sublime as death, 
>Vhen the conflict's quivering breath 
Sobs its gory life away, 
At the close of fateful marches, 
On an empire's natal day: 
Countless coruscations glimmer. 
Glow and darken, wane and shimmer, 
Round the shafts, and round the walls, 
Whence an ebon splendor falls 
On the scar-seamed, angel bands, — 

( Desolate bands ! ) 
Grasping in their ghostly hands 
Weapons of an antique rage. 
From some lost, celestial age. 
When the serried throngs were hurled 
Blasted to the under world : 
Shattered spear-heads, broken brands. 



And the mammoth, moonlike shields, 
Blazoned on their lurid fields. 
With uncoutli, malignant forms. 

Glowering, wild. 
Like the huge cloud-masses piled 
Up a Heaven of storms ! 

Ah, the faint and flickering fire! 

Ah, the fire! 
Like a yoimg man's transient ire. 
Like an old man's last desire, 
Lo! it falters, dies! 
Still, through weary, half-closed lashes, 

Still I see. 
But brokenly, but mistily, 

Fall and rise, 

Rise and fall. 
Ghosts of shifting fantasy; 
Now the embers, smouldered all, 
Sink to ruin; sadder dreams 
Follow on their vanished gleams; 
Wailingly the spirits call, 
Spirits on the night-winds solemn. 
Wraiths of happy Hopes that left me; 
(Cruel! why did ye depart ? ) 
Hopes that sleep, their youthful riot 
Merg^.d in an awful quiet. 
With the heavy grief-moulds pressed 
On each pallid, pulseless breast. 
In that graveyard called the heart. 

Stem and lone. 
Needing no memorial stone, 
And no blazoned column : 

Let them rest ! 

Let them rest! 
Yes, 't is useless to remember 
May-morn in the mirk December; 
Still, O Hopes! because ye were 
Beautiful, and strong, and fair. 
Nobly brave, and sweetly bright. 

Who shall dare 
Scorn me, if through moistened lashes, 
Musing by my hearthstone blighted. 
Weary, desolate, benighted, — 
I, because those sweet Hopes left me, 
I, because my fate bereft me, 

Mourn ray dead. 

Mourn, — and shed 
Hot tears in the ashes ? 
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O Love, it is our wedding day ! 

This mom, — liow swift the seasons 
flee ! — 
A virgin morn of cloudless May, 

You gave your loyal hand to me, 
Your dainty hand, clasped sweet and sure 
As Love's sweet self, for evennore! 

Love, it is our wedding-day. 

And memory flies from now to then ; 

1 mark the soft heat-lightning play 
Of hlushes o'er your cheek again, 

And shy hut fond foreshadowings rise 
Of tranquil joy in tender eyes. 

O Love, it is our wedding-day; 

The very rustling of your dress, 
The trembling of your arm that lay 

On mine, with timorous happiness, 
Your fluttered breath and faint foot- 
fall,— 
Ah, sweet, I hear, 1 see them all! 

O Love, it is our wedding-day. 
And backwai-d Time's strange current 
rolls, 

Till life's and love's auspicious May 
Once more is blooming in oiu* souls, 

And larklike, swell the songs of hope. 

Your blissful bridal horoscope. 

O Love, it is our wedding-day, — 

Yet say, did those fair hopes but sing. 
Lapped in the tuneful mom of May, 
To die or droop on faltering wing. 
When noontide heats and evening 

chills 
Made pale the flowers and veiled the 
hills ? 

O Love, it is our wedding-day. 
And none of those glad hopes of 
youth. 

Thrilled to its height, outpoured a lay 
To match our future's simple truth : 

Though deep the joy of vow and shrine, 

Our wedded calm is more divine! 



OLove, it is our wedding-day! 

Life's summer, with slow-waning 
beam. 
Tints the near autumn's cloud-land gray 

To softness of a fairy dream. 
Whence peace by nnising pathos kissed. 
Smiles through a veil of golden mist, 

O Love, it is our wediling-day; 

The conscious winds ai*e whispering 
low 
Those passionate secrets of the M ly 

Fraught with your kisses long ai;(); 
Warm memories of our years remote 
Are trembling in the mock-bird's throat. 

O Love, it is our vvedding-tlay, — 
And not a thrush in woodland bowers, 

And not a rivulet's silvery lay, 
Nor tiny bee-song 'mid the flowers, 

Xor any voice of land or sea. 

But deepens love to ecstasy ! 

Our wedding-day ! The soul's noont ide ! 

In these rare words at watchful rest 
What sweet, melodious meanings hide 

Like birds within one balmy nest. 
Each quivering with an impulse strong 
To flood all heaven and earth with song ! 



FUOM THE WOODS. 

Why should I, with a mournful, mor- 
bid spleen. 
Lament that here, in this half-desert 
scene. 
My lot is placed ? 
At least the poet-winds are bold ami 

loud, — 
At least the sunset glorifies the cloud. 
And forests old and proud 
Rustle their verdurous banners o'er the 
waste. 

Perchance 'tis best that I, whose Fate's 
eclipse 

Seems final, — I, whose sluggish life- 
wave slips 
Languid away, — 
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Should here, within these lowly walks, 

apart 
From the fierce throbbings of the pop- 
ulous mart, 
Commuru* with mine own heart, 
While Wisdom blooms from buried 
IIojKi's decay. 

Nature, though wild her forms, sus- 
tains me still; 
The founts are musical, — the barren 
hill 
(ilows with strange lights; 
Through solemn pine-groves the small 

rivulets fleet 
Sparkling, as if a Naiad's silvery feet 
In ciuick and coy retreat, 
Glance J through the star-gleams on calm 
summer nights; 

And the great sky, the royal heaven 

above. 
Darkens with storms or melts with 
Inies of love ; 
While far remote, 
Just where the sunlight smites the 

woods with fire. 
Wakens the multitudinous sylvan 
choir; 
Their innocent love's desire 
Poured in a rill of song from each liar- 
monious throat. 

My walls are crumbling, but immortal 

looks 
Smile on me here from faces of rare 
books : 
Shakspeare consoles 
My heart with true philosopliies ; a 

balm 
Of spiritual dews from humbler song 
or psalm 
Fills me with tender calm, 
Or through hushed heavens of soul Mil- 
ton's deep thunder rolls! 

And more than all, o'er shattered 

wrecks of Fate. 
The relics of a happier time and state, 
My nobler life 



Shines on unquenched! O deathless 

love that lies 
In the clear midnight of those passion- 
ate eyes I 
Joy waneth ! Fortune flies ! 
What then? Thou still art here, soul of 
my soul, my Wife! 



DOLCE FAU XIENTE. 

Let the world roll blindly on! 
(iive me shadow, give me sun, 
And a perfumed eve as this is : 

Let me lie. 

Dreamfully, 
When the last quick sunbeams shiver 
Spears of light athwart the river. 
And a breeze, which seems the sigh 
Of a fairy floating by. 

Coyly kisses 
Tender leaf and feathered grasses; 
Yet so soft its breathing passes. 
These tall ferns, just glhnmeringo'er me, 
Blending goldenly before me, 

Hardly quiver! 

I liave done with worldly scheming, 
Mocking show and hollow seeming! 

Let me lie 

Idly here, 
Lapped in lulling waves of air. 
Facing full the sha<lowy sky. 
Fame! — the very sound is dreary, — 
Shut, O soul ! thine eyelids weary. 
For all nature's voices say, 
*' 'Tis the close — the close of day, 
Thought and grief have had their sway : " 
Now Sleep bares her balmy breast, — 

Whispering low 
(Low as moon-set tides that flow 
Up still beaches far away ; 
While, from out the lucid West, 
Flutelike winds of murmurous breath 
Sink to tender-panting death), 
" On my bosom take thy rest; 
(Care and grief have had their day!) 
'Tis the hour for dreaming, 
Fragrant rest, elysian dreaming!" 
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CAMBYSES AND THE MACROBIAX 
BOW. 

One mom, hard by a slumberous stream- 
let's wave, 
The plane-trees stirless in the unbreath- 

ing calm, 
And all the lush-red roses drooped in 

dream. 
Lay King Cambyses, idle as a cloud 
That waits the wind, — aimless of thought 

and will, — 
But with vague evil, like the lightning's 

bolt 
Ere yet the electric death be forged to 

smite, 
Seething at heart. His courtiers ringed 

him round, 
Whereof was one who to his comrades' 

ears, 
With bated breath and wonder-archM 

brows, 
Extolled a certain Bactrian's matchless 

skill 
Displayed in bowcraft: at whose mar- 
vellous feats, 
Eagerly vaunted, the King's soul grew 

hot 
With en\7, for himself erewhile had been 
Rated the mightiest archer in his realm. 
Slowly he rose, and iwinting southward, 

said, 
** Seest thou, Prexaspes, yonder slender 

palm, 
A mere wan shadow, quivering in the 

light. 
Topped by a ghastly leaf-crown ? Pri- 
thee, now, 
Can this, thy famous Bactrian, standing 

here. 
Cleave with his shaft a liand's breadth 

marked thereon?" 
To which Prexaspes answered, "Nay, 

my lord; 
1 spake of feats compassed by mortal 

skill, 
Not of gods' prowess." Unto whom, 

the King: — 
•* And if myself, Prexaspes, ma.le esray. 



Think' St thou, wise counsellor, I too 
should fail? " 

'* Needs must 1, sire," — albeit the court- 
ier's voice 

Trembled, and some dark prescience 
bade him pause, — 

" Needs must I hold such cunning more 
than man's; 

And for the rest, I pray thy pardon. 
King, 

But yester-eve, amid the feast and dance. 

Thou tarried'st with the beakers over- 
long." 

The thick, wild, treacherous eyebrows of 

the King, 
That looked a sheltering ambush for ill 

thoughts 
Waxing to manhood of malignant acts. 
These treacherous eyebrows, pent-house 

fashion, closed 
O'er the black orbits of his fiery eyes, — 
Which, clouded thus, but flashed a dead- 
lier gleam 
On all before him : suddenly as fire, 
Half choked and smouldering in its own 

dense smoke. 
Bursts into roaring radiance and swift 

flame. 
Touched by keen breaths of liberating^ 

wind, — • 
So now Cambyses' eyes a stonny joy 
Stormily filled; for on Prexaspes' son. 
His first-born son, they lingered, — a fair 

boy 
('Midmost his fellow-pages flushed with 

sport), 
\Vho, in his office of King's cupbearer. 
So gracious and so sweet were all hia 

ways. 
Had even the captious sovereign seemed 

to please ; 
WHiile for the court, the reckless, revel- 
ling court, 
They loJied him one and all : 
" Go," said Cambyses now, his voice a 

hiss. 
Poisonous and low, "go, bind my dainty 

pa^G 
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To yonder palm-tree; bind him fast and 


Draw, tranced and rigid, towards some 


sm-e, 


definite goal 


80 that no finger stirreth ; which being 


Of horror; thus he went, and thus he 


done, 


saw 


Fetch me, Prexaspes, the Macrobian 


What never in the noontide or the nighty 


bow/' 


Awake or sleeping, idle or in toil, 




'Neath the wild forest or the perfumed 


Thus ordered, thus accomplished, fast 


lamps 


they bound 


Of palaces, shall leave his stricken sight 


The innocent child, the while that mam- 


Unblasted, or his spirit purged of woe. 


moth bow, 




Brought by the spies from Ethiopian 


Prexaspes saw, yet lived ; saw, and ris 


camps. 


tumed 


Lay in the King's hand; slowly, sternly 


Where still environed by his dissolute 


up. 


court, 


He reared it to the level of his sight. 


Cambyses leaned, half scornful, on his 




bow : 


ness 


The old man's face was riven and white 


Till the vast muscles, tough as grape- 


as death ; 


vines, bulged 


But making meek obeisance to his King, 


From naked arm and shoulder, and the 


He smiled (ah, such a smile!) and feebly 


horns 


said. 


Of the fierce weapon groaning, almost 


" Wliat am I, mighty master, what am /, 


met. 


That I durst question my loi-d's strength 


When, with one lowering glance askance 


and skill ? 


at him, — 


His arrows are like arrows of the god, 


His doubting satrap, — the King coolly 


Egyptian Horus, — and for proof, — but 


said, 


now, 


'* Prexaspes, look, my aim is at the 


I felt a child's heart (once a child was 


heart!" 


mine. 




'Tis my Lord's now and Death's), all 


Then came the sharp twang and the 


mute and still, 


deadly whirr 


Pierced by his shaft, and cloven, yo 


Of the loosed arrow, followed by the dull, 


gods! in twain!" 


Drear echo of a bolt that smites its mark ; 




And those of keenest vision shook to 


Then laughed the great King loudly, till 


see 


his beard 


The fair child fallen forward across his 


Quivered, and all his stalwart body 


bonds, 


shook 


With all his limbs a-quivering. Quoth 


With merriment; but when his mirth 


the King, 


was calmed. 


Clapping Prexaspes* shoulder, as in glee, 


** Thou art forgiven," said he, " forgiv- 


** Go thou, and tell me how that shaft 


en, old man; 


hath sped!" 


Only when next these Persian dogs shall 


Forward the wretched father, step by 


call 


step, 


Cambyses drunkard, rise, Prexaspes, 


Crept, as one creeps whom black Radian 


rise! 


dreams, 


And tell them how, and to what purpose^ 


Visions of fate and fear unutterable. 


once, 
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Once, on a morn which followed hot and 
wan 

A night of monstrous revel and de- 
bauch, 

Cambyses bent this huge Macrobian 
bow.** 



BY THE AUTUMN SEA, 

Fair as the dawn of the fairest day, 
Sad as the evening's tender gray, 
By the latest lustre of sunset kissed, 
That wavers and wanes through an am- 
ber mist, 
There cometh a dream of the past to me, 
On the desert sands, by the autumn sea. 

All heaven is wrapped in a mystic veil, 
And the face of the ocean is dim and 

pale, 
And there rises a wind from the chill 

northwest, 
That seemeth the wail of a soul's unrest, 
As the twilight falls, and the vapors 

flee 
Far over the wastes of the autumn sea. 

A single ship through tlie gloaming 

glides 
Upborne on the swell of the seaward 

tides ; 
And above the gleam of her topmost 

spar 
Are the virgin eyes of the vesper-star 
That shine with an angel's ruth on me, 
A hopeless waif, by the autumn sea. 

The wings of the ghostly beach-birds 

gleam 
Through the shimmering surf, and the 

curlew's scream 
Falls faintly shrill from the darkening 

height ; 
The first weird sigh on the lips of Xight 
Breathes low through the sedge and the 

blasted tree, 
With a murmur of doom, by the autumn 

sea. 



Oh, sky-enshadowed and yearning main. 
Your gloom but deepens this human 

pain ; 
Those waves seem big with a nameless 

care. 
That sky is a tyix» of the heart's despair. 
As I linger and unise by the sombre lea. 
And the night shades close on the au- 
tumn sea. 



THE WIFE OF BRITTANY. 

[Suggested by the Frankeleine's Tale of 
Chaucer.] 



Truth wed to beauty in an antique 

tale, 
Sweet-voiced like some immortal night- 
ingale, 
Trills the clear burden of her passsionate 

lay. 
As fresh, as fair as wonderful to-tlay 
As when the music of her balmy tongue 
Ravished the first warm hearts for whom 
she sung. 

Thus, when the early spring-dawn buds 
are green. 

Glistening beneath the sudden silvery 
sheen 

Of glancing showers; while heaven with 
bridegroom-kiss 

Wakens the virgin earth to bloom and 
bliss. 

Enamored breathing and soft raptures 
bom 

About the roseate footsteps of the mom, 

An old-world song, whose breezy music 
pours 

Through limpid channels 'twixt en- 
chanted shores, 

Steals on me wooingly from that far 
time 

Wlien tmieful Chaucer wrought his 
lusty rhyme 

Into rare shapes and fancies and delight, 

For May winds blithely blew, and haw- 
thorn flowers were bright. 
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O brave old poet! genius frank and 
bold! 

Sustain me, cherish and around me 
fold 

Thine own hale, sun-warm atmosphere 
of song, 

Lest I, who touch thy numbers, do thee 
wrong; 

Speed the deep measure, make the mean- 
ing shine 

Ruddy and high with healthful spirit 
wine. 

Till to attempered sense and quickening 
ears 

My strain some faint harmonious echo 
bears 

From that rich realm wherein thy cor- 
dial art 

Throbbed with its pulse of fire Against 
youthful England* s heart. 

THE STORY. 

Where the hoarse billows of the north- 
land Sea 

Sweep the rude coast of rockboimd Brit- 
tany, 

Dwelt, ages since, a knight whose war- 
rior-fame 

Might well have struck all carpet-knights 
with shame; 

Vowed to great deeds and princely man- 
hood, he 

Burgeoned the topmost-flower of chiv- 
alry; 

Yet gentle-hearted, nursed one delicate 
thought 

Fixed firm in love : with anxious pain he 
sought 

To serve his lady in the noblest wise, 

And many a labor, many a grand em- 
prise 

He wrought ere that sweet lady could be 
won. 

She was a maiden bright-aired as the 
sun. 

And graceful as the tall lake-lilies are 

Flushed 'twixtthe twilight and the ves- 
per-star; 



But bom to such rare state and sover- 
eignty. 

He hardly durst before her bend the 
knee 

In passion* s ardor and keen heart dis- 
tress ; 

Still, at the last, his loyal worthiness 

And mild obeisance, his observance 
high 

Of manly faith, firm will, and constancy 

Aroused an answering pity to his 
sighs. 

Till pity, grown to love, beamed forth 
from genial eyes. 

Thus with pure trust, and cheerful calm 

accord. 
She made this gentle suitor her soul's 

lord ; 
And he, that thence their happy fates 

should stray 
Through pastures beauteous as the fields 

of May, 
Swore of his own free mind to use the 

right 
Her mercy gave him, with no churlish 

might. 
Nor e*er in wanton freaks of mastery, 
Ire-bred perverseness, or sharp jeal- 
ousy. 
Vex the clear-flowing current of her 

days. 
She thanked him in a hundred winning 

ways : 
**AndI,'' she said, "will be thy loyal 

wife: 
Take here my vows, my solemn troth 

for life. " 

On a June morning, when the verdurous 

woods 
Flushed to the core of dew-lit solitudes. 
Murmured almost as w<th a human 

feeling. 
Tenderly, low, to frolic breezes stealing 
Through dappled shades and depths of 

dainty fern. 
Crushed here and there by some low- 

whimporing burn. 
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These twain were wedded at a forest 
shrine. 

O saffron- vested Hymen the divine I 

Did aught of gloom or boding shadow- 
weigh 

Upon thy blushing consciousness that 
(lay ? 

No ! thy frank face breathed only hope 
and love; 

Earth laughed in wave and leaf, all 
heaven was fair above. 

Home to the land wherein the knight 
was born 

Blithely they rode upon the morrow- 
morn, 

Not far from Pen mark; there they lived 
in case 

And solace of matured felicities, 

Until Arvirairiis whose soul of fire 

Not even fruition of his love's desire 

Could fill with languorous idlesse, cut 
the tie. 

Which bound to silken dalliance sud- 
denly, 

Sailing the straits for England's war- 
torn strand, 

There ampler bays to pluck from vic- 
tor>''s " red right ban. I. " 

But lolone, fond lolene, whose heart 

Can beat no longer, lonely and apart 

From him she loves, save with a sicken- 
ing stress 

Of fear o'erwrought and brooding ten- 
derness, 

Mourns for his absence with soul-weary- 
ing plaint, 

Slow, pitiful tears and midnight mur- 
murings faint, 

And thus the whole world sadly sets at 
naught. 

Meanwhile her friends, who guess what 
canker-thought 

Preys on her quiet, with a mild essay 

Strive to subdue her passion's torturing 
sway ; 

** Beware! beware, sweet lady, thou wilt 
slay 



Thy reason! nay thy very life's at stake! 
By love, and love's dear pleadings, for 

his sake 
Who yearns to clasp thee scathless to 

his breast. 
We pray thee, soothe these maddening 

cares to rest!'* 

Even as the patient graver on a stone. 
Laboring with tireless fingers, sees anon 
The shape embodying his rare fancies 

grow 
And lighten, thus upon her stubborn woe 
Their tireless comforts wrought, until a 

trust, 
Clear-eyed and constant, raised her 

from the dust 
And ashy shroud of sorrow; her despair 
Gave place to twilight gladness and soft 

cheer 
Confirmed ere long by letters from her 

love : 
** Dear lolene! " he wrote, " thou tender 

dove 
That tremblest in thy chilly nest at 

home, 
Prithee embrace meek patience till I 

come. 
Lo, the swift winds blow freshening o'er 

the sea. 
From out the sunset isles I speed to rest 

with thee!" 

The knight's ancestral home stood grim 

and tall 
Beyond its shadowy moat and frowning 

Mali ; 
It topped a gradual summit crowned 

with fir, 
Green murmurous myrtle, and wild 

juniper. 
Fronting a long, rude, solitary strand. 
Whereon the earliest sunbeam, like a 

hand 
Of tremulous benediction, rested bland. 
And warmly quivering; o'er the wave- 
worn lea 
Gleamed the broad spaces of the oi)en 

sea. 
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Xow often, wiUi her pitying friends Her friends perceiving that tliis seaside 
beside, I walk, 



IShe walked the desolate beach and 

watched the tide. 
Forth looking through unconscious tears 

to view 
Sail after sail pass shimmering o'er the 

blue; 
And to herself, ofttimes, "Alas!" said 

she, 
*' Is there no ship, of all these ships I see. 
Will bring me home my lord ? Woe, woe 

is me ! 
Though winds blow fresh, and sea-birds 

skim the main. 
Thou still delay' St, my liege! Ah, wilt 

thou come again?" 



Though gay and jovial their unstudied 

talk, 
But dashed her dubious spirits, kindly 

took 
And led her where the blossom-bordered 

brook 
Babbled through woodlands, and the 

limpid pool 
Lay crouched like some shy Naiad in 

the cool 
Of mossy glatles; or when a tedious 

hour 
Pressed on her with its dim, lethargic 

power. 
They wooed her with glad games or 

jocund song. 
Till the dull demon ceased to do her 

wrong. 



Sometimes would she, half-dreaming, sit 

and think, 
Casting her dark eyes downward from 

the brink ; ' So, on a pleasant May morn, while the 

And when she saw those grisly rocks dew 

beneath, I Sparkled on tiny hedgerow-flowers of 

Round which the pallid foam, in many \ blue, 



a WTeath 
White as the lips of passion, faintly 

curled. 
Her thoughts would pierce to the drear 

under-world, 
'Mid shipwrecks wandering, and 

bleached bones of those 
O'er whom the miresting ocean ebbs and 

flows; 
And though the shining waters hushed 

and deep. 
Might slumber like an innocent child 

asleep. 
From out the Nortli her prescient fancy 

raised | 

Huge ghostlike clouds, and spectral 

lightnings blazed 
I' th' van of phantom thunder, and the 

roar 
Of multitudinous waters on the shore, 
Ileard as in dreadful trance its billowy 

swells 
Blent with the mournful tone of far 

funereal bells! 



Passing through many a sim-brown orch- 
ard-field. 

They reach a fairy pleasaunce, which 
revealed 

Such prospects into breezy inland 
vales. 

The natural haunt of plaining nightin- 
gales. 

Such verdant, grassy plots, through 
which there rolled 

A gleeful rivulet glimpsing sands of 
gold, 

And winding slow by clumps of plumed 
pines. 

Rich realms of bay, and gorgeous jas- 
mine-vines. 

That none who strayed to that fail 
flowery place 

Had paused in wonder if its sylvan 
grace. 

Embodied, l)eauteous, with an arch em- 
brace 

Had stopped, and smiling, kissed them 
face to face. 
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A buoyant, blithesome company were 

they, 
Grouped round the pleasaunce on that 

morn of May; 
Wit, song, and rippling laughter, and 

arch looks 
That might have lured the wood-gods 

from their nooks, 
Echoed and flashed like dazzling arrows 

tipped 
With amorous heat; and now and then 

there slipped 
From out the whirling ring of jocund 

girls, 
Wreathing white arms and tossing wan- 
ton curls, 
Some maiden who with momentary mien 
Of coy demureness bent o'er lolene, 
And whispered sunniest nothings in her 

ear. 

First 'mid the brave gallants assembling 

there 
Aurelian came, a squire of fair degree, 
Tall, vigorous, handsome, his whole air 

so free, 
Yet courteous, and such princely sweet- 
ness blent 
With every well-timed, graceful compli- 
ment, 
That sooth to speak, where'er Aurelian 

went. 
To turbulent tilt-yard and baronial hall, 
Sporting afield or at high festival. 
Favor, like sunshine, filled his heart and 
eyes. 

Thus nobly gifted, high-born, opulent. 

wise, 
One hidden curse was his : for troublous 

years,* 
Secretly, swayed in turn by hopes and 

fears, 



* We are to suppose that Aurelian had seen 
lolene previous to her marriage, and that cir- 
cumstances had prevented his becoming inti- 
mate with her, or in any way prosecuting his 
suit honestly and frankly. 



And all unknown to her, his heart's 

desire. 
This youth had loved with wild, deliri- 
ous tire. 
The lonely, sad, unconscious lolene. 
He durst not show how love had brought 

him teen. 
Nor prove how deep his passion's inward 

might; 
Thinking, half maddened, on her absent 

knight; 
Save that the burden of a love-lorn 

lay 
Would somewhat of his stifled flame 

betray, 
But in those vague complainings poets 

use. 
When charging Love with outrage and 

abuse 
Of his all-potent witchery. " Ah," said 

he, 
" I love, but ever love despondently; 
For though one vision haunts me, and I 

bum 
To hold that dream incarnated, I yearn 
In vain, in vain ; love breathes no bland 

return!" 

Thus only did Aurelian strive to show 
What pangs of hidden passion worked 

below 
The surface calmness of his front serene ; 
Unless perhaps he met his beauteous 

Queen, 
Scarce brightening at the banquet or the 

dance ; 
When, with a piercing yet half-piteous 

glance, 
His eyes would search, then strangely 

shun her face. 
As one condemned, who fears to sue for 

grace. 

But on this self-same day, when home- 
ward bound, 

Her footsteps sought the loneliest path 
that wound 

Through tangled copses to the upland 
ground 
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An.l orchard close, — her fair compan- 


As o'er a billowy field of ripened wheat 


ions kissed 


One sees perchance the spectral shadows 


With tearful thanks, and all kind friends 


meet, 


dismissed, — 


Cast by a darkened heaven whose lower- 


Aurelian, who the secret pathway knew. 


ing hush 


Through the dense growth and shrouded 


Broods, thunder-charged, above its gold- 


foliage drew 


en flush, — 


Near the pale Queen, the lady of his 


So, a dark wonder, a sublime suspense. 


dreams: 


Of gathering wrath at this wild inso- 


The evening s soft, pathetic splendor 


lence. 


streams 


Dimmed the mild glory of her brow and 


O'er her clear forehead and her chestnut 


lips; 


hair. 


Her beauty, more majestic in eclipse. 


All glorified as in celestial air; 


Shone with that awful lustre which of 


But the dark eyes a wistful light con- 


old. 


fessed. 


In the gods' temples and the fanes of 


And some soft murmuring fancies heaved 


gold, 


her breast 


Blazed in the Pythia's face, and shook 


Benignly, like enamored tides that rise 


her form 


And sink melodious to the west wind's 


With throes of baleful prophecy; a 


sighs. 


storm 




She stood incarnate, in whose ominous 


He gazed, and the long passion he had 


gloom 


nursed, 


Throbbed the red lightning on the verge 


Impetuous, sudden, unrestrained, o'er- 


of doom. 


burst 




All bounds of custom and enforced re- 


But as a current of soft air, unfelt 


straint: 


On the lower earth, is seen ere long to 


** O lady, hear me: I am deadly faint, 


melt 


Yet wild with love ! such love as forces 


The up-piled surge of tempests slowly 


man 


driven 


To beard conventions, trample on the 


In scattered vapors through the deeps of 


ban 


heaven, 


Of partial laws, spurn with contemptuous 


Thus a sorener thought tenderly i)layed 


hate 


Across her spirit; its portentous shade, 


Wliate'cr would bar or blight his bliss- 


Big with unuttered wrath and meanings 


ful fate, 


dire, 


And in the feverous frenzy of his zeal, 


Began with slow, wan pulsings to oxpire: 


Even from the shrinking flower he dotes 


A far ethereal voice she seemed to 


on, steal 


hear 


Blush, fi-agrance, and heart^dew! For- 


Luting its merciful accents in her ear, 


give! foi^ivel 


Subtly harmonious : *' Yea," she thought. 


What I have I dared to tell thee this, to 


*Mn tnitli. 


live 


A rage, a madness holds him, the poor 


For aye hereafter in thy cold regard? 


youth 


Yet veil thy scorn ; nor make more cold 


Is dnmk with passion! Shall I, deeply 


and hard 


blcvssed 


The anguished life now cowering at thy 


By all love's sweets, its balm and tmstful 


feet." 


rest. 
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Crush the less fortunate spirit I utterly 
Blight and destroy him, (dl for lovt^ of 

IHf f 

His hopes, if hopes he hath, must surely 

die; 
Still would 1 nip their blossoms tenderly, 
With a slight, airy frost-bite of con- 
tempt. 
God's mercy, good Sir Squire, art thou 

exempt 
Of court <'sy as of reason ? What weird 

si>"ell 
Doth work this madness in tljee and 

compel 
Thy nobler nature to such base de- 

spil<'s ? 
Forsootli. Ihou'lt blush some day the 

llowcr of knights. 
Should this tliy budding virtue wax and 

glow 
To natural consiunnialionl ('i)ni('I lliy 

ll«)W 

Of weak sclf-iulh niiixhl shame the veii- 



Witli (piick-drawn breath, the courses 
of her speech : 

'•Aurelian, rise! Hehold'st thou yon- 
der beach, 

And the blue waves beyond ? tliose 
bristling rocks. 

O'er which the chafed sea, in quick thun- 
der-shocks. 

Leaps passionate, panting through the 
vshowery si»ray. 

Roaring defiance to the caluM^yed day ? 

Ah, well, fantastic boy! 1 blithely 
swear 

When yon rude coast beneath us ris<'S 
clear 

(Down to the farthest bounds of wild 
IJretaigne), 

Of that black ranj|)art darkening sky 
and main. 

I'll pay tliy vows witli answerin*; vows 
again. 

And be — (iod save the mark!— thy 
l»aramour.** 
rsl child. 
Asixy('ar>* ih-cvIsIi urcliin: whimiK-ring Wv \\(»i<ls stru«'k ke<'n and deep, even 

wild. to till' roi'e 

Anil scMlleiiiig his torn locks, l)ccause , Of tin- i-asii lisicnci's soul; they seemed 
alar 



lie sees and Vi'arns to cla^p. 1»ul caiiiiol 
ci:ivj), ;i siar! "* 



to be 
More fatal in their careb^ss irony 
Than if the levin bolt, hurleil from 
abo\ e, 
she r-eased. wiili shame and i»ity \vei^h- ' Hail slai)) al once his manhood and his 

ini,' down l(»ve. 

Her <lovehk«' lids drnnn-e1\. and a What nioiv h.' fell in sooth 'twere vain 

frown lolrll: 

.lii>i strnuuliie^ faintlx with as fnint a i He only heaid In-r whimpering, " Fa re- 
smile I ihce-Wi'll, 
! l-'or the niuh' tivnihliiiu- v(|iiir.' -till And Hea\ en a--.>il Hire of all sinful sor- 

kn»'h lh<' w hilc i mw I " 

lli'innl til-' airli (iiim.lr-. of Ikt i,iv\ Th^n willi a uiaec and majesty wliit-h 

nio'ith: hnrrow 

Whcrenn. in lilliil ta-lii.ai, lik-- ilir Im^.I, |iivh(.n< -ueri nc-s from an inward 

>olllil -Ilr-- 

"Which -w.-.'i.v w ilh iM'iiil.iiii w MIL- ,1 li. I I \ii I liid N-n nioiion of chaste gcnlle- 

ol hloM,,!-. 11. -V. 

Then (li.-s .1 hrr.il. 'v. , I..., ih 'iiiMiiu u<'M- ^h-- -li'l.'ih -Ik" -^nir iH-antcous cloud 

rii hi(jo]ii-- .1 p.ii ; : 

\iid la\i-li >hriil»hri\. ImI ■ l\ li. 1.- \ii,-l in -.m hn- i.;i^> with y<nirning 
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Soiil-epoclis are there, when griefs piti- 
less storm 

O'em'helms the ainazed spirit; when the 
warm 

Exultant heart whose hopes were brave 
and high, 

iShrinks in the darkness withering all 
its sky : 



Then, like a wounded bird by the rude 
wnid 

Clutched and borne onward, tortured, 
reckless, blind. 

Too frail to struggle with that passion- 
ate blast. 

We take wild, wavering courses, and at 
last 

Are dashed, it may be, on the rocky 
verge. 




O'er which the chafed sea, 
Leaps passionate, pautiug 



" Those bristling rocks, 
, in quick thunder-shocks, 
through the showery spray/ 



Or hurled o'er the unknown and perilous 

surge 
Of some dark doom, when, bruised and 

tempest-tost, 
We sink in turbulent eddies, and are 

lost. 

Urged by a mood thus desperate, care- 
less what 

Thenceforth befell him, from that hate- 
ful spot. 

The scene of such stem anguish and de- 
spair, 

Aurelian rushed, he knew not, recked 
not, where. 



All night he wandered in the forest drear. 
Till on the pale phantasmal front of morn 
The first thin flickering day-gleam 

glanced forlorn, 
Wan as the wraith of perished ho])( s, 

the ghost 
Of wishes long sustained and fo:^tcrc.I 

most, 
Now gone for evermore. ** O Christ I 

that I;' 
lie muttered hoarsely, '* might unsought 

for lie 
Here, in the dismal shadows and dank 

grass, 
And closi' my heavy eyeli<ls. and so i»as3 
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With one brief struggle from the world Aurcliau pass to inailness or the grave. 

of men, | Wliile care ami wit of man perchance 

Never to grieve or languish, — never miglii save; 

again I So, pondciing o'ei- what seemed a de^- 

Never to sow live seeds of expectation i»eraie case. 

And joyous promise, to reap desolation; At length there h-apt into his kindliii-r 

But as the seasons liy, snow-wreathed, or ' face 

crowned , The flush of a bright thought. " \ \ 

With odorous garlands, rest in the mute Heaven I* cried he. 

grouini. '•() hrolln'r, tln'rc may still be hope f( r 

Peaceful, oblivious, — a L(^the;in cloud thee; 

Wrapped nMind my faded senses liki' a Therefore, take heart of grace, for wli;.t 

shroud, I I tell 

And all earth's turmoil and its juggling I Doubtless ]»relu(h*s a health-inspiring 

show I si)ell : 

I)<*ad as a dream <lissolved ten thousand And thou, released fiom this long. s<»i- 

yeai'sagol" r«»\\ful bliulit. 

Shall feel the >tirof joy. and bless the 

Long, long revolving his sad thoughts bo moining li^iii. 

stood. 

When gle<'fully from out the ligbteuing " 'I'en years — ten centuiics som»timcs 

wood tlU'V would srein — 

Came tlie sbarp ring of boni and echoing Tassrd itil> «)'t'r nie like j;. mystie"s 

sie.-d; <lre.Mm: 

A s<'ore of liuiitsiiieM, <eouriiig at full Ten years agone. when tlu'sc dull lo«-ks 

sjMM'd, ot mine 

Flashed lik.' a brilliant nieieor t)"iT tin- Flowrd mmid bioad shoulders with a 

scene. pel flUlH'ii "-liilie. 

Ill rnyal ponii» of gliiniiieriiin- iiold and And lilVs ele.ir ulass o'erbrimmed with 

grei-n : jiurpliiig w inc. 

Wli«Teat. witli wrathful LTesMiii's. 'iieatli I niel in nilcan-a NJn-.-wd i-Ierk-at-law. 

tlie.lonie OiH- all bis r<.inra<les io\ e.I. yet viewed 

Of the old wood he ha^ti'ii.-il toward^ lii> w illi a\\«'. 

bonie. 'I'" wImmii lli«- d«-ei..->t lore of auliiiiio 

Will T.' (lay by day be ur»'\\ iiinr.- woifnl- au*--". 

Y.[\v. TIm- slMivd v,.,MVl^ (if old seei-S aiul 

( alliiiL: on llea\eii uidicard to case lii-: >«auf«v 

i.;,|.-. In Civ.cc. or liid. xM- Araby. lay 

bare: 

Anion- lii- kin-folk. inaii\ in lioi li.i-t. . l-'i'-m oni ibc \aeaiil kiimdoms of tin* 

'I'd ^.il\«' an Illll^no\\n wniind wilii lialm^ air. 

ini-pla.-.d. lie .Mill,! ai will call foilli a biilidr. d 

(am.- llif ^.ini'v'x ].tm!Ii.i. <niio. — i foim-. 

w i^.- ^.■ril..-. liid.'oiiv ,,r lo\.'!\: ilie wild wrath oi 

M'mIcvI w i Ilia 1. and noMrr t li m l.iv i fil,,- : -i.iiiun: 

A\i'li b.Mit a- Io^:n- a- hi- lirn u.i- ili-- /. '.bvi- -w .1 I n.--^ : bird, bea^I, 

w i-c : w a\ .-. mI.. \ t .| 

il^i could not -cewilli coM. in.iitt. r« ni T',' 'an.aioi!- -iuii> iii- -lender wand 
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At whose weird touch men sick in flesh 

or brain 
Became their old, bright, hojieful selves 

again. 
Aurelian, rise ! shake off this vile disease. 
And ride with me to Orleans; an' it 

please 
(»od an<l our Lady, we may chance to 

meet 
Mine ancient comrade, who with deftest 

feat 
Of maixic skill may cut the Gordian knot 
That long hath bound, and darkly binds 

thy lot/' 

** But," said Aurelian, with a listless 

turn 
Of his drooped head, and wandering 

eyes that burn 
With a quick feverish brilliance, **dost 

thou speak 
Of thine own knowledge, when thou 

bid'st me seek 
This rare magician ? Hast thou looked 

on aught 
Of all the mighty marvels he hath 

wrought?'* 

** Yea! I bethink me how, one summer's* 
day, 

lie led me through the city gates, away 

To the dark hollows 'neath a lonely hill: 

So hushed the noontide, and so breath- 
less-still 

The drowsy air, the voice of one far 
stream 

Came like thin whispers murmuring in 
a dream ; 

The blithesome grasshopper, his sense 
half closed 

To all his verdurous luxury, reposed 

Pendent upon the quivering, spearlike 
grain; 

Steeped in the mellow sunshine's noise- 
less rain. 

All Nature slept; alone the matron 
wren, 

From the thick co veils of her thorny 
den, 



Teased the hot silence with her twitter- 
ing low : 

My inmost soul accordant, seemed to 
grow 

Languid and dumb within that mystic 
place. 

At length the Wizard's hand across my 
face 

Was waved with gentle motion; a vague 
mist 

Flickered before me, on a sudden kissed 

To warmth and glory by an influence 
bright; 

The strangest glamoiu* hovered o'er my 
sight, 

Wherethrough I saw, methought, a 
palace proud, 

Crowned by a lightning-veined thunder- 
cloud. 

Whose wreaths of vapory darkness 
gleamed with eyes 

Of multitudinous shifting fantasies; 

Its pinnacles like diamond spars out- 
shone 

The starry splendors of an orient 
zone ; 

And, lea<ling towards Its lordly entrance, 
rose 

Through slow gradations to Its marbled 
close, 

W^hlte terraces where golden sunflowers 
bloomed ; 

Above a i)onderous portal archway 
loomed. 

High-columned, quaint, majestical: we 
passed 

Within that palace, gorgeous, wild, and 
vast. 

Ah ! blessed saints ! what wonders weirdly 
blent 

Did smite me with a hushed astonish- 
ment! 

A troop of monsters couchant lined our 
path. 

Their tawny manes and eyes of fiery 
wrath 

Erect and blazing; an unearthly roar 

Of fur>', shaking vaulted roof and 
floor. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



128 



LEGENDS AND LYRICS, 



Burst from eacli savage, inarticulate 

throat. 
In sullen echoinsj^s lost through halls and 

courts remote. 

"At the far end of glimmering colon- 
nades 

That gleamed gigantic through the dusky 
shaJes, 

Two mighty doors swept 'backward noise- 
lessly ; 

There heavcil beyond us a vast laboring 
sea : 

Not vacant, for a stately vessel bore 

Swift down the threatening tides that 
flashed before, 

Thronged with black-l)earded Titans, 
such as moveil 

In far-off times heroic, well-beloved 

Of the old gods; there at his stiilvvart 
ease. 

Shouldering his knotted club, great Her- 
cules 

Towered, his fierce eves touched to dewy 
liglit. 

And rapt on Ilylas, who, serenely bright. 

With intense gaze uplifted, tranced and 
mute. 

Heard, in ecstatic reverie, the lute 

Of Orpheus plaining to the waves that 
how 

And dance subsiding round the blazoned 
prow ; 

Till the rude winds blew meekly, and 
caresse<l 

The mimic golden lleeces o'er the crest 

Of bard anil warrior, on their secret quest 

Bound to the groves of C'olchis; and the 
bark,* 

Round which had frowneil a threatening 
shai)e ant] dark. 

Xow seemeil to thrill, like some proud, 
sentient thing 

That glories u\ the prowess of its wing. 

The gusty billows of tliat turbulent sea 

Their wild crests smoothed, and slowly, 
pantingly. 

Sunk to the quiet of a charmM calm; 

IVhat odors Hesperean, what rich balm 



Freight the fair zephyrs, as they shyly 
run 

O'er the lullwl waters dimpling in the 
sun! 

And murmurings, hark ! soft as the long- 
drawn kiss 

Pressed by a young god-lover in his 
bliss 

On lips innnortal, when the world was 
new ; 

And, lo! across the pure, pellucid 
blue, 

A barge, with silken sails, whose beaute- 
ous crew, 

Winged fays and Cupids, curl their 
sportive arms 

O'er one, more lovely in her noontide 
charms 

Than youngest nymphs of Paphos; fra- 
grant showers 

Of freshening roses, all luxiiriant flowei-s 

That feed on eastern dews, their fairy 
bands 

Scatter about her from white liberal 
hands; 

While o'er the surface of the dazzling 
water. 

Dark-eyed, mysterious, many an ocean 
daughter 

Flashes a vanishing brightness on her 
way. 

Half seen through tiny tinklings of the 
spray ; 

And nnisic its full heart in airy falls 

Outpoui*s. like silvery cascades down the 
walls 

Of haunted rocks, and golden cymbals 
ring. 

And lutelike measures on voluptuous 
wing 

Rise gently to the tranced heavens, rt»- 
plying 

From azure-tinted deeps in a low pas- 
sionate sighing. 

"Then were all climes, all ages, wildly 

blended 
On blood-red fields, wherefrom shrill 

shouts juscended 
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Of naked warriors, huge and swart of 
limb, 

Mixed with the mailed Grecians' omi- 
nous hymn, 

AMiere mighty banners starlike waved 
and shone 

'Mid cloven bucklers grandly; and 
anon 

Marched the stern Roman phalanx, with 
a ring 

And clash of spears, and lusty trum- 
peting, 

And steeds that neighed defiance unto 
death. 

And all war's dreadful pomp and hot, 
devouring breath. 

Last, on a sudden, the whole tumult 
died. 

The vision disappeared; pale, leaden- 
eyed. 

Bewildered, on the enchanted floor I 
sank; 

^Vhen next my wakening spirit faintly 
drank 

Life's consciousness, within my lonely 
room 

I sat, and round me drooped the dreary 
twilight gloom." 

Enough, good brother! By the Holy 

Rood 
Thy tale is medicinal ! the black mood, 
Which like a spiritual vulture seized 

and tore 
My heart-strings, and imbued its beak 

in gore 
Hot from the soul, beneath the golden 

spell 
Of sovereign hope hath sought its native 

hell. 
Then, hoi for Orleans 1" At the word 

he sprung 
Light to his feet ; it seemed there scarcely 

hung 
One trace of his long madness round 

hhn now. 
So blithe his smile, so bright his kind- 
ling brow. 
All day they rode till waning afternoon, 



Through breezy copses, and the shad- 
owy boon 
Of mightier woods, when, as the latest 

glance 
Of sunset, like a level burnished lance, 
Smote their steel morions, sauntering 

near the town. 
With thoughtful mien, robed in his 

scholar's gown. 
They met a keen-eyed man, ruddy and 

tall; 
O'er his grave vest a beanl of wavy 

fall 
Flowed like a rushing streamlet, rippling 

down : 
'* Welcome!" hecried in mellow accents 

deep ; 
" The stars have warned me, and my 

visioned sleep 
Foretold your mission, gentles. Curio, 

what! 
Thine ancient, loving comrade quite 

forgot ? 
Spur thy dull memory, gossip!" 

"By Si. Paul! 
The learned clerk, the gracious Artt* vail, 
Or glamour's in it," shouted Curio; 

" yet 
Thou look' st as hale, as young, as firmly 

set 
In face and fonn, as if for thee old 

Time 
Had stopped his flight. " A lofty glance, 

sublime 
And swift as lightning, from the Magi- 

an's oye 
Darted some latent meaning grave and 

high. 
He spake not, but the twain he gently 

led 
Where grassy pathways and fair meads 

were spread. 
Skirting the city walls, till near them 

stood, 
Fronting the gloomy boskage of a wood, 
The wizard's lonely home, I need not 

pause 
To tell how magic and the occult laws 
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Of sciences long dead that sage's Gl:ully from blooilslied, conflicts', and 

lore ' alanns 

Did in the spectral midnight hours ex- , Ilere rested in those while, enciicllni; 

plore. anus. 

Enough, iliat liis strange spells a mar- And oft his strong lieart thrilled, his 

vel wrought ' eyes grew dim. 

Beyond the utmost reach of credulous To know, kind heaven! how deep her 

thouglil. love for him. 
At last he said, *' Sir Squire, my task is 



o er; 
Go when thou wilt, and view the Breton 

shore. 
And tliou shalt see a wide unwrinkled 



Thus month on month the cheerful days 

went by. 
Like carolling birds aeross an April sky, 
A fairy sky undimmed by clouils or 



stran«l, showers. 

Smooth as (by lovely lady's delicate , But on a morning, while her favorite 

hand, flowers 

Washe<l by a sea o'er which the halcyon I lolene t<Mided, in the garden-walks 

West I Pausing to elip dead leaves and prop the 

Broods like' a lia])py heart whose dreams ! stalks 

are dreams of rest. " | Of drooping plants, herself more sweet 

; a nil fair 
Than any flower, tbe brii:htest that 

l*AKT III. I liln>bed there, 

! Ih-r lord stolr gently <)n her unaware; 

Meanwhile Arviragns, a year before ' jlis haughty grace all softened, he bowed 

Keturnetl in honor fr<»ni the English down 

.>l,(,n'. To ki>s the stray curls of her locks of 

Led wilh his faithful lolene that bn»\vn. 

lib' Thick si)\\n with threads of taniilc«l, 

Ilaniioiii^.iis. ju>lly balanced, free from i:linim.'rin<: gold: 

strife, I *• At need,"' hr said, ''thou canst be 

Which <'n)Wiis our hopes with a true- «'alni ami liold; 

hearted wif(.'. j Thcrrfnrc. t hoii wih not > ield t(.» foolish 

1 WttC 

.\c".T (hv.niM'.l lie. as sh,. laid h.-r happy If duly part> u- bri.lly. Wife. 1 .i;o 

lirail T<» xoiimc v,,iii<- iMiidcd riUhans \\ho of 

( l..-r ii> liis lirart. wliat clc.ud of ««liaiiM' late 

and dicail Availed oiic pcaci-tid '•erf-, and our es- 

(,!*M»ined o-.T his placid nM.f-tivc: hut lal.— 

.-(.iiicni Tlmu Un"\\<'-l it well — H<»rthwcst of 

']■(> lliiuk linw nnbU lii^ l.iir I..]]- jiad r.iMn:irk town. 



^prnl 



llavi-li.-l Willi sUMi'd and tire. Thv 



'I'll, ii- t'.i,-,' 1.. nciili Draili"- l,..i\ .hip- Ini-d"- ivhou n. 

i,niM I. low \r\\, and lii\ hud. w nc ^(mmi the scoff of 
Tlii'.ui-jli vliM.k. ..f l),,tllc. a lM-1, lautvl all. 

l.uu-li It ill hi- "w II f.iii- lief vuch crimes befall 

riuclvinu' ili.-i-.-iV.'Ui I., tlnnii-li iiiv.mi I n-.-..nii:.d .-t Jiis! !.•«•: >«.). dear love, 

,ind Id-!, .idi-'ii: 

Al'tiui h;- \\,ii-umiii l.-nin'.cv' niai.--;\ . N.-r i-ar ih.- .aa! .-i" ihal I ]ia\c to do." 
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Thus spake the knight, who forthwith 
raised a shout, 

And bade them bring his stalwart war- 
horse out; 

When, on the sudden, a steed, tall, jet- 
black. 

Led by a groom came whinnying down 
the track, 

'Twixt the green myrtle hedges; at a 
bound 

He vaulted In the selle; smilingly round 

He turned to wave "farewell" with 
mailM hand. 

And then rode blithely down the sunlit 
land. 

That evening, at the close of vesper 

prayer, 
Wandering along through the still twi- 
light air, 
lolene, somewhat sad and sick in mind, 
Met in her homeward pathway, low-re- 
clined 
Beneath the blasted branches of an oak, 
Aurelian, her wild lover of old days: 
She started backward In a wan amaze. 
But he, uprising calmly, bowed and 

spoke; 
" Ha! thou recall'st me, lady? I had 

deemed 
These bitter years which have so scarred 

and seamed 
Whatever of grace I owned in youthful 

prime, 
Had razed me from thy memory. See a 

rime 
Like that of age hath touched my locks 

to white; 
Yet never once, — so help me heaven ! — 

by night 
Or day, in storm or brightness, hath my 

soul 
Veered but a point from thee, its starry 

goal. 
A mighty piupose doth itself fulfil. 
Wise men have said. Lady ! I love thee 

still. 
And Love works marvels. Prithee come 

with me, 



Ay, quickly come, and thou thyself shalt 

see 
I am no falsehood-monger. Yea, come, 

come I" 
His words, his sudden passion, smote her 

dumb. 
And from her cheeks, those delicate gar- 
dens, wane 
The rare twin roses, as when autumn 

rain. 
Fatally sharp, sweeps o'er some doonu\l 

domain 
Of matron blooms, and their rich colors 

fade 
Like rainbows slowly dying, shade by 

shade, 
Unto wan spectres of the flowers that 

were. 
With languid head and thoughts of pre- 
scient fear. 
Passively following where Aurelian 

guides, 
She hears anon the surge and rush of 

tides 
On the seashore, and feels the freshen- 
ing spray 
Bedew her brow. ** Lady, look forth, 

and say 
If, to a love unquenched, unquenchable, 
Eternal Nature yields not; its strong 

spell 
Hath toiled for me, till the rocks rooted 

under 
Those heaving waters have been rent 

asunder, 
And the wide spaces of the ocean plain, 
Down to the farthest bounds of wild 

Bretaisfne, 
Rise calmly glorious in the day-i^oil's 

beam. 
Look, look thy till! it is no vanishing 

dream : 
Lo! now I claim thy promise ! " 

A keen gleam 
Shot its victorious radiance o'er his 

brow. 
But she, bewildered, tremulous, shrink- 
ing low, 
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Borne down as by a demon's hand which 


ger-tips, 


pressed 


Pressed on her blinded eyes and faltering 


Invisible, but stifling on her breast, 


lips, 


With brain benumbed, yet burning, and 


Sued ill a voice like wailing wind that 


a sense 


breaks 


Of utter, wearied, desperate impotence. 


From aspen coverts over lonely lakes, 


Her forlorn glance around the darkening 


In the slmt heart of imiueinorial dells, — 


room 


A fitful, sobbing voice, whose anguish 


Roving in helpless search, from out tlie 


swells, 


gloom 


Burdened with deep mpyeaming suppli- 


Caught the blue glitter of a half -sheathed 


cation. 


blade, 


Colcily across his evil exultation. 


A small but trenchant steel, whose lustre 


She pleads for brief delay, with frenzied 


played 


pain 


BalefuUy bright, and like a serpent's 


Grasping at some dim phantom of the 


eye 


brain. 


Fixed on her with malign expectancy, 


Shadowing a vague deliverance. "As 


Drew her perforce towards Death, — that 


thou wilt," 


death which seemed 


He answered slowly. " Well I know the 


The sole, stem means through which 


guilt 


her fame redeemed. 


Of broken vows can never rest on thee! 


Should soar in spiritual beauty o'er the 


Pass by unhurt ! " Mutely she turned to 


tomb 


flee. 


Wherein miglit rest her body's moulder- 


Kor paused until her chambered privacy 


ing bloom. 


She reached with panting sides, pallid as 




death. 


Ah, me! the looks distraught, the 


And gasping with short, anguished sobs 


passionate care, 


for breath. 


The whole wild scene, its misery and 


** Caught am I, trapped like a poor flut- 


despair, 


tering bird. 


Come back like scenes of yesterday. 


Or dappled youngling from the innocent 


Half bowed 


herd 


Her queenly form, and the pent grief 


Lured to a pitf al 1 1 Yet such oath as th is 


allowed 


Were surely void ? If not, he still shall 


A moment's freedom shakes her to the 


miss — 


core. 


Whatever betide— his long-expected 


The inmost seat of reason. "All is 


bhss! 


o'er," 


Better pure-folded arms, and stainless 


She murmurs, as her slender fingers feel 


sleep 


The deadly edge of the cold shimmering 


Where the gray-drooping willow- 


steel. 


branches weep, 


At once her swift arm flashes to its 


Than meet a fate so hideous ! Let me 


height. 


think! 


AVhile the poised death hangs quivering, 


Others, — pure wives, brave virgins, on 


and her sight 


the brink 


Grows dazed and giddy: when from far. 


Of shame and niin, have struck home 


so far 


and fled. 


It sounded like the weird voice of a 


To find unending quiet with the dead.'' 


star, 
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Muffled by distance, yet distinct and 

deep, 
About her in the terrible silence creep 
Accents that seize as with a bodily 

force 
On her white ann suspended, and its 

course 
To fatal issues, witli arresting will 
Hold rigid, till supine it drops and 

still, 
iiiiok to its drooping level, and a 

clang 
Of the freed steel through all the cham- 
ber rang 
Sharply, and something shuddered 

.down the air 
Like wings of baffled fiends passing in 

fierce despair. 

A warning blent of prescient wrath and 

prayer 
Those accents seemed, where through a 

palpable dread 
Ran coldly shivering. ** Pause, pause, 

pause!" they said; 
** IJar not thy hopes 'gainst chance of 

happier fate I 
The circuit vast which rounds life's dial- 
plate 
Hath many lights and shades ; its liand 

which lowers 
So threatening now, may move to 

golden hours. 
And thou on this sad time may'st look 

like one 
Smiling on mortal woes from some 

unsetting sun." 

Afotionless, overcome by hushing awe, 
She heard the mystic voice, and dreamed 

she saw. 
Just o'er the dubious borders of the 

light, . 
A wavering appariCion, scarce more 

bright 
Than one faint moon-ray, through the 

misty tears 
Of clouded evening** seen on breezeless 

mountain meres. 



Mistlike it waned; but in her heart of 

hearts 
The solemn counsel sank: with guilty 

starts, 
She thought how near, tlirough grief's 

bewildering blight. 
How near to death, to death and shame, 

this night 
Her reckless soul had strayed. Yet 

short-lived liope 
Moved hour by hour througli patlis of 

narrowing scope, 
As, day by day, lier tenn of grace 

passed by. 
Like phantom birds across a phantom 

sky; 
Her loni still absent, and Aurelian 

bound 
(For tlius he wrote her) to one weary 

round. 
Mom after mom, of pacings to and fro, 
Within the \W3oded garden-walls' below 
The city's southward portals. '* Tliere," 

said he, 
" Each day, and all day long, impatiently 
1 wait thy will." 

As when in dewy spring, 
'Mid the moist lierbage closely nestling, 
Ofttimes we see the hunted partridge 

cling. 
Panting and scared, to the thick-cover- 
ing grass. 
The while above her couch doth darkly 

pass 
What seemeth the shadow of a giant 

wing. 
And she, more lowly, with a cowering 

stoop, 
Shivers, expecting the fell, fiery swoop 
Of the gaunt' hawk, that corsair of the 

breeze. 
And feels l)eforehand his sharp talons 

seize 
And rend her tender vitals; so at home, 
lolene, trembling at the stroke to come, 
Touched by the lurid shadow of her 

doom. 
Lingered; luitil, upon a simny da\ni. 
Her lord retuming, gayly up the lawn 
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Urged bis blitlie courser, and, dismount- 

iui;, came 
Upon her, warmly fijlowing, all aflame 
With hope and love. But as her drearj- 

eyes 
"Were turned on his, a quick, disturbed 

surprise 
And then a terror, smote him, and the 

voice 



His pitiless voice, sharp-«clioiiig round 

about 
The clanging court, leaped like a falcliioii 

out. 

** Thou hast played with honor as a jug- 
gler's ball; 
God strikes thee from thy balance, and 
the thrall 
All jul>ilant, full-breathed to say, **Jie- Art thou, henceforth, of one vainglorioiijs 

joirc, I deetl. 

Our foes are slahil" clave slammoring I What! shall we plant with rash caprico 

in his throat. j the seed 

Ihit she, hvv loosr, dishevelled locks ' Of bitterness, nor look for some hai>«li 

afloat fruit 

Kound the fair-sloping shoulders, her | To sx)iing untimely from its i)oisonou-i 

hands clasp*'*! root'.^ 

About his mailed kn<'«*s. brokenly gas]»ed What I a lewd si)ark, a perfumed pop- 
Iler anguish forth, and told her sorri>\\- injay, 

ful tale. I Dares in llu' broad-browed, honest gaz»' 

Diz/y and nmtc, and as the, marbh' of day, 

pah' To dash a foul thought, like the hideou-^ 



AVbereon be leaned, uiilo ihc desp<M-:itt' 

Till' kiTmht iH'.ii'd ;ill. bx'ked in a cold 

repose 
More <lrc:id tlian stormiest pasNiou; life 

and >lreiiLiili 
.Seemed slt>\vly <'i>l»iii^ from iiini, till at 

leimiii 
1\]< soiil. lil;e iHie tlial walks tlie fatal 

>aiid 
(AVln)se iiHMcliei'oiw >Jno(>tliiie^.s IooU> a 

solid stian.L 
Ibir tenipis Id niiii), fell all eailli mow 

dim, 
.Vml i-oiiiiti liim saw. as in a ehans. 

swim 
.Joy"-- fail' ln»ri/.«»ii iin'liiii^ in tlie 

eloiid. 



spray 
Of Hell, riubt in thy forehead, — ami 

thy band, 
Wbieli should have toweij'd as if i1k» 

levin-l)rand 
Of sciMii and ju<li;nH'nt armed it. but ;i 

bland" 
Dismissal sj^ns liimi not one libit which 

lells 

Tli\ lord. m«anlime. what loathsome 

seeict dwells 
Here, by lii> beail lislone, mulUcd u\>, 

"enii.N-al.'.l. 

Ami like a corse con n]itinii. till, revealed 
JJ\ \cn_ietiil (lonin. ils pcsiilent od<»r 

-leals 
Oiilwaid, wliih-all the wlioK'sojnc blood 

cdimeals 
liiil v(M)H lii> slalwait will, riiuu-d aii.l T.. a eliill luTroi-. and I he air urows \ ilc. 

pidiid. \iid ( \<'ii iIk' i»lfs<t-(l sun a 4li'atb's-lic;i(l 

Woke lioiiiike lo ariioii: a -wit' llii-li -iiiii-- 

Kii-lied lik.- a -iin-et ii\ci"s ivild.'iiinu \--iiiii'-- in -air ,li-.trnii)ei-ed fantasy? 

'_;1mw V>\ ]l«a\.'ii! ;lii- wiiliniiii;- curs*' whii-li 

0"el- llie lemiM'-rilollv M irklle>«. . .1 1 1 [ -^ 1 Ki 1 1 ^- o'< r 1 1 ir. •. 

laow. <) Inl.ii. :" — lull hei e lii> angry voice 

Pj-emiaiU w iili iliiiihler: lliioiiuli ilu* di>>- \Unk,- vli..r;. — " Tli-Te i^ no choice." he 
iiial l)ii,>li. iiioaiK'.L " no clioicc. 
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Yea, wife! may Christ adjudge me if I 

lie, 
To endless, as now keen calamity, 
But through this troublous gloom my 

mind discerns 
One lonely light to guide us; lo, it bums 
Lurid, yet clear, by whose tierce flame 1 

see — 
Ah, grief malign! ah, bitter destiny! — 
As if (lod's own right hand the blazing 

pain 
And fiery bale did stamp on soul and 

brain, 
These terms of doom : 

Shame and despair for both^ 
Sorrow and heartbreak! Through ally 

keep thine oath, 
Thou woman, self-intolved, self-lost; 

and so 
Face the black front of this tremendous 

icoe ! " 

She bowed as if a blast of sudden wind, 
Breathinj: full winter, smote her cold 

and blind; 
Then a^ one wandering in a soul-eclipse. 
Feebly she ro.se, and with her quivering 

lipi 
Kissed her pale lord, stifling one desolate 

cry. 
Anon she moved around him noiselessly 
Bent on the small, sweet offices of love; 
And sometims's pausing, she would 

glance above 
With tearless eyes, for solemn griefs like 

this, 
Blighting at once both root and flowers 

of bliss. 
Are arid as the desert, and in vain 
Thirst for tlie cooling freshness of the 

rain. 
Fitfully led from treasured nook to 

nook 
Of her dear liome, she walketl with far- 
off look, 
And absent fingers, plying household 

tasks: 
j^n&veiy her sunless wretchedness she i 

masks 



Through moments deemed unending 

while they passed — 
When passed, a flickering point ! Uark ! 

The doomed hour at last! 

An afternoon it was, stirless and calm : 
Fi-om field and garden-close rare breaths 

of balm 
Made the air moist and odorous. Nature 

lay 
Divinely peaceful ; only far away 
In the broad zenith, a strange cloul 

imfurled 
Its bodin:4 banner weirdly o'er the world ; 
Whilst lolene, her veiled head sadly 

bowed, 
Passed through the gay thorpe and its 

motley crowd, 
To where a great wall towered this side 

a wood. 
All things her mazed, chaotic fancy 

viewed 
Looked dreamlike; even Aurelian lin- 
gering there. 
To meet her in the shadiest forest-lair. 
Gleamed ghostly dim, a dreadful ghost 

in sooth, — 
For still a hideous trance appeared to 

press 
Upon her and a nightmare helpless- 
ness,— 
To whom she knelt in sad mechanic 

guise, 
Pleading for mercy with such piteous 

eyes, 
And such soft flow of self-bewailing 

ruth, 
Aurelian felt his passion's quivering 

chords 
Stilled at the touch of those pathetic 

words. 
That glance of wiM appealing agonies. 
Stirred by his nobler nature's grave 

command 
(That fair, indwelling angel sweet and 

grand. 
Born to transmute the worn and blasted 

soil 
Of sinful hearts by his celestial toil 
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To Eden places and the haunts of God), 
He stooped, and, courteous, raised her 

from the sod, 
And whispered closely in her eager 

ear 
Words which his guardian genius smiled 

to hear; 
Words of release, and balmy breathing 

cheer. 
And while his softening gaze a grateful 

mist 
Feelingly dimmed, with knightly grace 

he kissed 
Her drooping forehead, and loose tresses 

thrown 
In rippling waves adown the heaving 

zone; 
Once, twice, he kissed her thus, with 

reverence meek ; 
But when her brimming eyes uplifted, 

seek 
Aurelian now, with eloquent looks to 

tell 
What tenderest words could not convey 

so well. 
She only hears the tree-stems, tall and 

brown. 
The golden leaves come faintly fluttering 

down. 
And only hears the wind of sunset moan : 
Midmost the twilight wood the lady 

stands alone. 

Stimg by his misery into frenzied mo- 
tion, 

Her lord meantime beside the restless 
ocean 

Roamed, hearkening to the mournful 
undertone 

Of the sea's mighty heart, which touched 
his own, 

O God, how sadly ! when abruptly lift- 
ing 

His furrowed brow, long fixed upon the 
shifting 

And mimic whirlwinds of loose sand that 
flew 

Hither and thither, as the brief winds 
blew 



At fitful whiles from o'er the watery 
waste. 

He saw, as if she spumed the earth in 
haste, 

His gentle wife returning, with a 
face 

AMiereon there dwelt no shadow of dis- 
grace; 

A face that seemed transfigured in tlie 
light 

Of Paradise, it slione so softly bright. 

Beautiful ever, round her now there 
hovered 

A subtle, new-bom glory, which discov- 
ered 

A shai>e so dazzling, you had thought the 
plume 

Of some archangel's pinion cast its 
bloom 

About her, and the veil of heaven with- 
drawn. 

She viewed the mystic streams, the 
sapphire dawn, 

And heard the choirs celestial, tier on 
tier 

Uptowering to the uttermost golden 
sphere, 

Sing of a vanquished dread, a blest re- 
lease, 

The effluence and the solemn charm of 
peace. 

Evening closed round them; o'er the 
placid reach 

Stretching far northward of the sea-girt 
beach, 

They passed, while night's first planet in 
the sky 

Faltered from out the stillness timidly. 

And perfumed breezes rustled murmur- 
ing bv, 

'Twixt the grim headlands up the glens 
to die, 

And white-winged sea-birds, with a long- 
drawn cry. 

Which spake of homeward flight and 
billowy nest. 

Glanced through the sunset down the 
wavering West. 
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Evening closed o'er them, mellowing 

into dark ; 
Along the horizon's edge, a tfny spark. 
Dull-red at first, but broadening to a 

white 
And tranquil orb of silver-streaming 

light, 
Slowly the Night Queen fair her heaven 

ascends: 
The outlines of those loving forms she 

blends 
Into one luminous shade, which seems 

to float. 
Mingle and melt In shining mists remote ; 
Type of two perfect lives, whose single 

soul 
Outbreathes a cordial music, sweet and 

whole, 
One will, one mind, one joy-encircled 

fate. 
And one winged faith that soai-s beyond 

the heavenly gate. 



My song, which now hath long flowed 

unperplexed 
Through scenes so various, calm as 

heaven, or vexed 
By gusty passion, reaches the lone shore. 
Ghostlike and strange, of silence and old 

dreams ; 
Far-off its weird and wandering whisper 

seems 
Like airs that faint o'er untracked oceans 

hoar 
On haunted midnights, when the moon 

is low. 
And now 'tis ended: long, yea, long 

ago, 
Lost on the wings of all the winds that 

blow. 
The dust of these dead loves hath passed 

away; 
Still, still, methlnks, a soft, ethereal 

ray 
Illumes the tender record, and makes 

bright 
Its heart-deep pathos with a marvellous 

light. 



So that whate'er of frenzied grief and 
pain 

Marred the pure currents of the crystal 
strain. 

Transfigured shines through fancy's mel- 
lowing trance. 

Touching with golden haze the quaint 
old-world romance. 

Note. — Of "ITie Frankleines Tale,'* the 
plot of which has been followed in " The Wile 
of Brittany," Richard Henry Home, the au- 
tlior of "Orion," says: "It is a noble story, 
perfect in its moral purpose, and chivalrous 
self-devotion to a feeling of truth and honor; 
but it would have been more satisfactory In an 
intellectual sense had a distinction been made 
between a sincere pledge of faith and a * merry 
bond ! ' " 



THE RIVER. 

["Man*8 life is like a river, which likewise 
hath its seasons or phases of progress: first, its 
spring rise, gentle and beautiful; next, its 
summer, of eventful maturity, mixed calm, 
and storm, followed by autumnal decadence, 
and mists of winter, after which cometh the 
all-embracing sea, type of that mystery wo 
call eternity!"] 

Up among the dew-lit fallows 

Slight but fair it took its rise. 
And through rounds of golden shallows 

Brightened under broadening skies; 
While the delicate wind of morning 

Touched the waves to happier grace. 
Like a breath of love's forewarning, 

Dimpling o'er a virgin face, — 
Till the tides of that rare river 

Merged and mellowed into one, 
Flashed the shafts from sundawn's quiver 

Backward to the sun. 

Royal breadths of sky-born blushes 

Burned athwart its billowy breast, — 
But beyond those roseate flushes 

Shone the snow-white swans at rest; 
Round in gi*aceful flights the swallows 

Dipped and soared, and soaring sang, 
And in bays and reed-bound hollows, 

How earth's wild, sweet voices rang! 
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Till the strong, swift, glorious river 
Seemed with mightier pulse to run, 

Thus to roll and rush forever, 
Laughing in the sun. 

Nay; a something born of shadow 

Slowly crept the landscape o'er, — 
Something weird o'er wave and meadow. 

Something cold o'er stream and shore; 
While on birds that gleameil or chanted, 

Stole gray gloom and silence grim. 
And the troubled wave-heart panted, 

And the smiling heavens waxed dim. 
And from far strange spjices seaward. 

Out of dreamy cloud-lands dun. 
Came a low gust moaning leeward. 

Chilling leaf and sun. 

Then, from gloom to gloom intenser, 

On the laboring streandet rolled. 
Where from cloud-racks gathered denser. 

Hark! the ominous thunder knolled! 
While like ghosts that flit and shiver, 

Down the mists, from out the blast. 
Spectral pinions crossed the river, — 

Spectral voices wailing passed ! 
Till the fierce tides, risim^ starkly. 

Blended, towering into one 
Mighty wall of blackness, darkly 

Quenching sky and sun! 

Thence, to softer scenes it wandered. 

Scents of flowei-s and airs of balm, 
And methoughtthe streandet pondered, 

Conscious of the blissful calm: 
Slow it wound now, slow and slower 

By still beach and ripply bight, 
And the voice of waves sank lower, 

Laden, languid with delight; 
In and out the cordial river 

Strayed in pea(!eful curves that won 
Glory from the great Life-Giver, 

Beauty from the sun ! 

Thence again with quaintest ranges. 
On the fateful streamlet rolled 

Through unnumbered, nameless changes. 
Shade and sunshine, gloom and gold, 



Till the tides, grown sad and weary, 

Longed to meet the mightier main, 
And their low-toned luinfrvre 

Mingled with his grand refrain; 
Oh, the languid, lapsing river, 

Weak of pulse and soft of tune, — 
I^o ! the sun hath set forever, 

Lo! the ghostly moon I 

But thenceforth through moon and star- 
liglit 

Sudden-swift the streamlet's sweep; 
Yearning for the mystic far-light. 

Pining for the solemn deep; 
While the old strength gathers o'er it, 

While the old voice rings sublime, 
And in ])allid nnst before it, 

Fade the phantom shows of time, — 
Till with one last eddying qiuver. 

All its checkered journey done. 
Seaward breaks the ransomed river, 

(ioal and grave are won ! 



THE STORY OF OLAUCUS THE 
THESSALIJX.* 



List to this legend, which an antique 

poet 
Hath left among the nuisty tomes of eld. 
Like a flushed rosebud pressed between 

the leaves 
Of some worn, dark-hued volume. What 

a light 
Of healthful bloom about it! What an 

air 
Seems breathing round its delicate petals 

still! 
Wilt thou not take it, lady, — thou, 

whose face 
Is lovely as a lost Arcadian dream, — 
And place it next thy heart, and keep it 

fresh 
With balmy dews thy gentle spirit sends 



• The elements of this story are to be found 
in Apolloiiius Khodius, and Leigh Hunt has 
embodied them In a graceful pro«e legend. 
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Up to the deep founts of the tenderest 

eyes 
That e'er have shone, 1 think, since in 

some dell 
Of Argos and enchanted Thessaly, 
The poet, from wliose heart-lit brain it 

came. 
Murmured this record unto her he loved ? 

TUE STORY. 

Glaucus, a young Thessalian, while the 

dawn 
Of a fresh spring-tide brightened copse 

and lawn, 
Sauntered, with lingering steps and 

dreamy mood, 
Adown the fragrant pathway of a wood 
Which skirted his small homestead 

pleasantly, — 
And there he saw a tall, majestic tree. 
An oak of untold summers, whose broad- 

crown. 
Quivering as if in some slow agony, . -: 
And trembling inch by inch forlornly 

down. 
Threatened, for want of a kind propping 

care. 
To leave its breezy realm of golden air. 
And from its leafy heights, with shriek 

and groan. 
Like some proud forest empire over- 
thrown, 
Measure its vast bulk on the greensward 

lone. 

(rlaucus beheld and pitied it. He saw 
The approaching ruin with a touch of 

awe, 
Xc less than genial syn^)athy,— for men. 
In those old times, pierced with a wiser 

ken 
To the deep soul of Nature, and from 

thence 
Drew a serene and mystic influence, 
Which thrilled all life to music. There- 
fore he 
Called on his slaves, and bade them prop 
the tree. 



i Musing he passed to a still lonelier place 
In the dim forest, by this act of grace 
Lightened and cheered, when, from the 

copse-wood nigh. 
There dawned upon his vision suddenly 
A shape more fair and lustrous than the 

star 
Which rides o'er Cloudland on her 

sapi)liire car 
When vesper winds are fluting solemnly. 
** Glaucus," she said, in tones whose 

liquid flow. 
Mellow, harmonious, passionately low. 
Stole o'er his spirit with a strange, wild 

thrill, 
*' I am the Nvmph of that fair tree thy 

will 
Hath saved from ruin; but for thee my 

breath 
Hadranisl^ed mistlike, — my glad eyes 
•In death 
< ,JJeen. sealed fof evermore. Yes! but for 
I ' ' thee 
I jn.ust;liaixe lost that half-divinity 
Whose secret essence, spiritually fine, 
Ilath warmed my veins like Hebe's 

heavenly wine. 
Xo more, no more amid my rippling hair 
Could I have felt soft fingere of the 

air 
Dallying at dawn or twilight, — on my 

cheek 
Have felt the sun rest with a rosy streak. 
Pulsing in languor; nor with pleasant 

pain 
Drooped in the cool arms of the loving 

Kain, 
That wept its soul out on my bosom fair. 
But now, in long, calm, blissful days 

to be. 
This life of mine shall lapse deliciously 
Through all the seasons of the boun- 
teous year; 
1>( neath my shade mortals shall sit, and 

hear 
Benignant whispers in the shimmering 

leaves ; 
And sometimes, upon warm and odorous 

eves, 
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Lovers shall ])riiig me offerings of sweet 
things, — 

Honey and fruit, — and dream they mark 
the wings 

Of Cupids fluttering through the oak- 
boughs hoar. 

All this I owe thee, Glaucus, — all, and 
more I 

Ask what thou wilt! — thou shalt not 
ask in vain'.'' 

Then Glaucus, gazing in her glorious 

eyes, 
And rallying from his first unmanned 

sun^rise. 
Emboldened, too, by her soft looks, 

which drew 
A spell about his heart like fire and dew 
Mingled ami melting in a love-charm 

bland, — 
And by the twinkling of her moon-white 

' hand. 
That seemed to beckon coyly to her side, 
And by her maiden s'.vectness deified. 
And something that he deemed a dear 

unrest 
Heaving the unveiled billows of her 

breast — 
(As if her preternatural part, as free 
And wild as any nursling of the lea, 
Yearned wholly downward to human- 
ity) - 
Emboldened thiLs, I say, Glaucus re- 
plied: 
"O fairest vision! be my love. — ray 
bride!'' 

Over her face there passed an airy flush. 

The roseate shade, the twilight of a 
blush. 

Ere the low-whispering answer pensively 

Stirred the dim silence in its tranced 
hush. 

"Thy suit is granted, Glaucus! though, 
perchance 

A peril broods o'er this, thy bright ro- 
mance, 

Like a lone cloudlet o'er a lake that's 
fair. 



When the high noon, flamiting so hotly 

now 
Fades into evening, thou may'st meet 

me here. 
Just in the cool of this rill-shadowing 

bough ; 
My favorite bee, my fair>' of the flowers. 
Shall bid the<» come to that pure tryst of 

ours.*' 

Who now so proud as (xlaucus ? '* I have 

won," 
Lightly he said, **the marvellous Iumi- 

ison 
Of love from her in whose soft-folding 

arms 
(Joils might forget Elysium! O! her 

channs 
Are perfect, — perfect heaven and i)er- 

fect earth. 
Blest and comminglejl in one exquisite* 

birth 
Of beauty, — and for me! I know not 

why. 
But rosy Eros ever seems to fly 
Gayly before me, armed for victor}'. 
In even' pleasant lov€»-st rife!" On this 

theme 
Deeply he dwelt, till a vain self-esteem 
Obscured his worthier spirit. Thus he 

went 
Out from the haunted wood, his nature 

toned 
Down to the common daylight, disen- 

zoned 
Of all its rare, ethereal ravishment. 

Still in this mood, he sought the neigh- 
boring town. 

Met with some gay young comrades, and 
sat down 

To dice and wassail. All that mom he 
played. 

And quaffed, and sang, and feasted, till 
the shade 

Of evening o'er earth's forehead cast a 
gloom ; 

And still he played, when on his ear the 
boom 
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Of a swift, shilling, yellow-breasted bee 
Kiiiig out its small alarum. Teasiugly 
The insect hummed about him, went and 

came. 
And like a tiny hell of circling flame • 
And discord seemed to (ilaucus, who at 

last 
Struck at the winged torment testily. 
The bee — poor go-between 1 — in either 

thigh 
Cruelly maimed, with feeble tlutterings, 

I)assed 
Back to its home amid the foliaged 

bloom. 

At length, in two most fortunate throws, 

the game 
Was won by Glaucus! With triumphant 

smile 
He seized and pocketed a glittering pile 
Of new sestertii. **Ay! His e'er the 

same," 
lie muttered; **dice or women, I miutt 

win I 
But hold! — by Venus! 'twere a burning 

sin, 
And false to my fond wild flower of the 

wood 
Longer to dally here. O Fortune ! good. 
Kind mistress, speed me still! Would 

that each heel 
Were plumed like happy Hermes'!" 

His late zeal 
iSpurred the youth onwanl to the place 

of tryst, — 
One final burst of sunset — amethyst, 
Jiuby, and topaz — blazed among the 

boughs, 
Whence a sad voice, — " Breaker of 

solemn rows^ 
What dost thou here ? Thine hour has 

pant for atje!"' 
Glaucas. witli startled eyes, peered 

through the sway 
Of moistened fern and thicket, but his 

view 
Rested alone on vacancy, or caught. 
Swift as the shifting glamour of a 

thought, 



Only the golden and evanishing ray, 
Which, softened by cool sparkles of the 

dew. 
Flashed through the half-closed lids of 

weary Day. 

'*Uere am 1," said the voice, so sadly 

sweet. 
The listener thrilled even to his pausing 

feet, — 
*' Here, right before thee, Glaucus!" 

Yet ag'iin 
The youth with straining eyeballs and 

hot brain. 
Searched the dense thickets, — it was all 

in vain. 
"Alas! alas!" (and now a tremulous 

moan 
Sobbed through the voice, like a faint 

minor tone 
In mournful human music) — *' thou 
' canst see 

: My face no more, for sternly, drearily, 

A wildering cloud of sense, that shall 
! not rise, 

I Hath come between me and thy darken- 
ing eyes. 
O shallow-hearted ! nevermore on thee 
I Shall visions of that finer world above 
Dawn from the chaste auroras of their 

love ; 
But common things, seen in a funeral 

haze 
Of earth iness, and sorrow, and mistrust, 
Weigh the soul down, and soil its hopes 

with dust ; 
A hand like Fate's with cniel force shall 

press 
Thy spirit backwartl into heaviness. 
And the base realm of that forlorn abyss 
Wherein the seri)ent Passions writhe and 

hiss 
In savage desolation! Blind, blind, 

blind 
I Art thou henceforth in heart, and hope, 
I and mind ! 

For he to whom my messenger of joy 
And soothing promise only brought 

annoy 
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And sharp disquic't in his low-born 

hist, — 
What, wluit to him Ideal Ihauti/'s 

kiss. 
The charm of lofty converse in the 

ilells. 
Of divine meetinsjs, musical farewells. 
And glimi>ses throui^h the tlickering 

leaves at niijht 
Of such fair mysteries in awe-hushing 

light 
That even 1, who in Ihcse forests 

dwell 
Purely with innocent creaiures, unto 

wliom 
All Nature opes ln'r iiniernmst lu^art of 

bloom 
And hles.seiliies"^, hy some majestic 

spell 
T'l)ritted unto realms inetTahle. 
Faint almosl in tlie splendor largt' autl 

e!e;ir ? 



Tlie \\ind> have cease. 1 their mni'inui-- 

ini:s, — (Ml my ear 
The rill->«>ngs niell In ilin-ads of d.-lieate 

tnne. 
And e\ery small mote daiieiii'4 in the 

moon 
Kxi>amN. ami hriulit.'n^ to a siiiiinial 



77//; XKST. 



At the poet's lIfe-<'ore lying 
Is a sheltered and sacred nest, 

Where, as yet, unfledged for flying. 
His callow fancies rest: 

Fancies, and tlioughts. and feelings. 

Whi<'h the mother Psyche breeds. 
And passions whose <lim revealings 

IhU torture their hungry needs. 

Vet. — there conieth a sunnner splendor 
When the golden hroo.l wax strong. 

And, with voices grand or ti'nder. 
They rise to the heaven of song. 



X(rr DEM). 

TO .1. A. I). 



llioni:, at the sweetest hour of this s\\eet 
day. 
Here in th" calmest woodland haniil 
1 know. 
IJenii^nant thoniihts arountl mv luiMuorv 
l,l;.,v. 
And in mv heart do pleasant tanciis 
hlou. 

«'y<% ' Like Mowers tmned to thee, radiant 

Lurimr me up to Iinmorlality. i andau;<»\\, 

o: lih-n my earthly nalni'e. loosening | Fhislie.l hy ilie liuht of times forevi-r 

>Iil'- ' llrd. 

Down like a uanuenl, and invisible | \Vhose tender ulory pales, but is not 

lil'> I drad. 

Whisper the seeivts ot" their happier ' 

^ph'-ic! 'j'li,. warm s,,iith wind is like thy gt-ut-r- 

This hli->s. ( ) \oiith I my soul h.ul shared ons hr<'atli. 

uiih one ! Laden with kindly words of irenrh- 

Worthy I h.-uil'l '. Ala~ ! /A-.r- arl not li.- 1 " ' ehr.-r. 

1 And •v.-ry \\ hi-p'-i-im: leaf alxu*' nn- 
Tlie \(.iee di.-d oil l(»v\aid lie- waiiin- sjilh, 

villi! .^sli.' whuiii ilioii drt'am'sl so distant 

(ilauciis l.M.krd up. — tlie u;iiin;, uiM\ lin\. Is II, ar; 

iMif^l tri-'s [I.M-|n\cii i^ il'.ti ili;ill> the sunset ail 

S.'em.il to .-lu--' o*. !• him h'.v a Na-:!' ol W illi iiix-'i-- m"iinn> tr«eji a time that's 

.Inn-. ll-l. 

'^ Jii.si (.<,<}.■<:" \\v ^\-_\.^-\. " I <<•<■'•'" ■• I.">:i'i iM-t an 1 u..;ir, in sooth, — but. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



MARGUERITE, 



143 



The drowsy murmur of cool brooks 
below; 
The soft, slow clouds that seem to muse 
on high; 
Love-notes of hidden binls, that come 
and go, 
Making a sentient rapture of the sky; 
All the rare season's peaceful sorceiy, 
These hints of cordial joys forever 

fled, 
Joys past, indeed, and yet they are not 
dead: 

Far from the motley throng of sordid 
men. 
From fashion far, mean strife and 
frenzied gain. 
In those dear days through many a 
mountain glen. 
By mountain streams, and fields of 

rippling grain, 
We roamed untouched by Passion's 
feverish pain. 
But quaffing Friendship's tranquil 

draughts instead, 
Its waters clear whose sweetness is not 
dead! 

Above that nook of fair remembrance 
stands 
A dove-eyed Faith, that falters not, 
nor sleeps ; 
No flowers of Lethe droop in her white 
hands. 
And if the watch that steadfast angel 

keeps 
Be pensive and some transient tears 
she weeps, 
They are but tears a fond regret may 

shed 
O'er twilight joys which fade, but are 
not dead ! 

Not dead! not dead! but glorified and 

fair, 
Like yonder marvellous cloudland 

floating far 
Between the mellowing sunset's amber 

air 



And the mild lustre of eve's earliest 

star, 
Oh, such, so pure, so bright, these 
memories are! 
Earth's warmth and Heaven's serene 

aroimd them spread, 
They pass, they wane, but, sweet! they 
are not dead ! 



SOS SET. 

Uast thou beheld a landscape dull and 
bare. 
On which, at times, a flying gleam was 

shed 
From some shy sunbeam shifting over- 
head, 
That made the scene for one brief mo- 
ment fair? 
Such is the light, so transient, flickering, 
rare, 
"Which, from fate's sullen heavens 

above me spread. 
Hath flushed the path my weary foot- 
steps tread. 
And lent to darkness glimpses of sweet 

cheer. 

Alas! alas! that I, whose soul doth bum 

With such deep passion for a steadfast 

bliss, 

Must bend forever o'er hope's burial urn, 

And greet even love with a half- 

moumf ul kiss ! 
In sooth, what stern, malignant doom 
is this ? 
Joy! delicate Ariel! ah! return! return 1 



MARGUEHITE. 

She was a child of gentlest air. 
Of deejMlark eyes, but golden hair, 
And, ah ! 1 loved her unaware, 
Marguerite! 

She spelled me with those midnight eyes» 
The sweetness of her naive replies, 
And all her innocent sorceries. 

Marguerite! 
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The fever of my soul grew calm 
Beneath her smile that healed like halm. 
Her words were holier than a psalm, 
Marguerite ! 

But 'twixt US yawned a gulf of fate, 
Whose blackness I beheld* — too late. 
O Christ! that love should smite like 
hate. 

Marguerite ! 

She did not wither to the tomb, 
But round her crept a tender gloom 
More touching than her earliest bloom, 
Marguerite! 

The sun of one fair hope had set, 
A hope she dared not all forget. 
Its twilight glory kissed her yet, — 
Marguerite ! 

And ever in the twilight fair 
Moves with deep eyes and golden hair 
The child who loved me unaware ! 
Marguerite ! 



APART. 



Come not with empty words that say, 
**Your strength of manhood wastes 

away 
In long, ignoble, fruitless years!" 
I live apart from pain and tears, 
Wherewith the ways of men are sown. 
Nor dwell 1 loveless and alone ; 
One tender spirit shares my days. 
One voice is swift to yield me praise. 
One true heart beats against my own! 
What more, what more could man desire 
Than love that burns a steadfast fire 
And faith that ever leads him higher 
Along the path which points to peace ? 

Oh, far and faint I hear the din 
Of battle-blows, and mortal sin 
From out the stir and press of life; 
Those hollow mutfled sounds of strife 



Seem rolled from thunder-clouds up- 
curled 

About a dim and distant world ; 

Below me, in the sunless gloom; 

But round my brow the amaranths 
bloom 

Of sober joy with heart' s-ease furled; 

For more, what more can man desire 

Than love that bunis a steadfast fire, 

And faith that ever leads him higher. 

Where all the jars of earth shall cease ? 

A present glory haunts my way, 

A promise of diviner day 

Illumes the flushed horizon's verge; 

And fainter, farther still, the surge 

Of buffeting waves that l>eat and roar 

Up the dim world's tempestuous shore 

Beneath me in the moonless aii-s; 

Alas, its passions, sorrows, cares! 

Alas, its fathomless despairs! 

YeL dreams, vague dreams, they seem to 

me. 
On these clear heights of liberty. 
These summits of serene desire, — 
Whence love ascends, a quenchless fire, 
And sweet faith ever leads me higher 
To pearly paths of perfect peace ! 



THE LOTOS AXn THE LILY. 

The little poems which follow were sug- 
gested by au oriental idea developed in Alger's 
" Specimens of Eastern Poetry." The moon 
is strangely spoken of as masculine. 

THE LOTOS. 

Drooping in the sunlit streams. 
We are wrapped all day in dreams; 

Morn and noon and evening light 
Robed for us in garbs of night 

Only when the moon appears 
Through a silvery mist of tears, 

From the waters dark and still, 
We arise to drink oui* fill 
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Of the tender love he sheds 
On our fair enamored heads. 

Ah! no longer wrapi)ed in dreams, 
How we pant beneath his beams! 

How, with breath of softest sighs, 
We unclose our yearning eyes, 



And our snowy necks in pride 
Curve about the glittering tide ! 

Warnith for warmth and kiss for kisSy 
All our pulses bum with bliss, 

Till revealed our inmost charms 
Glowing in the night-god's arms. 



I :. ^: 







'• View us, white robed lilies. 
We, whose beauty's rnreness 
Sleeps until tlie briilejjrooin nun 
Woos our virgin fairness." 



THE LILY. 



View us, white-robed lilies, 
"We whose beauty's rareness 

Sleeps until the bridegroom Sun 
Woos our virgin fairness. 

Then, our bosoms baring, 
'Neath his ardent kisses. 

Stem, and leaf, and delicate heart 
Trembling into blisses, 



The full, fervid godhead 
Thrills our being tender, 

And our happy souls expand 
In ecstatic splendor. 

Thus all, all we yield him 
Of our shrined sweetness, — 

All that maiden warmth may grant 
To true love's completeness, 
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WINDLESS UAIS. 

The rain, the desolate rain I 

Ceaseless, and solemn, and ehill! 
How it drips on the misty pane, 

IIow it drenches the darkened sill! 
O scene of sorrow and dearth ! 

I wonld that the wind awaking 
To a fierce and gusty hirth, 

Might vary this dull refrain 
Of the rain, the desolate rain: 
For the heart of heavtiii seems hreaking 
In tears o'er the falh'U earth. 
And again, again, again 
We list to the sombre strain, 
The faint, col<l monotone — 
Wliose soul is a mystic moan — 
Of the rain, the mournful rain, 
The soft, despairing rain! 

The rain, the nun'nuu'ous rain! 

AVeary, y)assionless, slow, 
■Tis the rhythm of s«'tile(l sorrow, 

'Tis the sobbing of cureless woe! 
And all the tragic of llf<'. 

The pathos of Long- Ago, 

Conu'S back cni I lie sad n-fiMJu 
Of the rain, llie cireary rain. 
Till the grav<'s in niy heart nnrlosf. 

And the dead that Its d<'))llis enf(.ld, 
Frciu a solemn and weird re)»o>-e 

Awake, — but with evi^hh ci>ld. 
And voices that nult In jiain 
On the tide of tlic ]»laln(l\(' rain, 
'{"h.' v.'arnini:. ho].rl.'^-< I'jiiii. 
Tin' long, low, whisiii-riiig lain I 



Ai.o.V' llie woMtN llif w hi^iH'i'ini: iiLdil- 
.•(irs -wt'on. 
\ siiii:l''hiMl-no!«' "lit--. :iilow II 111"' f I'tM'v, 
Cl-'itr. p.illid. iiitturnliil. (li(>(»i)> lie- >iiiii- 

nU'I' llionll, 

I)i].|.iMl in \\u- f..iiiii of «-].>ii,llaii«r- 
]i]l.llllnlii -r.i^^: — 
^<)iiiiill.'s«. th<'\ h»'a\<' ;ih()\(' 
The dim. aiK'cstral honie thai hoM> my 
love. 



iiow breathless still! A mystic glamour 
keeps 
Calm watch and ward o'er this weird, 
drowsy hour: 
Yon heaven's at peace, the earth be- 
I nigidy sleeps; 

I And thou, thou slumberest too, my 
I woodland tlower, — 

I Fair lily steeped in light 

I And hai>pv visions of the marvellous, 
night: 

1 waft a sigh from this fond sord lo 
thine, — 
I A little sigh, yet honey-laden, d«'ar. 
I With fairy freightagt' of such herpes i.l- 
' vinii 

I As fain would llutter gently at thine 
I ear. 

And. entering, find their way 
Down to the heart so veiled from me by 

I III dreani^. in dreams, perchance, thou 

i art not coy; 

I And «>ne keen hope m(»re bold than all 

I the rest 

I May touch thy s])irit with a tr«nmlous 

' And si Ir an answering softness in thy 
I hi(M-t: 

() sl(M>-: () blrM tM'lipsc! 
AN'liat null inured woi'd is faltering at her 

' lip.? 

Awake tnr one brief moment. g<'nlal 
s,;iiili: 
nr.Ml le- (.■<•]• In-r slnnili«'i>, — wafi that 
wm-il lo me, 
Wari'i w iih llie fraij;raiir,' of h<M' ro>fbi;d 
iin'ii;h. 
I'.iiwicath."! in sniil.'> of dreaiiiful fan- 
la <v: 
( '.line, w lii««i»fr. low and lii:hl. 
'I'lic II ini<- whicli hatmts her maiden 
trail. <• to-ni-ht. 

Si ill, l.r«M:lil.'^v.siiii : \,) voice in earth 
I '! a ' I '. 
I uiil\ kiiuw in\ d. \\rd\K' darling lies, 
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A twilight lustre glimmering in her 
hair, 
And dews of peace within her languid 
eyes : 
Yea, only know that I 
Am called from love and dreams, per- 
liaps to die, — 

Die when the heavens are thick with 
scarlet rain, 
And every time-throb's fated: even 
there 
Her face would shine through mists of 
mortal pain, 
And sweeten death, like some incar- 
nate prayer: 
Hark! 'tis the trumpet's swell! 
O love ! O dreams ! farewell, farewell, 
farewell ! 



NATURE, BETROTHED AND WEDDED. 

Have you not noted how in early spring, 

From out the forests, past the mummr- 
ing brooks, 

O'er the hillsides, Nature, with airy 
grace, 

Like some fair virgin, touched by lights 
and shades, 

Glides timidly, a veil of golden mist 

About her brows, and budding bosom 
draped 

In maiden coyness? She's a bride be- 
trothed 

Unto that mystic god, who comes from 
far. 

Rich Orient lands upon the winds of 
June, 

That bear him like swift ardors, winged 
with fire; 

And when, on some calm, lustrous mom, 
her lonl 

Uplifts the golden veil, and weds to hers 

The quicken in *j warmth of ripe, immor- 
tal lips, 

How the broad earth leaps into raptured 
life, 

And thrills with music! 



Then a queenly spouse 
Raised unto fruitful empire, through all 

hom*s 
Of bounteous summer, she walks proudly 

on, 
Shining with blissful eyes of matronhood, 
Till, at the last, autumn, with reverent 

hand. 
Doth crown her with such full, com- 
pleted joy. 
Such wealth of sovereign beauty, she 

once more 
About her brows and sumptuous bosom 

folds 
That golden veil, — not in the tremulous 

fear 
Of maiden coyness now, but lest rash 

men, 
Drawn by her awful loveliness, should 

dare 
To gaze too closely on it, and thus fall. 
Smitten and blind, at her imperial feet! 



CHLORIS. 

What time the rosy-flushing West 
Sleeps soft on copse and dingle. 

Wherein the sunset shadows rest. 
Or richly float and mingle; 

When down the vale the wood-dove's tone 

Thrills in a cadence tender. 
And every rare, ethereal mote 

Turns to a winged splendor. 

Just as the mystic cloudlands ope. 
Far up their sapi)hire portal, 

Fair as the fairest dream of Hope, 
Half goddess and half mortal, 

I see that lovely genius rise. 
That child of Orient trances, 

On whose sweet face the glory lies 
Of weird Hellenic fancies, — 

Chloris ! l)eneath whose procreant tread 
All earth yields up her sweetness, — 

The violet's scent, the rose's red. 
The dahlia's orbed completeness, 
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And verdures on the myriad hills, 
The breath of her pure duty 

Hath nursed to life hy sparl\lin!i rills 
And foliaged nooks of beauty; 

Till hlooni and oilor, blusli and song, 
So fill eaith's radiant si)a<-es, 

The failing tou<'i» of sin, or wrong, 
Lraves glad the weariest faces; 

And so, ihrougli happy spriiig-tid(^ dells. 

O'ei- mount, and lieltl. and river. 
Her z<'i)li\r's fairy clarion swells, 

Jli'r footsteps glanee foieverl 



A pakaum: kok tiii: timks. 

Who at tin* eouit of A>lolf, tlw great 

King. 
Kinu" of a n-alm of lir>. an.l iey floes. 
Coll briglit li(H(U.an.l mountains rapped 

uilh rlou !>. 
Who llicr*" sn lo\t'd antl honon-d as the 

kiiiiihi. 
Theyouihliil kniulit l-'ml niiin :' Whence 

In' eanie. 
None knew, nniwhom lil-> kimlred: al 

a Itound 
He pasM-il all i-i\;ds nu>\ ing towards llie 

throne. 
.\ndsio(.| liini-poi^ed ai»ov«'them: yet 

will! mien 
So >weet it honexed en\v. aii<l ^wv- 

prised 
Thi' liiit»Me>«l i-ail.Mx into erdnjilji^anee! 
LoW-\oierl anil <l.-li.-ale-fealiiivd, Willi 

a cheek 

A^ >olI a^ pc-aeli <lown. or lie- uoM-'n 

.ln>l 
Sliiin<(l in a niaidfH lil\'s h.-ari <>f 

lieallv, 

Vcl a vi.Tii w ill Im-ih i.owlike. w illi lie- 

vhat'l 
Ot vniiie krell pill po-e >W i II 1 \ -liaWll t<. 

lira. I. 
()i lann.-lie.l nii.'i riim at it- lolls niaik. 



Rose thrilled with action, or high stnmg 

at ainu 
IJeneath his jewelled doublet! While 

tlu' hand 
So warm, so white, and wont to press 

fhe palm 
In pa]i)i:a!ing clasp of fair sixteen. 
Could wieM the ponderous battle-axe. 

or flash 
The lightning rapier in the foemau's 

eyes. 
Prince of the t(;iu*ney and the dance 

alike, 
Wai"'s fiercer lists had seen Ids furrow- 
less brow 
Flushed red with heal of battle, heard 

his voice 
Shrilled clear beyond the chuions, 

mount and bleak 
In larklike song far o'er the mists of 

blood. 
Throngh \ietory"s calmer heaven. 

Mixed love ami fear. 
With lo\e ofitinies prc))onderant, ginled 

him 
Closely as with an atm(»si>]iei-e disiurl.jcil 
Oidy b\ hints of' thunder, gho>ls of 

"clond. 
lini lo\e, all love, love in her passionate 

e\<-s. 

Lo\e "twist the ])nre twin rosebuds of 

liei- month, 
l.(»\e in llieaiih ol brooding, beanteous 

brows. 
Ami every wa\eiin'4 dimi»l«' wherein 

^mil.- 
At hidr-ami— •■<lx with sl\. mock frow n- 

in-^ pla\.ML — 
All lo\c wav Kreyla. ilioiigh a princess 

-lir. 

I•^•I• ilii> nM'.Niiown I'oitiini(»I Wildly 

bra- 
An.l bnrii.-.| le-rlieari al fach soft glance 

be -a\e. 
( )r -oti.-r wi.jJ. albeii a-\el nnthrilled 
i;\ aii-w.iinu 1' :i^-i>Mil Swiftly flew iier 

lii-.M m^ 
i;ii.llikr oil balm\ win. Is of fancy 

iM.ni.', 
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To bridal realms empurpled and di- 
vine, — 

Alas! but Scorn, that long had lurked 
and spied 

In ambush, shot its sudden bolts, and 
brought 

Those winsjjod <h-earas transfixed to earth 
and iliMil ! 



While Rage. Scorn's ally, in her father's 

breast. 
Clutched the sweet dreamer rudely, 

dra.i;:j;ed her soul 
Into the SJii'if^ii i^lare of commonplace 
(Soon to be lit by horror's lurid starl) 
And so convulsi'd her tenderness with 

llireuL.^, 




•King of a rea'm of flrn, ami :oy floos, 
Cold bn'glit llonbJ, and iiiouiitaiiis oapiu <1 with clouds." 



That all herbeinsj seemed colhn)sed 'o fall 

Crushed, as in moral earthquake : * * Dot- 
ing fool,'' 

Outshrieked the King. ** dost dream 
great Odin's bloo<l 

Could mix with veins plebeian *? Purge 
thy thoughts, 

Unvirgined, vile, of sacrilegious sin! 

But for this boy, our twelvemonth's 
grace hath raised 

So high, a moment's justice shall cast 
down 

To fathomless depths of ruin ! " 



Wlierewithal 
(l!aii)ing on justice still, though justice 

slept) 
The Kiuii decreed. *' This youth Fortu- 

nio dies I '' 
So, on a bright spring morn, the knight 

stood up, 
^'routing the royal doomsmen, with a 

face 
Sublimely calm; they tore his braverj' 

off. 
His jewelled vest and knighthood's 

golden spm-s, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



150 



LEGENDS AND LYRICS. 



And bared his heart to catch the arrowy 
hail, — 

AVlien lo! beneatli those roiigli, disrob- 
ing hands, 

The danfferousy lewd seducer, coyly 
bowed, 

Outheamed a viryin beauty chaste and 
fair! 

Tlie King, beholding, started, and then 

smiled: 
**Thou wanton madcap," said he, "go 

in i)eace!'' 

O cordial eyes, tlie brown eyes and the 

blue. 
Or ye dark eyes, with deeps like mid- 
night heavens. 
Where unimaginetl worlds of thought 

and love 
Shine starlike, would ye quench your 

glorious rays 
In the low levels of the lives of men ? 
O gracious souls of women tender-sweet. 
And luminous with goodness, would ye 

soil 
Your nascent angel-plumage in the stye 
Of sordid world liness ? Be warned, be 

warned ! 
Set not the frail spears of your rash 

caprice 
In rest against great Nature's pierceless 

shield; 
Strive not to grasp monopolies impure, 
Man's fated heritage. Be warned, be 

wameil I 
For surely as yon bright sun dawns and 

dies. 
And sure as Nature, all immutable. 
Year after year completes her mystic 

round 
Through law's vast orbit, — so ye des- 
perate Fair, 
Arrayed against the eternal force of God, 
Must fall discomfited, and like that 

knight, 
The false Fortunio, rest your claims at 

last. 
Not on deft spells of simulated power. 



But on the soft white bosom which 
enspheres 

The sacred chanus of perfect woman- 
hood ! 



A FEUDAL PICTURE. 

[ScKSK— The Corridor of a Palace. Peh- 
80NS — A young Knight ami bis Mentor. 
Time — The Fourteenth Century.] 



MKNTOR. 

With what a grace she passed us by 

just now! 
Her delicate chin half raised, her cordial 

brow 
A cloudless heaven of bland benignities ! 
What tempered lustre too in her dove's 

eyes. 
Just touched to archness by the eye- 
brow's curve, 
And those quick dimples which the 

mouth's reserve 
Stir and break up, as sunlit ripples 

break 
The cool, clear calmness of a mountain 

lake! 
j A woman in whom majesty and sweet - 
I ness 

! Blend to such issues of serene complete- 
! ness. 

That to gaze on her were a prince's 

boon I 
The calm of evening, the large pomp of 

noon, 
Are hers; soft May morns melting into 

June, 
Hold not such tender languishments as 

those 
Which steep her in that dew-light of 

rejwse. 
That floats a dreamy balm around the 

full-blown rose : — 
And yet, 'tis not her beauty, though so 

bright 
(Clear moon-fire mixed with sun-flame), 

nor the light. 
Transparent chann we feel so exquisite^ 
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Vvuereby she's compassed as a wizard 

star 
Bv its own life-air\ 'tis not one, nor all 
i>f these, whereby we're mastered, Sir, 

and fall 
Slavelike before her: doubtless such ! 

things are 
Potent as spells, — still there's a some- 
thing fine, 
Subtler than hoar-rime in the faint 

moonshine, 
More iK)tent yet! — an imdefined art, 
'Twere vain to question: your whole 

being, heart, 
lirain, blood, seem lapsing from you, 

fired and fused 
In hei-s, — a terrible power, and if 

abused 

Hut by St. Peter! 'tis not safe to talk 
< )f yon weird woman ! turn now ! watch 

her walk 
'Twixt the tall tiger-lilies, —there's a 

free. 
Brave grace in every step, — but still to 

me, 
It hath — 1 know not what — of covert- 

ness. 
Cunning, and cruel purpose! can you 

guess 
The picture it brings up? — a lonely 

rock 
From which a young Bedouin guards his 

flock, 
In the swart desert: — there's a tawny 

band, 
A curved and tangled pathway of loose 

sand, 
Winding above him; — the tranced airs 

make dim 
His slumberous senses! — his great 

brown eyes swim 
In th' mist of dreams, when gliding 

with mute tread 
Forth from the thorn-trees, o'er his 

nodding head. 
Moves a lithe-bodied panther; — (God! 

how fair 
The beast is, with her moony-spotted 

hair, 



And her deft desert paces !) — one breath 

more! 
And you'll behold the spouting of fresh 

gore. 
Heart blood that's human! — can aught 

save him now *? — 
Hist! the sharp crackle of a blasted 

bough. 
Whence flies a huge hill-eagle, nistling 
O'er the boy's forehead his vast breadths 

of wing. 
And sweeping as a half-seen shade, 

'twould seem, 
Betwixt his startled spirit, and its 

dream; 
He's roused! espies his danger! at a 

bound 
Leaps into safety where the low-set 

ground 
Is buttressed 'neath two giant crags 

thereby 
(Xow hark ye ! 'tis no pictured phantasy, 
This scene, my Anslem! but all's true 

and clear 
Before me, though full many a weary 

year 
Has waxed and waned since then): 
My meaning prithee ? foolish youth, be- 
ware ! 
There's treachery lurking in the gay 

parterre, 
As in the hoary desert's silentness. 
And dreams with danger, death per- 
chance behind, 
May lull young sleepers in the perfumed 

wind. 
Which hardly lifts the tiniest truant 

tress 
It toys with coyly, of a woman's 

hair: 
Our sternest fates have risen in forms as 

fair. 
As — let us say for lack of similes, — 
As, hers, who bends now with such 

gracious ease. 
O'er her rich tuliivbeds! 

Were I the bird, 
Wert thou the shepherd Anslem of my 

tale. 
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(And that thou hast not hearkened, boy, 

unstirred 
Is clear, albeit thou need'st not wax so 

pale). 
What would true wisdom whisi)er, now 

'tis done, 
My warning, and thy day-ilreain in the 

sun ? 
What ! why, her mandate's plain : I hear 

her say, 
* Young Knight I to horse ! leave the 

Queen's Court tonlay ! ' " 



THE WAIiXISO. 

Patience! I yet may pierce the rind 
Wherewith are shrewdly girded round 
The subtle secrets of his mind : 
A dark, imwholesome core is bound 
Perchance within it! Sir, you see. 
Men are not what they seem to bo ! 

A candid mien and plausible tongue ! 
A bearing calmly frank and fair, 
The tear ('twould seem) by pity wrung, 
All these are his, but still, beware! 
A something strange, false, unbegot 
Of virtue, whispers, trust him not: 
But yestertlay, his mask (I know 
He wears one), for a moment's space. 
By chance dropped off and swift below 
The smile just waning on his face, 
I caught a look, (lashed sudden, keen 
As lightning, which he deemed unseen. 

I will not pause to tell thee what 
That look betrayed ! enough I think, 
To smite the spirit cold and hot. 
By turns, and make one inly shrink 
From contact with a soul that keeps 
Such wild-fire smouldering in its deeps: 
So friend, be warned ! he is not one 
Thy youth should tru:t, for all his 

smiles, 
Frank foreheads, genial as the sun. 
May hide a thousand treacherous wiles. 
And tones, like music's honeyed Mow. 
May work (God knows I) the bitterest 

woe! 



DRIFTING, 

I HAVE settled at last in a sombre nook. 
In the far-off heart of the Norland 

hills, 
Tliere's a dark pine forest before my 

gates, 
And behind is the voice of rills 
That murmur all day, and munnur all 

night. 
Through the tangled copses green ami 

lone. 
Where, couched in the depths of the 

shadowy leaves. 
The wood-dove makes her moan. 

My home is a Ciistle ancient and worn. 
With hoai7 walls, and with ciimibling 

floors. 
And the burglar-winds their entrance 

force 
Through the cobwebbed panes and 

doors. 
I can hardly say that a roof is mine. 
For whene'er the mountain tempests 

rise, 
A deluge is poured through its countless 

rents. 
Wide open to air and skies I 

Ah! Nature alone keeps a wholesome 

mien. 
In the midst of a squalor wildly bare, 
And I draw sometimes from her bounte« 

ous breast 
Brief balms for the heart's despair: 
All human friends that were loyal have 

died. 
And the false and treacherous only 

stay. 
To iKjison the soul with their serpent 

tongues 
In my fortune's dull decay! 

Distant and dim in the i>erishing past 
Grow the joys that made its springtime 

sweet. 
And the last of the saving angels—^ 

IIoi>e — 
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Hath spurned my lot with her shining 

feet; 
Ambition is dead, and if love survives. 
Her lip, it is pale, and her eyes forlorn 
As beams of the waning stars that 

melt 
In a clouded winter's morn. 
I have met my fate as a man should meet 
What cannot be vanquished, nor put 

aside, 
I have striven with spirit and force to 

stem 
Its rushing and mighty tide; 
Hut the godlike nerve, and the iron will. 
They were not granted to me, I say, 
And therefore a waif on an angry sea, 
I am drifting, drifting away! 

Ay! drifting, and drifting, and drifting 

away, 
Not a hand upraised, nor a cry for aid ; 
And hoarser the voice of the stonn-wind 

swells, 
And darker the wild night-shade; 
There are breakers aheail that will crush 

me soon, 
How much, O God! do thy creatures 

bear! 
I marvel if somewhere, in heaven or 

hell. 
This riddle of life grows clear! 



soxyETS. 



LEIGH in: XT. 



"I>eigh Hunt lopes fverything; he catches 
the sunny side of everything, and — except a 
ffw polemical antipathies — finds everything 
beautiful." —Hknky Ckaiib Kohixhon. 

Despite misfortune, poverty, the dearth 
Of simplest justice to his heart and 

brain, 
This gracious optimist lived not in vain; 
Rather, he made a partial Heaven of 

Earth; 
For whatsoe'er of pure and conlial birth 
In body or soul dawned on him, he was 

fain 



To bless and love, as an immortal gain 
A thing divine, of fair immaculate 

worth : — 
The clearest, cleanest nature given to 

man 
In these, our latter days, methinks was 

his. 
With instincts which alone did bring 

him bliss; 
All life he vieweil as one long, luminous 

plan 
Wherein God's love and wisdom meet 

and kiss, — 
His sole brave creed, the creed Samari- 
tan! 

SOrL-ADVANCES. 

He, who with fervent toil and will aus- 
tere. 
His innate forces and high faculties 
Develops ever, with firm aim, and wise. 
He only keeps his spiritual vision clear; 
To him earth's treacherous shadows 

shift and veer 
Like idle mists o'ercrowding windless 

skies, 
W^here through ofttimes to purged and 

prayerful eyes. 
The steadfast heavens seem beckoning 

calm and near: 
Still o'er life's rugged heights, with many 

a slip, 
And painful i)ause he journeys, and sad 

fall. 
Toward death's dark strand, washed by 

a mystic sea; 
There her worn cable straining to be 

free, 
He sees, and enters Faith's majestic ship, 
To sail — where'er the voire of God may 

call! 

CvVROLIXA. 

That fair young land which gave mo 

birth is dead ! 
Lost as a fallen star that quivering dies 
Down the pale pathway of autunmal 

skies, 
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A vague faint radiance flickering where 
it fled; 

All she hath wrought, all she hath 
planned or said, 

Her golden eloquence, her high emprise 

Wrecked, on the languid shore of Lethe 
lies, 

While cold Oblivion veils her piteous 
head : * 

() mother! loved and loveliest ! debonair 

As some brave queen of antique chiv- 
alries. 

Thy beauty's blasted like thy desolate 
coast^s ; — 

Where now thy lustrous form, thy shin- 
ing hair ? 

Where thy bright presence, thine imi)e- 
rial eyes '* 

Lost in dim sliadows of the realm of 
Ghosts! 

80NNET. 

In yonder grim, funereal forest lies 

A foul lagoon, o'er filmed by dust and 

slime, 
Hidden and ghastly, like a thought of 

crime 
In some stern soul kept secret from 

men's eyes: 
But if perchance a healthful breeze 

should rise, 
And part those stifling boughs, sweet 

morning's prime. 
And the fair flush of evening's cordial 

clime, 
Reflect therein the calmly glorious skies : 



• Tliis may be esteemed an exagtjeration : but 
really it is the sober and melancholy truth. 
TIic fame of the great stateHmeu and orators, 
for example, who once flourished in South 
(*arolina, and made her name illustrious from 
one end of the Union to the other, is fast be- 
coming a mere shadowy tradition. With a 
single exception, their works have never been 
collected for publication, nor have their live.< . 
been written, unless in the most fragmentary 
and imperfect fashion. The perio*! during 
which these things might have been rightly 
done has forever passed. 



Is't so with man ? holds not the dark- 
ened breast. 

Turbid, corrupt, o'ergrown by worldli- 
ness. 

One little spot whereon love's smile may 
rest ? 

Lo ! a pure impulse breathes, the .sin- 
clouds part, 

The grief-tlefilements melt in hopes that 
bless. 

And pour God's quickening sunshine on 
the heart! 



ODE TO SLEEP. 

Beyond the sunset, and the amber sea 
To the lone depths of Ether, cold ami 

bare, 
Thy influence, soul of all tranquillity. 
Hallows the earth and awes the reverent. 

air; 
Yon laughing rivulet quells its silvery 

tune, 
Tlie pines, like priestly watchers tall and 

grim, 
Stand mute, against the pensive i\\\- 

llght dim, 
Breathless to hail the advent of tin* 

moon; 
From the white beach the ocean falls 

away 
Coyly, and with a thrill; the sea-birds 

dart 
Ghostlike from out the distance, and 

depart 



111 us, over their genius and performances, as 
over their native State, — the Carolina of old, 
—oblivion, day by day, is more darkly gather- 
ing. If elements of a new political birth exist 
in that unfortunate section, they are nmr 
hopelessly confused and chaotic! 

While the Past recedes, becoming momently 
more ghostly and phantasmal, the Future is 
M'rapped in thick clouds and darkness! Where, 
infleed, is the jjrophet or son of a prophet who 
can predict the nature of that new polity des- 
tined to rise from the old institutions and the 
defunct civilissation? 
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With a gray flectness, luoaiiing the dead ! 

day ; 
The wings of Silence overfolding space, 
Droop with dusk grandeur from tlie 

heavenly steep, 
And through the stillness gleams thy 

starry face, 
Serenest Angel — Sleep I 

Come! woo me here, amid these flowery 

charms. 
Breathe on my eyelids; press thy odor- 
ous lips 
Close to mine own, enwreathe me in j 

thine arms, I 

And cloud my spirit with thy sweet | 

eclipse; 
No dreams! no dreams! keep back the | 

motley throng, — ' 

For such are girded round with ghastly 

might, 
And sing low burdens of despondent 

song, I 

Decked in the mockery of a lost de- I 

light; 
1 ask oblivion's balsam ! the mute peace 
Toned to still breathings, and the gen- 
tlest sighs, 
Not music woven of rarest harmonies 
< 'ould yield me such elysium of release : , 
The tones of earth are weariness, — not | 

only 
'Mid the loud mart, and in the walks of 

trade, | 

But where the mountain Genius broodeth 

lonely. 
In the cool pulsing of the sylvan shade; 
Then, bear me far into thy noiseless land, 
Surround me with thy silence, deep on 

deep, 
Until serene I stand 
Close by a duskier country, and more 

grand, 
Mysterious solitude, than thine, O Sleep! 

As he whose veins a feverous frenzy 

bums, 
Whose life-blood withers in the fieiy 



Feebly, and with a languid longing, 

turns 
To the spring breezes gathering from the 

South, 
So, feebly, and with languid longing. 1 
Turn to thy wished Nepenthe, and im- 
plore 
The golden dimness, the purpuival gloom 
Wliich haunt thy poppied realm, an^i 

make the shore 
Of thy dominion balmy with all bloom : 
In the clear gulf s of thy serene profound. 
Worn passions sink to quiet, sorrows 

pause. 
Suddenly fainting to still-breathed 

rest; 
Thou own'st a magical atmosphere, 

which awes 
The memories seething in the turbulent 

breast ; 
Which nuiffling, up the sharpness of all 

sound 
Of mortal lamentation, — solely bears 
The silvery minor toning of our woe. 
All mellowed to harmonious imder- 

flow, 
Soft as the sad farewells of dying 

yeais, — 
Lulling as sunset showers that veil the 

west, 

And sweet as Love's last teai*s 
When overwelling hearts do mutely 

weep : 
O griefs ! O wailings ! your temi)estuous 

madness. 
Merged in a regal quietude of sadness. 
Wins a strange glory by the streams of 

sleep ! 

Then woo me here amid those flowery 

charms. 
Breathe on my eyeUds, press thy oilor- 

ous lips. 
Close to mine own, — enfold me in thine 

aims, 
And cloud my spirit with thy sweet 

eclipse; 
And while from waning depth to depth 

I fall, 
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O I TO be 

By the sea, the sea! 
While a brave iior'wester's blowing, 

Witli a swirl on the lee, 

Of cloiul-foam free, 
And a spring-tule deei)ly flowing! 

With the low nioon red and large, 

O'er the flushed horizon's njarge, 
And a little pink hand in mine, 
On the sands in the long moonshine! 

O! to be 

By the sea, the sea! 
With the wind full west and dying, 
With a single star 
O'er the misty bar, 
And the dim waw^s dreamily sighing! 
O! to be there, but there! 
With my sweet love nestling near! 
Near, near, till her heart-throbs blend 

with mine, 
Through the balmy hush of the night's 

decline. 
On the glimmering beach, in the soft 
star-shine 1 



Down lai>sing to the utmost depths of 

all, 
Till wan forgetfulness obscurely steal- 
ing* 
Creeps like an incantation on the soul, 
And o'er the slow ebb of my conscious 

life 
Dies the thin flush of the last conscious I 

feeling, , 

And like abortive thunder, the dull roll 
Of sullen passions ebbs far, far away, — | 
O Angel! loose the chords which cling : 

to strife, 
Sever the gossamer bondage of my 

breath, I 

And let me pass gently as winds in 

May, ^ I 

From the dim realm which owns thy 

shadowy sway, ' 

To thy diviner sleep, O sacred death! 



HOPES AND MEMOlilES. 

Our hopes in youth are like those rose- 
ate shadows 

Cast by the sunlight on the dewy grass 

When first the fair morn opes her sap- 
phire eyes; 

They seem gigantic and yet gracefid 
shades. 

Touched with bright color. As our sun 
of life 

Rises towards meridian, less and less 

(irow the bright trenudous shadows, till 
at last. 

In the hot dust and noontide of our day. 

They glinuner to blank nothingness. 
Again, 

That grand climacteric passed, the shad- 
ows gleam 

Bright still, perchance (if our past deeils 
be pure), — 

Brifffit still, hut all rcvernctl ! Eastward 
they point. 

Lengthening and lengthening ever 
towanl the dawn ; 

For hopes have then grown memories, 
whose strange life 

Deepens and deepens as the sunset dies. 



jriDDE/i/X'S nACE. 

AISTKALIAX. 

[The incidents of tlie following skeU^li will 
be found in "Tlie Iteoolleetions of (Jeotrnn- 
Hamlyn," by Henry Kiugsley.] 

"A HORSE amongst ten thousand! on 
the verge. 

The extremest verge of equine life he 
stands ; 

Yet mark his action, as those wild young 
colts 

Freed from the stock-yard gallop whin- 
nying up ; 

See how he trots towards them, — nose 
in air. 

Tail arched, and his still sinewy legs 
out-throwu 



Digitized by 



Google 




'Our hopcH in youth are like those roseate shadows 
('ast by the sunlight on the <le\vy grass." 
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In gallaut grace before him! A brave The convict hordes from near Van Die- 

beasl men. freed 

As ever spurned the moorland, ay, and , By force or fraud, swept, like a blood- 
red lire, 
Inland from beach to momitain, bent on 
raid 



more, 
lie bore me once, — such words but smite 

the tnith, 
r the outer ring, while vivid memory ' And rapine; fiends o' th' lowest pit, they 



wakes, 
Kecalling now. the passion and the 

pain, — 
He bore me once from earthly hell to 

heaven ! 

** The sight of fine old Widderin (that's 

his name, 
Caught from a peak, the topmost rugged 

peak 
Of tall Mount Widderin, towering to 

the North 
Most like a steed's head, with full nos- 
trils blown. 
And ears pricked up), — the sight of 

Widderin brings 
That day of days before me, whosa 

strange hours 
Of fear and anguish, ere the sunset, 

changed 
To hours of such content and full-veined 

joy. 
As Heaven can give our mortal lives but 

once. 

** Well, here's the story: While yon bush- 
fires sweep 
The distant ranges, and the river's voice 
Pil)es a thin treble through the heart of 

drougbt. 
While the red heaven like some huge 

caldron's top 
Seems with the heat a-simmering, better 

far 
In place of riding tilt 'gainst such a sun, 
Here in the safe veranda's flowery gloom. 
To play the dwarfish Homer to a song. 
Whereof myself am hero : 

** Two decades 



spared 
Xor sex, nor age. nor infancy; the vul- 
ture 
Followed their track, and a black smoke 

Uke hell's 
Hung its foul reek al)ove each home 

accursed. 
Sacked by their greed, or ravished by 

their lust. 
Their crimes were monstrous, weird, 

unutterable. 
Not to be hinted, save in awe-struck 

whispers 
i')r»pi)e<l ■ \ry dark hearthstones, far from 

maidens' ears, 
la .tire blank silent midnight! all the 

' land 
XJpros*» to seek, confront and decimate 
These devils spawned of Tophet; but 

their bands 
At the fii-st bruit of battle, the first clang 
Of sabres giixling honest loins, and 

champ 
Of horse-bits held by manly hands that 

burned 
To smite them, hip and thigh, — fled, 

disappeared. 
And crouched in hiding, wheresoe'er the 

earth. 
By wave and hill-side, forest, and bleak 

tarn. 
Vouchsafed to shield them; as the time 

rolled on. 
Our fears grew lighter, and all dread was 

quelled, 
When on a morning, 'mid the outmost 

reefs 
Of rough C\ipe Boiling, our chief herds- 
man found 
The carcass of a huge boat overturned. 



Have passed since that wild autumn-time ; All stoven, and finnly wedged between 
when last < the jaws 
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Of monster rocks, wliereby three bodies At dewy dawiiiiii;, — on this marvellous 

lay, morn. 

Si)lashing and f^nrgling in the refluent I. with four comrades, in this self-same 

tides. spot, 

"Well known as eorses of three desperate Watched ihe fair scene, and drank the 

men. si)i<'y airs. 
The outlaws' leaders: tlu'reni>on 'twas ; That held a subtler si)irit than our wine, 

deemed, — And talked and lauglietl. and nnised in 

And all nmst own willi fairest likelihood. idleness. 

That glutted by llu'ir vi'ngeance, or Weaving vau'ue fancies, as our ]»ii>e- 

sjiurii'd on wreatbs curlcil 

liy hopes of ia]>iue, beckoning other- Fantastic, in the sunlight I I. with 

w line. — bead 

Till' whole foul cn-w end)iukiug, hud Thrown ba«'k. and cushioned sinmly, 

been sri/.ed and with e\es 

15y wind and \\;i\i'. (;od*s cxecuiionrrs. Intent on <»ne i,'rotes<pa' and curiou-i 

'J'be ]»ilil«vss (U)onivnn'n of tin- w r.itli of clond. 

Ilravcn. — rutb'd npwanl, tliat now seemed to 

And s«>. rruslu'd out of being, and liiUe ilic >lKii»e 

made le>s Of a Duteh tnlii», now a Turk's face 

Tliau Ibe \ ile scaur'-d «labbling in the topjied 

surf. I ily folds «)n folds of turban limitless. — 

Heard suddenly, just as the clo"k 

*• Tbenceforlli, our caution cooled; eliinied one. 

save lirre and lliepi', 'I'o melt in ninsiral echoes up ibe bills. 

At ciitieal nionniain-pas«,cs, k)Y loni' (^nick footsteps on the gi-avclled path 

ea\e>. wiiliont. — 

And sliclinvd inlets of the wild south- Sie].s of ibc couriers of <-alamity, — 

west. ,So \\{\ heart told me, ere with 

\o srnlin<'ls \\ate||i-d: and whiiefoie hlam-hed leiiards. 

should the\ wateh'.' Two stalwaiM hi'idsnu'n on our thrcsh- 

Thesi(.nu ha.l lliKaleued. hi(»krn and ..Id paused. 

w.e- passed ! I'aniiiiL:. wiili lips ihat writhed, and 

a w fill e\ e.s : 

" >n. ill late aiiliiiiiii. — "iwas a hsar- A i»i<'al h's spae.- in each ot h«'i"*s e\es w e 

\-ll..iis iiini'ii. lilaffd. 

Willi hr.-.'/< s frniii ih'- <aliii snnw -ri\ ei Thru, swin as iiiliT<'hani,'e of rmhlnini,' 

l...r]i.' Iliriists 

Thai [Minh.' I ;li<' air. ami stiir,. | I; int., |i, ,lra<lh e-.inital. <|ni-siion and re]tly 

thiJMS. ( |;,sli,.,| siMipK. • Wliai! the Kan-ers V " 

M\ si.t i.,i|s ;iiii| 111. •si,.,. lie. a hii-hl misi • \\. h\ II.;i\rn! 

L.ipi.iiiu ihe !:iiM|sr.,p.- hk.- a L-'l'I'ii \iid loMsr.liii imv,-. — ihelu'll-hounds!' 

f!ail.-r. • \\ hi!l|.-|- humid V 

Swalliiim Ih'' hi'ili..].. Willi f.iiiias:;.' I sf ;,]inii.-i e, I. ho;i|s,.|\. • l>ound,' the 

V. ils. ..Mrl s.,i,I, 

And .."ri-]!,.- ni-.Mi!,iitd "(rail <|iii\ ••I'iim • ^i.iil hu aid ! t.'iii- sialious had they 

i;._.|,f s.i, krd and hiiiiil, 

A- uossa-iM r ihir.rls di.iwu .N-wi: ilir \iid ii«'\\. diiiiiU. furluns * |)ut 1 

for,-. I a'>l. - siHi.j.r.l ;.. lear 
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Xo more; with booming thunder in 

mine ears, 
And blood-flushed eyes, I rushed to 

Widderin's side, 
Drew tight the girths, upgathered curb 

and rein, 
And sprang to horse ere yet our laggard 

friends. 
Now trooping from the green veranda's 

shade. 
Could dream of artiou ! 

" Love had winged my will, 
For to the southward, fair Oaroopna 

held 
My all of hope, life, passion ; she whose 

hair 
{Its tiniest strand of waving, witch-like 

gold) 
Had caught my heart, entwined, and 

bound it fast. 
As 'twere some sweet enchantment's 

heavenly net! 

** I only gave a hand-wave in farewell, 
Shot by, and o'er the endless moorland 

swept 
(Endless it seemed, as those weird, 

measureless plains, 
Which in some nightmare vision, stretch 

and stretch 
Towards infinity!) like some lone ship 
O'er wastes of sailless waters; now, a I 

pine. 
The beacon pine gigantic, whose grim ' 

crown 
Signals the far land-mariner from . 

out I 

(taunt boulders of the gray-backed Organ 

hill. 
Hose on my sight, a mistlike, wavering 

orb. 
The while, still onward, onward, on- 
ward still. 
With motion winged, elastic, equable. 
Brave Widderin cleaved the air tides, 

tossed aside 
The winds iis wave •. (heir swift, invisible, i 

breast , I 



Hissing with foamlike noise when 

pressed and pierced 
15y that keen head and liery-crested 

form I 

*' The lonely shepherd guardian on the 

plains, 
AVatching his sheep through languid 

half-shut eyes. 
Looked up, and marvelled, as we passed 

him by. 
Thinking perchance it was a glorious 

thing. 
So dressed, so booted, so caparisoned. 
To ride such bright blood-coursers luito 

death ! 
Two sun-blacked natives, slumbering in 

the grass. 
Just rose betimes to 'scape the trampling 

hoofs. 
And hurled hot cui-ses at me as 1 sped; 
While here and there, the timid kanga- 
roo 
Blundered athwart the mole-hills, and 

in puffs 
Of steamy dust-cloud vanished like a 

mote ! 

*' Onward, still onward, onward, onward 
still! 

And lo! thank Heaven, the mighty Or- 
gan hill. 

That seemed a dim blue cloudlet at the 
start. 

Hangs in aerial, fluted cliffs aloft. 

And still as through the long, low glacis 
borne. 

Beneath the gorge borne ever at wild 
speed, 

I saw the mateless mountain eagle wheel 

Beyond the stark height's topniost pin- 
nacle ; 

I heard his shriek of rage and ravin die 

Deep down the desolate dells, as far be- 
hind 

I left the gorge and far before me swept 

Another plain, tree-bordered now, and 
bound 

By the dear river gurgling o'er its bed. 
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**By this, my panting, but unoonquered 
steed 

Had thrown his small head backward, 
and his breath 

Through the red nostrils burst in labored 
sighs; 

I bent above his outstretched neck, 1 
threw 

3Iy quivering arms about him, murmur- 
ing low, 

• (f ood hoi-sp ! brave heart ! a little longer 
bear 

The strain, the travail; and thenceforth 
for thee 

Free pastures all thy days, till deatli 
shall come I 

Ah, many and many a time, my noble 
bay, 

Her lily hand hath wandered through 
thy mane, 

Patted thy rainbow neck, and brought 
thee ears 

Of daintiest corn from out the farm- 
house loft, — 

Help, help, to save her now I' 

'* I'll vow the brute 
Heard me ami comprehended what he 

heard ! 
He shook his proud crest madly, and his 

eye 



*• At last came forest shadows, and the 

road 
Winding through bush and bracken, and 

at last 
The hoarse stream rumbling o'er its 

quartz-sown cmgs. 

I **No, no I stanch VVidderin! pausi^ not 
now to drink; 

An liour hence, and thy dainty nose 
shall dip 

In richest wine, poured jubilantly forth 

To quench thy thirst, my beauty I but 
press on, 

Nor lieed these sparkling waters. God ! 
my brain's 

On fire once more I an instant tells me 
all: 

All! — life or death, — salvation or de- 
spair! — 

For yonder, o'er the wild grass-matted 
slope 

The house stands, or it stood but yester- 
day. 

•' A Titan cry of inarticulate joy 
I raised, as calm and peaceful in the sun. 
Shone the fair cottage, and the garden- 
close. 
Wherein, white-robed, tmconscious, sat 
-my Love 



Turned for a moment sideways, flashed ' Lilting a low song to the birds and flow- 
in mine 

A lightning gleam, whose fiery language 
said, 

* I know my Ihiciige, will not shame my 
sire. 

My sire, who rushed triumphant 'twixt 
the flags. 

And frenzied thousands, when on Kpsom 
downs 



ers. 
She heard the hoof-strokes, saw me, 

started up. 
And with her blue eyes wider than their 

wont. 
And rosy lii)S half tremulous, rushed to 

meet 
And greet me swiftly. * Up, dear Love ! ' 

1 cried. 



Arctupis won the Derby I — no, nor | ' The Convicts, the Bush-Rangers! — let 



shame 
My granddam, whose clean bcxly, half 

enwrought 
Of air, half fire, through swirls of desert 

sand 
Bore Shiek Abdallah headlong on his 

prey!" 



us fly!' 

Ah, then and there you should have seen 
her, friend. 

My noble beauteous Helen ! not a tear, 

Nor sob, and scarce a transient pulse- 
quiver. 

As, clasping hand in hand, her fairy foot 
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Lit like a small bird on ray horseman's 

boot, 
And up into the saddle, lithe and light. 
Vaulting she perched, her bright curls 

round my face I 

** We crossed the river, and, dismount- 
ing, led 

O'er the steep slope of blended rock and 
turf, 

The wearied horse, and there behind a 
Tor 

Of castellated bluestone, paused to 
sweep 



With young keen eyes the broad plain 
stretched afar, 

Serene and autumn-tinted at our feet: 

* Either,' said I, * these devils have gone 
East, 

To meet with bloodhound Desborough 
in his rage 

Between the granite passes of Luxonne, 

Or else, — dear Christ I my Helen, low! 
stoop low!' 

(These words were hissed in horror, for 
just then, 

'Twixt the deep hollows of the river- 
vale, 




"No, no! stanch Widderin ! pause not now to drink." 



The miscreants, with mixed shouts and 

curses, poured 
Down through the flinty gorge tumultu- 

ously. 
Seeming, we thought, in one fierce 

throng to charge 
Our hiding-place. ) I seized my Widder- 

in's head, 
lilindfolding him, for with a single neigh 
Our fate were sealed o' th' instant! As 

they rode, 
Those wild, foiU-languaged demons, by 

our lair, 
Scarce twelve yards off, my troubled 

steed shook wide 
Ilis streaming mane, stamped on the 

earth, and pawed 



So loudly that the sweat of agony rolled 
Down my cold forehead ; at which point 

I felt 
My arm clutched, and a voice I did not 

know. 
Dropped the low munnur from pale, 

shuddering lips, 
* O God ! if in those bnital hands I 

fall, 
Lii'inff, look not into your mother's face 

Or ani/ woman's more!' 

*^ What time had passed 
Above our bowed heads, we pent, pin- 
ioned there 
By awe and nameless horror, who shall 
tell ? 
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Minutes, perchance, by Diortal iiu'asure- ' Tliere's something, — but what I can 

nient, scarce divine, — 

Eternity h\ heart-throbs'. — when at Perchance 'tis the breath like a potent 

len.i^lh wine. 

AVe turned, and eyes of mutual wonder Of the cordial, clear October, 

raised, Whi<'h makes, when the jovial month 

We gazed on alien faces, hairijard, worn, comes round, 

And strauLce of fraturo as the fac<'S The life-blood bloom, and the pulses 

born bdund. 

In feviM- and dt'liriuml Were we Anil the soul si)ring forth like a monarch 

savi'il ? crowu'd. — 

We st'arcc c«iuld c()mi»r«'h''nd it, till, (iod's uracr on the brave October! 

from out 

The n«'ii;bb(nin'^ oak-Mood, rode our Come, sweetheart! open your choi(v>t 

friends :it s]>ecd, bin, 

Wilhclani^of slrrl and «'y«*br(»\\s Ih'iU in For who. 1 would marvel, could deem it 

wratb. sin, 

Jhit warned Ix-times, the wily rutlians Ou ibis niulit of keen ()ctob«*r. 

!U>d To <|natf one health to his ru<ldy cheiM', 

Far up the t'orest-covrrts. and beyond On the i;oMeu edi;e of the waning y«'ar. 

The da/.zliiig snow-liui' of tli<' distant Tt. bis rv.-s so briuht. and his cberk.s so 

bills, cj.-ar. 

Their yrlls of timdisb lan^lilcr ix-alin- Onr blntl " King Hal," — (K'tober :* 

faint. 

And faintrr from tlir clondland, ami til.- \\\\\\ with KlH-nish and light cbani- 

mist pauiie I 

'i'hat cIos.mI alt.uil tiuMii like an ash uray "i'is not in ibi'se \\e must pb'dge tlx- 

slnnnd: r.'i-n 

Vi't were lli.'s.' wrrt.'li.-s niaik.d for ( )f tbr stout old lord. —October; 

iiMiirnh-ni (j.-alli: Uul in niiuhty stoiijts of the •'mountain 

Tbc n»'\t kiM'ii >nnrisr j.it'ic.-ii tin- d w .'* 

NavaLTi- gor-»', Willi " 1mm. Is" lik.- tears in an eye of 

'I'o \\lii«-h wi' track. mI ilt.-m. \\Ii'Mv. I.Iik-, 

ni.'i'- l-<"a-ls al l.a\. I'.iit ttars ..t a lanubter, souutl and 

(irinily IIm-n f.'U-lii. and biiit-- l'\ luiiic \\\u\ 

lli,\ I'.-ll." As iliiii,- liniir>l h.-art. Ortober! 

-^— 11. ■ I. roll-Ill III.- lo\.' and be brought m.- 

li.'allii, 

'*' ''^l''-''- II,, i„-,.,:^i,i ni.- 'W/ but tb«' .-urse .f 

Ai \i: fr-'iii t1if .-iiv. i'- '-.u k .m-l .miv. — \\.-al:li. 

Til. ink <..m|: I ,Mii .•n-'il\ -.Ml..] li.i. , Tlii- kin. IK an. I tV.-.- O.-iober: 

On this ii'ulil Ml lial.- n.-iMlh'r. — \ii.l l..r.-\.-i- an. I a\.' I will bl.-ss bis 

\\ hi).' th.- ll.nii.- I' .i|. IiilIi Ml, III,- rn.M- nanic. 

ii,_ l,..;iiil,. W l.il. hi- wiiaN l'l'>\\ fii'sb, and his 

Ai>'l \(.i'-.-. In- .l-ai--'-' I.. Ill • ni, .mi:!,. -ini-. I - Main.-, 

l;:,!^ ..Ill III til.- nil!-;.- ..i li.-i,- .ImM \nd tli.- wli.ii.- .•arili burns with his 

liiir'li. .riiu-Mii tain.-. 

Kui il,.. ti;,,.. i. Mith.' ( )riMlHM ! 'i'ki- piiii-.- Ml Ih.' nionlli>, —October ! 
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WILL. 

Your face, my boy, when six months 
old, 
We propped you laughing in a chair, 
And the sun-artist caught the gold 

Which rippled o'er your waving hair! 
And deftly shadowed forth the while 
That blooming cheek, that roguish 
smile, 
Those dimples seldom still : 
The tiny, wondering, wide-eyed elf! 
Now, can you recognize yourself 
In that small portrait. Will ? 

I glance at it, then turn to you, 
Where in your healthful ease you 
stand, 
No beauty, — but a youth as tnie, 

And pure as any in the land ! 
For Nature, through fair sylvan ways, 
Hath led and gladdened all your days, 

Kept free from sordid ill ; 
Hath filled your veins with blissful fire, 
And winged your instincts to aspire 
Sunward, and Godward, Will! 

Long-limbed and lusty, with a stride 

That leaves me many a pace behind. 
You roam the woodlands, far and wide, 
You quafiF great draughts of country 
wind; 
While tree and wildflower, lake and 

stream. 
Deep shadowy nook, and sim shot gleam. 

Cool vale and far-off hill. 
Each plays its mute mysterious part, 
In that strange growth of mind and heart 
I joy to witness, AVill ! 

"Can this tall youth," I sometimes 
say, 
" Be mine ? my son / " it surely seems 
Scarce further backward than a day, 
Since watching o'er your feverish 
dreams 
In that child-illness of the brain, 
I thought (O Christ, with what keen 
pain !) 



Your pulse would soon be still, 
That all your boyish sports were o'er, 
And I, heart-broken, nevermore 

Should call, or clasp you. Will ! 

But Heaven was kind, dpath passed you 
by; 
And now upon your arm I lean, 
My second self, of clearer eye. 

Of firmer neiTe, and steadier mien ; 
Through you, methinks, my long-lost 

youth 
Revives, from whose sweet founts of truth 

And joy, I drink my fill: 
I feel your every heait-throb, know 
What inmost hopes within you glow, 
One soul's between us. Will! 

Pray Heaven that this be always sol 
That ever on your soul and mine 
Though my thin locks grow white as 
snow, 
The selt'-sanie radiant trust may shine; 
Pray that while this, my life, endures. 
It aye may sympathize with yours 
In thought, aim, action still; 
That you, O son (till comes the end), 
In me may find your comrade, friend, 
Ajid more than father, Will ! 



HE HE AND THE HE.* 

Here tlie warm simshine fills 
Like wine of gods the deepening, cup- 

shaped dells. 
Embossed with marvellous flowers; the 

happy rills 
Roam through the autumnal fields whose 

rich increase 
Of gathered grain smiles under iieavens 
of peace ; 
While many a bird-song swells 
From glades of neighboring woodlands, 
cool and fair, — 
Content and peace are here. 

• Written during the war between France 
and Germany. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



164 



LEGENDS AND LYRICS. 



There the wild battle's wrath 
Thunders from castled height to storied 

plain, 
Ploughs with red lightning-bolts its terri- 
ble path, 
And sows the abliorrent seeds of blood 

and death, 
Blown far on Desolation's tameless 
breath, 
While for autumnal grain 
Time reaps the har\'est of a bleak de- 
spair, — 
God's curse consiunes them there. 

Here jovial children play 
Beneath the latest vine-leaves; innocent 

kings. 
And blissful queens, — on them the ma- 
tron Day, 
Like a sweet mother drops her kisses 

light; 
The very clouds some secret joy makes 
bright. 
And round us clings and clings. 
With Ariel anns, the season's influence 
rare, — 
Heaven's heart beats near us here. 

There love bemoans its lost, 
Countless as seaside sands; all joys of 

life 
Rest locked and stirless in the blood-red 

frost ; 
Ye drums, roll out, shrill clarions, peal 

your parts I 
Ye cannot drown the wail of broken 
hearts, 
Xor still that spiritual strife 
Which thrills through Victory's voice 
its death-notes drear, — 
Dear Christ, soothe, save them there. 



WELCOME TO WINTER. 

Now, with wild and windy roar, 
Stalwart Winter comes once more, — 
O'er our roof-tree thunders loud, 
And from edges of black cloud 



Shakes his beard of hoary gold, 
Like a tangled torrent rolled 
Down the sky-rifts, clear and cold! 

Hark! his trumpet summons rings. 

Potent as a warrior-king's; 

Till the forces of our blood 

Rise to lusty hardihood. 

And our summers languid dreams 

Melt, like foam-wreaths, down the 

streiims, 
When the fierce northeasters roll, 
Raving from the frozen pole. 

Xobler hopes and keener life, 
Quicken in his breath of strife; 
Through the snow-stoniis and the sleet 
On he stalks with armed feet. 
While the sounding clash of hail 
Clanging on his icy mail, 
Stii-s whatc'cr of generous might 
Time hath left us in his flight, 
And our yearning pulses thrill 
For some grand achievement still! 

Lord of ice-bound sea and land. 
Let me grasp thy kingly hand. 
And from thy great heart a-.d bold, 
Ilecla-warm, though all is cold 
I Round about thee, catch the fire 
Of my lost youth's brave desire; 
Let me, in the war w ith wrong. 
Like thy stonns, be swift and strong, 
Gloomy griefs, and coward cares 
Broods of 'wildering, dark despairs, 
Making all life's glory dim, 
Let me rend tl.em, limb from limb. 
As the forest-boughs are rent 
When thou wak'st the firmament, 
And with savage shriek and groan, 
All the wildvvood's overthrown! 



TO MY MOTHER. 

Like streamlets to a silent sea, 
These songs with varied motion 

Flow from bright fancy's uplands free, 
To Lethe's clouded ocean; 
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They lapse in deepening music down 
The slopes of flower-lit meadows, 

Xor dream, poor songs ! how near Ihem 
frown 
Oblivion's myless shadows ! 

Yet though of brief and dubious life, 

All wed to incompleteness, — 
'l'iu» voices of these lays are rife 

With frail and fleeting sweetness; 
( )!ie chord to make niore full the strain, 

One note I may not smother, 
1 . criioed in the heart's refrain 

Which holds thy name, my mother! 

To thee my earliest verse I brought, 
All wreathed in loves and roses, 

Some glowing boyish fancy, fraught 
With tender May-wind closes; 



77/oM did'st not taunt my fledgHngsong,k'^Her delicate finger raised with girlish 



Nor view its llight with scorning: 
**The bird," thou saidst, ** grown fleet 
and strong. 
Might yet outsoar the morning! " 

Ah me! l)etween that hour and this, 

Eternities seem flowing; 
O'er hapless graves of youth and bliss 

Dark cypress boughs are growing; 
Onr Fate hath dimmed with base alloy 

The rich, pure gold of pleasure, 
A ml changed the choral chant of joy 

To care's heart-broken measure! 

Hut through it all, — the blight, the pall, 

The stress of thunderous weather, 
That God who keeps wild chance in 
thrall 

Hath linked our lots together; 
So, hand in hand, we sail the gloom, 

Faith's mystic plummet casting 
To sound the ways which end in bloom 

Of Edens everlasting! 

I bless thee. Dear, with reverent 
thought ! 

Pale face, and tresses hoary, 
Wliose every silvery thread hath caught 

Some hint of heavenly glory ; — 



To thee, with trust assuretl, sublime, 
Death's angel-call that waitest. 

To thee, as once my earliest rhyme, 
Lo ! now, 1 bring — my latest ! 



SOXXETS. 
ILLEGITIMATE. 

The maiden Spring came laughing down 
the dales, 

Her fair brows arched, and on her rose- 
bud mouth. 

The balm and beauty of the lustrous 
South ; 

Through soft green fields, from hills to 
happy vales. 

She tripped, her small feet twinkling in 
the sun. 



mirth, 
Pointed at graybeard Winter, who, In 

dearth, 
Toiled towaixl his couch, his long day 

labor done ; 
Ah no, not done! for hark! a sudden 

wind. 
Death-laden, sweeps from realms of arc- 
tic sky. 
And blurretl with storm, the mom grows 

crazed and blind; 
Then Winter, mocking, backward turns 

apace, 
Where pallid Spring all vainly strives to 

fly, 

And with brute bufifet scars her shrink- 
ing face ! 

SONNET. 

I CAST this sorrow from me like a 
crown 

Of bitter nettles, and unwholesome 
weeds, 

Nursed by cold night-<lews, from malig- 
nant seeds, 

111 Fortune sowed, when all the heaven 
did frown; 

Its loathsome round I trample deeply 
down 
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In mire and dust, to buiii my brain no 

more; 
From ofif my brow I wipe the trickling 

gore, 
While all about me, like keen clarions 

blown, 
From breezy dells, and golden heights 

afar, 
Their stem reveille the wild March 

winds sound ; 
They wake an answering passion in my 

soul, 
Whence, marshalled as brave warriors, 

taking ground 
For noblest conflict, freed from doubt or 

dole, 
Great thoughts uprising front Hope's 

morning star! 

VERNAL PICTUllES (WITHOUT AND 
AVITHIN). 

Amid fresh roses wandering, and the 
soft 

And delicate wealth of apple-blossoms 
spread 

In tender spirals of blent white and red, 

Kound the fair spaces of our blooming 
croft. 

This morn I caught the gurgling note, 
so oft 

Heard in the golden spring-tides that are 
dead, — 

Tlie swallow's note, munuuring of win- 
ter fled. 

Dropped silverly from passionless calms 
aloft: 

**0 heart!" I said, ** thy vernal depths 
unclose. 

That mirror Nature's; warm airs, come 
and go 

Of whispering ardors o'er thought's bud- 
ded rose. 

And half -hid flowers of sweet philoso- 
phy; 

While now upglancing, now borne swift 
and low. 

Song like the swallow darts through fan- 
cy's sky." 



THE MOUyTAIN OF THE LOVEJiS.* 
I. 

Love scorns degrees! the low he liftetb 

high, 
The high he draweth down to that fai: 

plain 
Whereon, in his divine equality. 
Two loving hearts may meet, nor meet 

in vain ; 
'Gainst such sweet levelling Custom 

cries amain. 
But o'er its harshest utterance one bland 

sigh, 
Breathed passion-wise, doth mount vic- 
torious still, 
For Love, earth's lonl, must have his 

lortlly will. 

II. 

But ah! this sovereign will oft works 

at last 
The deadliest bane, as happed erewhile 

to her. 
Earl Godolf s daughter, many a century 

past: 



* The most important feature in the land- 
scathe of this poem the old Chronicler persists 
iu designating as a mountain of *' steep" and 
'• terrible " nscent ; but that it could not have 
been a mountain, and, despite certain obstacles 
which made it dangerous for men on horse- 
back, it might not even have been a very *' ter- 
rible" hill, is shown by the fact, that among 
the crowd who reached the summit soon after 
the catastrophe, were " o!d men," whom the 
excitement of the time and scene would hardly 
have sufficed to bear safely up were the Chron- 
icler's expressions to be literaJftf accepted. 
To any man loacled as Oswald was, the ascent 
of a comparatively moderate height would 
prove a fearful trial; but in his case the atro- 
cious cruelty of the experiment, and the life 
and death issues involved, became so closely 
associated in the spectators* minds with the 
nuittrial scene of the tragedy, that the latter 
was not unnaturally beheld through the mag- 
nifying medium of pity and terror. TliUB the 
hill was elevated into a mountain! The old 
Clironlcler celebrates It as such. We follow 
the ()!d (hronicler — to the death! 
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She loved her fathers low born forester, 
About whose manful grace did breathe 

and stir 
So clear a radiance, by soul-virtues cast, 
He moved untouched of social blight or 

ban — 
Nature's serene, true-hearted gentleman. 



Yet she alone of all the household saw 

That softy soul beneath his serf's attire; 

But of the ruthless Earl so great her 
, awe. 

Close, close she kept her spirit's veiled 
desire, 

Nor outward shone one spark of hidden 
fire. 

Too well she knew to what stem feudal 
law 

She and her hapless Love perforce must 
yield, 

If once this tender secret were re- 
vealed. 

IV. 

Yea! even by Oswald's self her covert 

flame 
Undreamed of burned ; proud stood she, 

coldly fair, 
When, to report of woodcraft lore, he 

came 
To the Earl's hall, and she was lingering 

there. 
*' Cold heart I " thought he; ** who 'midst 

her liegemen, dare 
Play as I played with death a desperate 

game 
For her sweet sake ? and yet, alas ! and 

yet, 
She scorns the service and disowns the 

debt.'' 

V. 

For sooth it was that one keen winter's 

night, 
While slowly journeying homeward 

through a wood 



Whose every deepest copse in moonshine 
bright 

Glimmered from hoary trunk to frost- 
tipped bud. 

On sire and child there burst a cry of 
blood, 

Followed by hurrying feet, and the dread 
sight 

Of scores of gray-skinned brutes — a 
direful pack 

Of wolves half-starved that yelled along 
their track. 



In vain his frantic team Earl Godolf 

smote. 
With blended prayer and curse; nigh 

doom were they, 
Riders and steeds, for now each ravening 

throat 
Yawned like a foul tomb. On the boimd- 

ing sleigh 
The fierce horde gained, when from the 

silvery-gray, 
Cold-branched glades outrang a bugle 

note, 
With next a bowstring's twang, an 

arrowy whir, 
As shaft on shaft the keen-eyed forester 



Launched on the foe, each hurtling shaft 

a fate. 
Then Oswald, 'twixt pursuers and 

pursued 
Leapt, sword in hand, his eyes of fiery 

hate 
Fixed on the baflfled horde, whose doubt- 
ful mood 
Changed to quick fear, they scoured 

adown the wood. 
Their long gaunt lines, in fiend-like, 

vanquished state. 
Fading with flash of blood-red orbs from 

far. 
Till the last vanished like a baleful 

star! 
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VIII. 

Now, by tlu» mass! abrupt and l)rief, I 

woeii. 
The rude Earl's thanks for rescued limbs 

ami life; 
But not so irraeeless proved the fair 

(.'atriue. 
As flaming baekwanl to the field of 

strife 
She flashed a smile with cordial meaning 

rife. 
Which struck our sylvan hero (who did 

lean. 
Tale, on his bow,) as 'twere the piercing 

gleam 
Of some strange, sudden, half bewilder- 
ing dream. 



IX. 

Alack! the dream waxed not, but seemed 

to wane. 
As if a cloudless sun but late arisen, 
Back journeying, passed across the ethe- 
real plain. 
And the fresh dawn it brought, died out 

in heaven; 
For from that eve no subtlest signs were 

given. 
As erst we said, that pjission's blissfiU 

pain 
Touched the maid's heart, or that her 

days wer»» caught 
In those fhie meshes woven by love for 

thought. 



X. 



bounds 
Of the Welsh marches; a wild rover lie 
In his hot youth, inured to strife and 

wounds 
Through many a foray fierce by lan<l and 

sea ; 
But, after years of brigjit tranquillity — 
Years linked to love through pleasure's 

peaceful bounds — 



So gently lapsed, the unmailed warrior's 

hand 
Forgot almost the use of spear or bra ml. 



A bride erewhile Mon by his dauntless 

blade 
In a great sea fight — where his arm had 

slain 
Some half score foemen — wan and lialf 

afraid, 
llomewai-d he brought, whose every deli- 
cate vein 
Pulsed the rich blood and tropic warmth 

of Spain; 
But when pure wifehood crowned the 

noble maid, 
'lleart-fnuts for him his beauteous lady 

bore, 
Of whose strange sweets he had not 

dreamed before. 



She strove his nature's ruggedness to 

smooth. 
And in his bosom dropped a friutful 

germ 
Of those mild virtues given our lives to 

soothe, 
And change their gusty solitude to warm 
Beneficent calm. — divinest after storm. 
Within him flowered a pallid grace of 

ruth, 
Nor oft, as once, o'er bleeding breasts he 

trod 
Straight to his purpose, blind to law and 

God. 



And in fair fulness of the ripened time. 
Still gentler grew his dark, war-furrowed 

mien ; 
He quaffed the sunshine of a fair>' clime. 
Love charmed, hope gladdened, when, 

to crown the scene 
Of transient bliss, there smiled a new 

( 'atriue — 
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The loveliest babe e*er lulled by mother's 

rhjrme — 
Whose tiny fingers o'er her heart-strings 

played, 
Making ineffable music where they 

strayed. 



Woe worth the end ! for though the in- 
fant thrived 

Slowly the hapless mother pined away; 

Love to the last in pleading eyes sur- 
vived — 

Those fond, fond eyes doomed to the 
churchyard clay, 

Coffined, an<l shut from all blithe sights 
of day ; 

But Christ! in thee her stainless spirit 
lived, 

Whose memory — a white star — should 
evermore 

O'er her lord's paths have beamed to 
keep them pure. 

XV. 

Xathless, some souls there are by cruel 
loss 

Stung, as with scourge of scorpions, to 
despair; 

These will not seek the Christ, nor clasp 
His cross. 

But, groping vaguely through sulphure- 
ous air. 

Strike hands with Satan, in the murky 
glare 

Of furious hell, whose billows rage and 
toss 

About their tortured being, urged to 
curse 

That mystic will which rules the uni- 
verse. 

XVI. 

Yea, such the Earl's; no cooling dew 

did fall 
To heal his wound ; 'gainst heaven and 

earth he turned, 
Girt to his sense with one vast funeral 

pall; 



And the sore heart within him writhed 

and burned 
With batUed hope, and pain that madly 

yearned. 
Vainly and madly, for dear love's recall. 
No light o'ershone griefs ocean drear 

and black, 
The while old passions thronged tiunid- 

tuous back. 

xvn. 

So, his last state was worse than e'en his 

first; 
Murder and rapine, pitiless greed, and 

ire 
Raged wheresoever his raven banner 

biu*st, 
'Mid shrieks and wails, and hollow roar 

of fire. 
Which lapped the household porch and 

crackling byre; 
He seemed demoniac in his aims . ac- 

CUl'St, 

Wrath in his soul, and on his brow the 
sigh 

Of hell — a hmnan scourge by power di- 
vine 

xvin. 

For some mysterious end permitted 

still — 
As many an evil thing our (Jod allows 
To range the world, and work its dread- 
ful will. 
Whether in fonn of chiefs, with laurelled 

brows, 
Or spies and traitors in the good man's 

house ; 
Or, it may be, some slow, infectious ill, 
Untraccd, and rising like a mist defiled 
With poisonous odors on a lonely wild, 

XIX. 

Albeit no marsh is near, or steamy fen. 
More monstrous year by year Earl Go- 

dolf's deeds 
Flared m hell's livery on the eyes of men ; 
All growths of transient goodness 

checked by weeds, 
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Sin-bred; and. ah I one anij^ol's bosom 

bloods 
To know she may not nu^ot her lovo 

a.i^ain; 
And eviMi tlic vales immortal socmod 

less swrct. 
JJecauso too puri' lor his ('rime-ruml»eriMl 

fcvt. 

XX. 

But, woal or woo, Iho world rolls 

blhully on, 
Whilo naiuro's charm, in child, and 

bird, and llow«'r, 
"Works its raio marvels *noalh the noon- 

da> sini. 
And tho Ntilj stai-s in midniuht's .slnm- 

bcnnis houf. 
And so a biiinan bud, llironi^li beam 

and >howcr, 
(Jiail I'liiy. and easeful s]«-c]> — tho 

orplunicd \)\\i\ 
The bcautcnus \r.\\u a ^«)ur old bel- 
dame's cafe, 
Upllowercd ai length a malclile^s maid. 

and fair. 

\xi. 

M(»->t faii-|..all bni liini In wlmni ^lie owed 
Ilrr life ;inil I'Kn'c iu llii-^ bcw ildcrini:: 

v\..il,l: 
For h<'. a rli;iii-fd man >in('c iliaf Ii'MU" 

w liicli •>li(iu('d 
II i^ wife' \\n\\\ fullii ill earllil> eel-c- 

nieiiN hirl.i!. 
( <•! 1 -eoiu li.iil 1 iiiihIi.mI. <»r ( aplioij- 

].a-;Mii liii:lr,l 

\I lli;> vnl,- nlf^j.lill- (il I'.i- l(.lie al.iHlc. 

'Till uinwji. .il.t-! I •,(il\ ur.i\i- and 

w i--«'. 

>lie\i.-\\ril 1,.-1 sJT. ill Ilini.Nsilll l<>\e- 



And hicid, langnid eyes llie maid sln^ 
dowered. 

And her entioiiiij loveliness empowered 

With charms to melt the wintriest tem 
l)er's cold 

(.'harms wroui^ht of sunrise warmth, 
and twilight balm. 

Passion's deep glow, and pity's saint- 
like calm. 

xxui. 

Tall, lithe, and yielding as a young hay 
I tree 

Ilor perfect foim; but 'neath ils Hsmmu 
j grace 

' There lurked a latent striMigth keeu 
I eyes coidd see. 

Drawn from her fatlu'r's undegeneraic 
I ra«*e: 

The da/./.llni; fainu'ss of hei- .Saxon face, 

('()n!rast«Ml wiih tho tjarkeyos* Milcbcrx. 
I Shone wiih such rn;lit as northern nonu- 
I day^ wake 

I Through the clear shadoA\s of a moun- 
tain 1ak«'. 

XXIV. 

I Ilei- full blown tl'iwcr of heauty lured 

eie loni:; 
rnnnnil»en'd suitors rouuil her: these 

declare 
llolde<t reiH>n hath diMie the virgin 

w rouii. 
Ainl i-a<1 ail i>ower of words they deem 

iirr fair: 
Tlie ]^inudl)n^^ jTinerliesi y«»ulli bfsie_:.> 

lni- eai- 
, And liearl wilii ai'denl \(»wsand annu- 

ous x.ni:: 
l.ov.', iMiik and ueiiiih tlu-ir s]»Ienilid 

l>e.;iii- eonihilie, 

.'>he ihe r;iii- oil" alMiiU \\lio>c ]»alh they 



Sfill in beiii-ii.Mi' ,11111- did n itiii-f fold 
11. T favoivd . hiid, and oi, lu-r li.'hlx 

vlinU.M.-d 

All L^ift- of \u ,iii:\ : w ■ h l..n^ li \'.y ..f 



■^iill wniild -lir w.'d wiih none till rudelv 

!■'■ 1 

'; M li;.- !,!•.• I.iiiiiidiry (;f lu'r patien<'e 
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No more she struggled in a yearning 
breast 

To hide iier passion, howsotrer unmeet 

For one liigh placed as she ; her fervent 
feet 

Oft bore her now where woodland flow- 
ers caressed 

The grand old oaks, beneath whose shel- 
tering boughs 

The lovers mused, or, whispering, 
breathed their vows. 



But ere to such sweet pass their fates 

had led. 
Or ere her thought unbosomed utterly, 
To the rapt youth, in tremulous tones, 

she said, 
** I lote thePy^ through full many a fine 

degree 
Of feeling, touched by sad uncertainty, 
That truth they neared, which, like a 

bird o'erhead. 
Still faltering flew, till borne through 

shade and sun. 
It nestled warm in two hearts made as 



XXVII. 

The truth, the fond conviction that all 
earth 

Was less than naught — a mote, a van- 
ishing gleam, 

Matched witli the glow of that transcen- 
dent birth 

Of love which wrapped them in his hap- 
piest dream ; 

Entranced thus, shut in by beam on beam 

Of glory, is it strange but trivial worth 

Their dazzled minds in transient doubts 
should see 

Which some times crossed their keen fe- 
licity ? 

XXVIII. 

Their love awhile, like some smooth rivu- 
let borne 

Through drooping umbrage of a lonely 
dell, 



By clouds unvisited, by storms imtorn, 
Passed, rippling music; like a magic bell 
Out rung by spirit hands invisible, 
Each tender hour of meeting, eve or 

morn, 
Above them, stole in rhythmic sweet- 
ness, blent 
With rare fruition of supreme content. 



But in the sunset tide of one calm day, 
When, all unconscious at the place of 

tiyst, 
Beyond their wont they lingered; with 

dismay 
They saw, begirt by gold and amethyst. 
Of that rich time, gigantic in the midst 
Of shimmering splendor, which did flash 

and play 
About his form, and o'er his visage dire. 
The wrathful Earl, midmost the sunset 

fire. 



Xo word he uttered, but his falchion 

drew. 
Red with the slain boar's blood, and 

pointed griiu 
Where 'gainst the eastern heavens' slow- 
deepening blue 
Uprose his castle turrets, tall and dim. 
The maid's eyes close; she feels each 

nerveless limb 
Sink nigh to swooning; but, heart-brave 

and true, 
CUngs to her Love, while from pale lips 

a sigh 
Doth faintly fall, which means ** with 

him I die!^^ 



Gravely advancing, the Earl's stalwart 
hand 

Rests on her shuddering shoidder; one 
quick glance, 

Haughty and high, rife with severe com- 
mand. 

On the 'mazed woodsman doth he dart 
askance. 
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Who doubtful bides, as one half roused ' Came, grandly robed, our Lord's high 



from trance, 
Striving to know on what new ground 

his stand 
Thenceforth shall be ; or if life's priceless 

all. 
Put to the test just then, must rise or 

fall. 



Fate wrought the issue! for as Oswald 
waits 

Biding his time to smite, or else retreat, 

With the maid's hand his own Earl 
Godolf mates. 

And from the wood they pass with foot- 
steps fleet; 

One tearful, backward look vouchsafed 
his sweet. 

Just as the castle gates — those iron 
gates. 



seneschal ; 

To all the lieges, with shrill trumpet 
call, 

In name of his serene puissant grace 

Godolf, the £arl; to all folk, bond or 
free. 

With strident voice he read this foul de- 
cree: 

XXXV. 

** Whereas our virgin daughter, hight 
Catrine, 

False to her noble race and lineage 
proud. 

Hath o^iied her love for one of birth as 
mean 

As any hind's who creeps among the 
crowd 

Of common serfs, with cowering shoul- 
ders bowed — 
Heavy and stem, like Death's — were , Oswald byname — the whom ourselves 



closed between 
His burning vision and the lost Catrine. 



To heaven he raises wild despairing 

eyes. 
But heaven responds not ; then to earth 

returns 
His baffled gaze from ranging the cold 

skies. 
And earth but seems a place for burial 

urns; 
In sooth, the whole creation mutely 

spurns 
His prayer for aid; alas! what kind re- 
plies 
Can woeful man from fair, dumb Nature 

draw 
Locked in the grasp of adamantine Law ? 

xxxiv. 

Three moms thereafter, in the market 
place 

Of the small town, from Grodolf's castle 
wall 

Distant, it might be, some twelve fur- 
longs' space, 



have seen, 
When least he deemed us nigh, his 

traitorous part 
Press with hot wooing on the maiden's 

heart: 

XXXVI. 

" Let all men know hereby our will it is. 
To-morrow morn their trial mom must 

be; 
Either the serf shall win, and call her 

his, 
Or both shall taste such bitter misery 
As even in di-eams the boldest soul would 

flee; 
If lips unlicensed thus will meet and kiss, 
Reason it seems that such unhallowed 

flame 
Of love should end in agony and shame. 

XXXVII. 

" Therefore, the morrow mom shall view 

their doom 
Accomplished; 'mid the fems of Bolton 

Down, 
Where Bolton Height doth catch the 

purpling bloom 
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Of early sunrise on his treeless crown, 
We say to all — knight, burgher, squire 

and clown — 
Just as the castle's morning bell shall 

boom 
O'er the far hills, and brown moor's 

blossoming. 
Come, and behold a yet undrearaed-of 

thing. 

XXXVIII. 

" For then and there must Oswald bear 

aloft, 
By his sole strength, unaided and alone. 
The blameful maid, whose nature, grown 

too soft. 
Durst thus betray our honor and her 

own; 
Yet, if he gain the height, imtamed, un- 

thrown, 
All hands applaud him, and all plumes 

be doflfed ; 
While for ourselves, we vow they both 

shall fare 
Unharmed beyond our realm — we reck 

not where." 

XXXIX. 

So, as decreed, the next mom, calm and 

clear. 
Witnessed, in many a diverse mode con- 
veyed, 
A mixed and mighty concourse gathering 

near 
Tlie appointed height, some in rough 

frieze arrayed, 
And some in gold; there blushed the 

downcast maid, 
Urged to this cruel test, a passionate 

tear 
Misting her view, as surged the living 

sea. 
Behind her, his arms folded haughtily. 



His comely head thrown back, his eyes 

on fire 
With hot contempt, fixed on an amil'd 

band 



Which, stationed near him at the Earl's 

desire. 
Ills every move overlooked, did Oswald 

stand. 
Striving his roused anger to command, 
And lift his clouded aspirations higher 
Than thoughts revengeful. Hark! a 

deepening hum 
On the crowd's verge — the trial hour 

has come! 

XLI. 

Divided, then, betwixt his ire and 

scorn, 
Outspake the Earl, in tones of savage 

glee: 
" Woodsman ! essay thy task, for lo ! the 

mom 
Grows old, and I this wretched mum- 
mery 
Would fain see ended." 

— With mien gravely free, 
Clad in light garb, o'erwrought by hound 

and horn, 
Oswald stood forth, nor quelled by frail 

alanns, 
About the maiden clasped his reverent 

arms ; 

XLII. 

And she, like some pure flower by May 

tide rain 
Gracefully laden, tums her eyes apart 
From the great throng, and, pierced by 

modest pain, 
Veiled her sweet face upon her lover's 

heart ; 
Whereat the youth is seen to thrill and 

start, 
While o'er his own face, calm and pale 

but now, 
Rush the deep crimson waves from chin 

to brow ; 

XLIII. 

Then do they ebb away, and leave him 

white 
As the vexed foam on ocean's stormy 

swell. 
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Yet cool and constant in liis manful 

might 
As some stanch rock 'gainst which the 

tides rebel 
In useless rage, with hollow, billowy 

knell; 
Meanwhile advancing with sure steps 

and light, 
He moves in measured wise to dare his 

fate 
Beneath those looks of blended ruth and 

hate^ 



Stirred by his generous bravery, and the 

sight 
Of such young lives — their love, hope, 

joyance set 
On the hard mastery of yon terrible 

height. 
Whose rugged slopes and sheer descent 

are wet 
And slipper>' with the dews of dawning 

yet,— 

Through the dense rout, which swayed 

now left, now^ right, 
Low, inarticulate nuirnuus faintly ran, 
And one keen, quivering shock from 

man to man. 

XLV. 

The watchful matrons sob, the virgins 

weep 
Full tears, but all unheeded, as with 

slow, 
Sure footfalls still he mounts the hostile 

steep 
On to a point where two great columns 

show 
Their rounded heads, crowned by the 

morning glow. 
His task half done, a sigh, long, grateful, 

deep, 
Breaks from his heaving heart; secure 

he stands, 
A sunbeam glimmering on his clasped 

hands, 



And the glad lustre of his wind-swept 
locks 

More radiant made thereby; his tall 
fonn tow'ers 

'Gainst the dark background, piled 
with rocks on rocks 

Precipitous, whose grim, gaunt visage 
lowei-s. 

As if in league they were — like Titan 
pow^ci-s 

Victorious long o'er storms and earth- 
quake shocks — 

To cast nuUe scorn on him whose doubt- 
ful path 

Leads near the thi-eatening shadows of 
their w'rath. 



From the charmed crowd then rose an 

easeful breath, 
Lightening the dense air; but, 'midst 

doubt and bale. 
Raves the wild Earl, reckless of life or 

death. 
If so his tyrannous purpose could pi*e- 

vail; 
For, almost mad, he smites his gloves of 

mail. 
Goading with frenzied heel the steed 

beneath 
His- barbarous rule; in reason's fierce 

eclipse, 
A blood-red foam biuns on his writhing 

lips. 

XLVIII. 

Meanwhile, brief space for needful 

respite given. 
With quickened pace, onward and 

upward still. 
And fanned by freshening gales, as 

nearer heaven 
He climbs o'er granite passways of the 

hill, 
Osw aid ascends, untamed of strength or^ 

will, 
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Striving, as ne*er before had mortal 

striven, 
Boldly to win, and proudly wear as his, 
The prize he bore of that bright, breath- 
ing bliss. 



Two thirds, two thirds and more, of 
that last half 

Of his fell journey had he stoutly won ; 

And now he pauses the cool breeze to 
quaff, 

And feel the royal heartening of the sun 

Xerving his soul for what must yet be 
done, 

When with a gentle, quivering, flutelike 
laugh, 

Holding a sob, the maiden rose and 
kissed 

Her hero's lips, sought through a tremu- 
lous mist 



Of love and pride! The on-lookers, 

ranged afar, 
Saw, and more boldly blessed them ; all 

are moved 
To trust that theirs may prove the for- 
tunate st^r 
Fate brightly kindles for young lives 

beloved : 
'*His truth and valor hath he nobly 

proved ; 
How brave, how constant both these 

lovers are ; 
Sooth! the sweet heavens seem with 

them." Thus, full voiced. 
Yet with some lingering doubts, the folk 

rejoiced. 

LI. 

Alas ! for false forecasting, and surmise ! 
Though small the space betwixt him and 

his goal, 
Oswald doth stagger now in feeblest 

wise, 
And like some drunken carl, with heave 

and roll. 
Blindly he staggers in his lost control 



Of sense, or power; and so, with an- 
guished sighs, 

Turned on his love — the goal in easy 
reach — 

His yearning woe too deep for mortal 
speech. 

LII. 

Whereon the lady's arms are wildly 

raised, 
Perchance in prayer, perchance with 

pitying aim 
His strain to ease, when lo! (dear Christ 

be praised!) 
It seemed new strength, fresh courage 

o'er him came. 
And through his spirit nished a glorious 

flame, 
At which the crowd stood moveless, 

dumb, amazed. 
For, like a god, with swift, resistless 

tread. 
He strides to clasp the near goal o'er his 

head. 



A savage cliff of beetling brow it was, 
Midmost the summit of the lowering 

height. 
Rooted amongst low shrubs and sun- 
dried grass, 
And reared in blackness, like a cloud of 

night. 
On whose dull breast no beacon star is 

bright. 
Thithen^'ard, from cold terrors of the 

pass 
Well nigh of death, the hero speeds 

amain. 
Nor seems his matchless labor wrought 

in vain. 



Yea; for a single rood's length oversped 
And victory crowns him! God! how 

still the crowd, 
Once rife with voices! silent as the dead 
Lodged in their earthly crypt and moul- 
dering shroud ; 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



176 



LEGENDS AND LYRICS, 



But suddenly a great cry mounted loud 
And shrill above them, as in ruthful 

dread, 
They saw the lovers, linked in close 

embrace. 
Fall headlong down by that wild trysting 

place. 



Then comes a quick revulsion, when, the 

pain 
Of fear and choking sympathy gone by, 
Hope reappears — aye, joy and triumph 

roign — 
For though supine on yonder height they 

lie, 
Still, brow to brow, turned from the 

deepening sky, 
'Tis but the faintness of the mighty 

strain — 
Or so they dream — on o'envorked nerve 

and will. 
Which leaves them moveless on the con- 
quered hill. 

I. VI. 

Spurring his courser, in vexed doubt and 
haste, 

Tlie Earl charged on the dangerous 
height, as though 

Firm-trenched, defiant, 'mid the rock- 
strewn waste 

Glittered the spear-points of his mortal 
foe: 

The horse's hoof struck fire, hurling 
below 

Huge stones and turf his goaded limbs 
disi)laced, 

Till checked midway, his reckless rider 
found 

He needs must climb afoot the treacher- 
ous srround 



Headed the rout, whose feverish finger*^ 

crept 
Oft to his sword hilt ; on the topmost 

height, 
Pausing with veiled eyes, his gaze he 

kept 
Fixed on the prostrate pair, o'er whom 

the light 
Of broad<'ning sunrise now was mixed 

with shade. 
And still the knight's hand wandered 

i-ound his blade. 



Impatient, spleenful, struggling with the 

tide 
Of counnon folk, who seemed to heetl 

no more 
His sullen passion and revengeful 

pride, 
Than if just then he were the veriest 

boor, — 
The Earl at length with bent brows 

strode before 
The mongrel horde, and unto Oswald 

cried : 
"Rise, traitor, rise! by some foul, jug- 
gling sleight, 
Through the fiend's help, thou hast 

attained the height: 



Part, them, I say ! "' To whom in meas- 
ured tone. 

Measured and strange, the young knight 
answering said : 

**Earl, well I know thou wear'st for 
heart a stone. 

Yet dar'st thou part these twain whom 
death has wed. 

No longer twain, but one ? Look! over- 
head 

The burning sun moimts to his noonday 
throne; 



And next the throng had caught, and ' But o'er the sun, as o'er this fateful 

pjast him swept, i sod. 

Clothed as he was in armor; a young i Rules a great King, the King whose 

knight name is God ! 
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LX. 

** Deem' St thou for this day's work His 

wrath shall rest?" 
^Vhereon, low murmuring like a hive of 

bees, 
With stifled groans and tears, the people 

pressed 
Round the fair corpses — women on their 

knees 
Embraced them — and old men — but 

dusky lees 
Of feeling left — did touch them, and 

caressed 
The niaid*s soft hair, the woodsman's 

noble face, 
Praying, under breath, that Christ would 

grant them grace. 



LXI. 

That mournful day had waned; by sun- 
set rose 

A wailing wind from out the dim north- 
east; 

Which, as the shadows waxed at twi- 
light's close 

O'er moat and wood, to a shrill storm 
increased ; 

But in his castle hall, with song and 
feast. 

Varied full oft by ribald gibes and blows 

Twixt ruflmn guests in rage or maudlin 
play, 

The wild night raved its awful hours 
away. 



With not a pang at thought of her whose 
form 

In pallid beauty lay un watched and 
d.!ad, 

In a far turi-et chamber, where the storm, 

Thundering each moment louder over- 
head, 

Entered and shook the close-draped, som- 
bre bed. 

The barbarous sire with wine and was- 
sail warm. 



Lifting his cup 'mid brutal jest and 

jeer. 
Banned his pale daughter, slumbering on 

her bier. 

Lxm. 

Just as those impious words had taken 

flight. 
In the red dusk beyond the torch's 

glare, 
Stole a vague sliape that 'scaped the rev- 
ellers' sight. 
Slowly toward Earl Godolf , unaware 
Even as the rest, what fateful foe dre^ 

near. 
Muffled the shape was, masked and black 

as night. 
And now for one dread instant with 

raised sword 
Stood hovering o'er the heedless banquet 

board. 

LXIV. 

And next with flashing motion fierce and 

fast, 
Vengeance descended on that glittering 

blade ; 
The amazed spectators started, dumb, 

aghast. 
While at their feet the caitiff lord was 

laid, 
His heart's blood trickling o'er the pur- 
ple braid 
(For through his heart the avenger's 

brand had passed). 
And silver broidery of his gorgeous vest. 
Drawn drop by drop from out his smitten 

breast. 

LXV. 

The muffled shape which as a cloud did 

rise 
On the wild orgie, as a cloud departs; 
Wan hands are swept across bewildered 

eyes. 
And awe stilled now the throbbing at 

their hearts. 
When suddenly one death-pale reveller 

starts 
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Up from the board and in shrill accent 

cries, 
" Curst is this roof -tree, curst this meat 

and wine, 
Fly, comrades; fly with me the wrath 

Divine!" 

LXVI. 

In haste, in horror, and great tumult, 
fled 

The affrighted guests; then, on the va- 
cant room 

No maddening voice thenceforth dis- 
quieted. 

Fell the stem presence of a ghastly 
gloom. 

A place 'twas deemed of hopeless, bale- 
ful doom ; 

Barred from all mortal view in darkness 
dread. 

Only the spectral forms of woe and sin 

Thro' the long years cold harl)oi*age 
found therein. 



THE VEXORAXrE OF THE GODDESS 
DIAXA.* 

What time the Norman ruled in Sicily 
At that mild seas(m when the vernal sea, 
O'erflitted by the zephyr's frofic wing, 
Dances and dimples in the smile of 

spring 
A gooilly ship set sail upon her way 
From Ceos unto Smyrna; through the 

play 
Of wave an<l sunbeam touched with fra- 
grant calm, 
She passed by beauteous island shores of 
palm, 



Until so sweet the tender wooing bn»eze* 

So fraught the hours wiih balms of slum- 
l)rous ease. 

That those who manned her, in the ge- 
nial air 

And dalliance of the time, forgot tlie 
care 

Due to her courses ; in the bland sun- 
shine 

They lay enchanted, dreaming dreani"* 
divine. 

While idly drifting on .he halcyon 
water. 

The bark obeyed whatever currents 
cauglit her. 

Borne onward thus for many a cloudless 

day. 
They reach at length a wide and wootled 

bay. 
The haunt of birds whose purpling 

wings in flight 
Make even the blushful morning seem 

more bria;ht, 
Flushed as with darting rainbows; 

through the tide. 
By overrii)e pomegranate juices dyed. 
And laving boughs of the wild fig and 

grape. 
Great shoals of dazzling fljhes madly 

ape 
The play of silver lightnings in the deep 
Translucent i)ools; the crew awoke from 

sleep. 
Or rather that strange trance that on 

them pressed 
Gently as sleej); yet still they loved to 

rest. 
Fanned by voluptuous gales, by mor- 

phean languors blessed. 



• Sixteen years ago, in a v(»lume of oom- 
IMiratively youthful verses, the above poem 
ap{)eared under the title of " AroHo : a It'fjend 
of the island of Cos.** The oripiiial iiarnilive 
has now been carefully rewritten and amend- 
ed and upwards of a hundreil and Hlty lines 
of entirely new matter have hoeji ad«'e J ih«'r»*to. 
So far as we know, the only poet who ' as cele- 
brated this significant and boauliiul ir.ulition. 



is William Morris, in the first section of whose 
"Karthly Parwlise" there is a story (calletl 
" The Lndt/ of the Land " ) foundeil upon sonio 
of its more obvious and popular incidents. 
Since Morris's wonderful tales were not pub- 
lished until I86S, we can, at least, assert iho 
humble claim of precedence in the poetical 
treatment of thi« legend. 
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The shore sloped upward into foliaged 

hills, 
Cleft by the channels of rock-fretted 

rills, 
That flashed their wavelets, touched by 

iris lights, 
<3'er many a tiny cataract down the 

heights. 

CJreen vales there were between, and 
pleasant lawns 

Thick set with bloom, like sheen of 
tropic dawns, 

Jirightening the orient; further still the 
glailes 

Of whisperous forests, flecked with 
golden shades, 

.Stretched glimmering southward; on the 
woo.fs far rim. 

Faintly discerned thro' veiling vapors, 
dim 

As mists of Indian summer, the broad 
view 

AVas cliisi)ed by mountain** flickering in 
. the blue 

And hazy distance; overall there hung 

'I'he morn's eternal beauty, calm and 
young. 

Ami.l the throng, each with a marvel- 
ling face 

Turned on that islanil Eilen and its 
grace. 

Was one — Avolio-ra brave youth of 
Florence, 

Self-exiled from his country, in abhor- 
rence 

Of the base, blood-stained tyrants dom- 
inant there. 

A gentleman he was, of gracious air, 
And liberal as the summer, skilled in 

lore 
Of arms, and chivalry, and many more 
Deep sciences which others left un- 
learned, 
lie loved adventure; how his spirit 

burned 
Within him, when, as now, a chance 
arose 



To search untravelled forests, and 
strange foes 

Vanquish by puissance of knightly 
blows. 

Or rescue maidens from malignant 
spells. 

Enforced by hordes of wizard sentinels. 

So in the ardor of his martial glee, 

He clapped his hands and shouted sud- 
denly: 

"IIoI sire, a challenge! let us pierce 
these woods 

Down to the core: explore their sol- 
itudes. 

And make the flowery empire all our 
own : 

Who knows but we may conquer us a 
throne? 

At least, bold feats await us, grand em- 
prise 

To win us favor in our ladies' eyes; 

By heaven I he is a coward who delays." 

So saying, all ins countenance ablaze 
With passionate zeal, the youth sprang 

lightly up. 
And with right lusty motion, filled a 

cup — 
They brought him straightway — to the 

glistening brim 
With Cyprus wine: "Now glory unto 

him, 
The ardent knight, no mortal danger 

daunts, 
Wliose constant soul a fiery impulse 

haunts. 
Which spurs him onward, onward, to 

the end; 
Pledge we the brave ! and may St. Ermo 

send 
Success to crown our valiantest ! '' 

This said, 
Avolio shoreward leaped, and with him 

led 
The whole ship's company, 

A motley band 
Were they who mustered round him on 
the strand. 
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Mixotl knights and traders; the first fired Thns wandering, tliey reached a sombre 

for toil I mound 

Which promised glory; the last keen for , Rising al>ruptly from the level ground, 

spoill I And planted thick with dim funereal 

Thro' breezy paths and beds of blossom- , trees, 

ing thyme | Whose foliage waved and murmured. 

Kept fresh by secret springs, the show- j tho' the breeze 

ery chime Had sunk to midnight cpiiet, and the sk\ 

Of whose clear falling waters in the dells | Just o'er tbe place; seemed loeked iii 

Played like an airy jieal of elfin bells — , apaihy. 

With eager minds, but aindess, idle Like a fair face wan witli the su Idcii 

feet I stroke 

(The scene about them was so lone and Of death, or heart-break. Not a wovX 

sweet I tliey spoke. 

It spelh'd their steps), 'mid labyrinths But paused with wide, bewildered, gleaiu- 

of flowers, iug eyes. 

By mossy stn-ams and in deep sliadowed , Standini; at gaze; what spectral terrors 

bowers, i rise 

They stiiiye.l from cliarin to charm I And coil about their hearts with serprnl 

thro' lengths of langni«l hours. ' fold. 

in thickets of wild fern and rustling ' And oh! what loathly scene is this lln'v 

Im-ooui, I bold, 

Tbe humble bee bu/.zed past them (iraspiug with unwinking vision, as i]ii'\ 

wilb a boom I creep. 

Of insect tliuiider; and in glens afar Urged l>y tbeir very horror, up llu- 

The golden liielly — a small animate ' siet-p, 

star — And the whole preteinair.ral landsca]M' 

Mione fioiM llu* luiliglit of the darkling I dawns 

leavrs. , Kreezinuly on them; a broad strt'teli xA 

High noon it was, but dusk like mcllcjw lawns, 

«'V('"s I Sow u with rank i)oi>onous grasses, where 

Kcignrd in tlic wood's dee}) places. tlicdi-w 

wJiiMK'i' it si'ciiicil Of lio\(']iim exhalations tliekered blue 

That lla^liiiii: locks and <|nick' ai<h An»l wavtiing on the dead-still atni<>>- 

uianrrv liicaincij plii-re — 

From ('>!•>< srai'f,' hniiian. Thus tlh- Dt-ad-^lill it. was, and yet the grasses 

tan<'\ lU'cnie.! scr*- 

Ot" !li()-r nii»l niv.'n lo inafVt'N; tli»'r<'sl Stin<Ml as witli ln^rrid life anuilst tin- 

lauuhrd sirkminL,' ulare. 

A ni<'rr\ j''<TinLr lannh: ;ind many a The :il!Viulii«'il crfw. all save Avoli(». tlnl 

>h;in In wild <li^«>i-.lrr fiom this plarc n: 

Laun<-ln',l tinmth'' Norman taos^ how. dr<-;nl: 

p:cr<-t'-l I lit' ii(«»kv. Ill him. alhcit his liM-ror wliisp«M-«' I 

( )r 1-1. -ft Ihc >liall..w <-haini.]- uf ihi- •■ tl\ ! '" 

hnM.]<>, Tli«' ^i"-ll of -.inh- nnrnutb ni'Ct'ssity 

AVh«'n<-r. a> III.' rr<NhilniN -w. >!••■. an < >r<'- r.alllil rrtr.at, and ru(hli's«>. seouri:r<l 

a I -li\ , him .m : 

Or a l:1 nl ii\mi'li. ha<l iH-.pf.l .ail .'un- M.anw hil.. Ml- -nn ihrt>' darkt'uing va- 

ninuK. i"'"- >':.>!).'. 
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Nigh to his sotting, and a sutlden blast — 
Sudden and chill — wolce shrilly up, and 



AVith ghostly din and tumult; airy 

sounds 
Of sylvan horns, and sweep of circling 

hounds 
Nearing the quarry. Now the wizard 

chase 
Swept faintly, faintly up the fields of 

space, 
And now with backward rushing whirl 

roaretl by 
Ijouder anil fiercer, till a maddening 

cry — 
A bitter shiiek of human agony — 
lA'aped up, and died amid the stifling 

yell 
Of brutes athirst for blood ; a crowning 

swell 
Of savage triumph followed, mixed with 

wails 
Sad as the dying songs of nightingales, 
Munnuring the name Action! 

Even as one, 
A wrapt sleep-walker, through the shad- 
ows dun 
Of half oblivious sense, with soulless 

gaze, 
Goes idly journeying tlirough uncertain 

ways. 
Thus did Avolio, sore perplexed in mind 
(Excess of mystery made his spirit 

blind), 
Grope through the gloom. Anon he 

reached a fount 
Whose watery columns had long ceased 

to mount 
Above its prostrate Tritons. Near at 

hand. 
Dammed up in part by heaps of tawny 

sand. 
All dull and lustreless, a streamlet 

wound 
By trickling banks, with dark, dank 

foliage crowned. 
That gloomed Hwixt sullen tides and 

lowering sky ; 
The melancholy waters seemed to sigh 



In wailful murmurs of articulate 

woe. 
Till at the last arose this strange dirge 

from below : 

SONG OF THE IMPJUSONEI) NAIAD. 

"Woe! woe is me! tlie centuries pass 
away, 
The mortal seasons run their ceaseless 
rounds, 
While here I wither for the sunbright 
I day. 

Its genial sights and sounds. 
Woe ! woe is me ! 

" One summer night, in ages long agone, 
I saw my woodland lover leave the 
brake ; 
I heard him plaining on the peaceful 
lawn 
A plaint ' for my sweet sake.' 
Woe! woe is me! 

** My heart upsprang to answer that fond 

lay? 
But suddenly the star-girt planets 
paled, 
And high into the welkin's glimmering 
gray 
Majestic Dian sailed ! 

Woe ! woe is me ! 

**Shc swept aloft, bold almost as the 
sun. 
And wrathful red as fiery-crested Mars; 
Ah ! then I knew some fearful deed was 
done 
On earth, or in the stars. 

Woe ! woe is me ! 

I *' With ghastly face upraised, and shud- 

' dering throat, 

f I watclied the omen with a prescient 

pain ; 

I When, lightning-barbed, a beamy arrow 

I smote, 

I Or seemed to smite, my brain. 

j Woe ! woe is me ! 
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*' Oblivion clasped me, till I woke for- 
lorn. 
Fettered and sorrowing on this lonely 
bed. 
Shut from the mirthful kisses of the 
morn — 
Earth's jjlories overhead. 

Woe I woe is me! 

"The south wind stirs the sedj^es into 
song. 
The blossoming myrtles scent the en- 
amored air; 
But still, sore moaning for another's 
wrong, 
I pine in sadness here. 

Woe ! woe is me ! 

" Alas ! alas I the weary centuries 
flee. 
The waning seasons perish, dark or 
bright; 
My grief alone, like some charmed poi- 
son-tree. 
Knows not an autumn blight. 
Woe! woe is me!'' 



The mournful sounds swooned off, but 

Echo rose, 
And bore them up divinely to a close 
Of rare mysterious sweetness ; never- 

moi-e 
Shall mortal winds to listening wood and 

shore 
Waft such heart-melting music. "Where, 

oh! where," 
Avolio murmured — "to what haunted 

sphere — 
Has fate at length my errant footsteps 

brought ?" 

Launched on a balfling sea of mystic 
thought, 

Ilis reason in a whirling chaos, lost 

f'ompass and chart and headway, vague- 
ly tossed 

*Mid shifting shapes of winged fanta- 
sies. 



Just then, uplifting his bewildered eyes. 
He saw, half hid in shade, on either 

hand. 
Twin pillars of a massive gateway grand 
With gold and car\'higs; close behind it 

stood 
A sombre mansion in a beech tree wood. 

Ix)ng wreaths of ghostly ivy on its walls 

Quivered like goblin tapestrj'. or palls. 

Tattered and rusty, nuldeweil in the chill 

Of dreadful vaults; across each window 
sill 

Curtains of weird device and fiery hue 

Hung moveles'5, — only when the sun 
glaniMMl through 

The gathering gloom, the hieroglyphs 
took form 

And life and action, and the whole grew 
warm 

With meanings ballUng to Avolio'-* 
sense : 

He stood expectant, trembling, with in- 
tense 

Dread in his eyes, and yet a struggling 
faith. 

Vital at heart. A sudden passing 
breath — 

Was it the wind ? — thrilled by his ting- 
ling ear. 

Waving the curtains inw^ard, and his 
fear 

IJprose victorious, for a serpent shape. 

Tall, supple, writhing, with malignant 
gape, 

Which showed its cruel fangs — hisse*! 
in the gleam 

Its own fell eyeballs kindled! Oh! su- 
preme 

The horror of that vision! — as he 
gazed. 

Irresolute, all wordless, and amazed. 

The monster disapx>eared — a moment 
sped ! 

The next it fawned before him on a bed 

Of scarlet poppies. ** Speak,'' Avolio 
said ; 

"What art thou? Speak! I charge 
thee in (iod's name! '' 
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A death-cold shudder seized the serpent's 


The island's fated queen?" "Yea, 


frame, 


verily," 


Its liuge throat writhed, whence bub- 


Avolio cried, '*thou art that thing of 


bUng with a throe 


dread " 


Of hideous import, a voice thin and low 


Sharply the serpent raised its glittering 


Broke like a muddied rill: "Bethink 


head 


thee well, 


And front tempestuous: "Hold I no 


This isle is Cos, of which old legends tell 


tongue save mine 


.Such marvels. Ilast thou never heard 


Must of these miseries tell thee! Then 


of me. 


incline 




* A monster meet for Tartarus, a thing 
Whereon men gaze with awe and shuddering." 



Thine ear to the dark story of ray 

grief. 
And with thine ear yield, yield me thy 

belief. 
Foul as I am, there was a time, 

O youth. 
When these fierce eyes were founts of 

love and truth ; 
There icas a time when woman's 

blooming grace 
Glowed through the flush of roses in 

my face ; 
When — but I sinned a deep and damn- 
ing sin. 



The fruit of lustful pride nurtured 
within 

By weii-d, forbidden knowledge — I 
defied 

The night's innnaculate goddess, purest 
eyed. 

And holiest of immortals; I denied 

The eternal Power that looks so cold and 
calm ; 

Therefore, O stranger, am I what I 
am, 

A monster meet for Tartarus, a thing 

Whereon men gaze with awe and shud- 
dering. 
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And stress of inward terror; througli all " Lady!'* the knight saiil, '* if in sooth 

time, I thou art 

Down to tin* lust a,^'<', my abhorred ■ A maid and human, wherefore thus de- 



crime 
Must hold mc jirisonor in this vile 

tdxHle, 
I'lilrss soint' in<iu^ litrijr-Jicarttd <(s a 

Ihilihr tltun A}(i.r, mtrrifHUy »Ubjn 
To kiss Htc ini tilt nnjtif/i I " 

She towered amain. 
With sparkling en'st, and universal 

thrill 
(-)f fn'uzifd r;ig«*nn'ss, that seemed to 

till 
ilcr cavtM'nous eyes with jeis of luritl 

liiv. 



part 
From truth's j.lain path to blind iiit* ? 

well i know 
This Dlan. famed and worshipi)ed long 

ago 
By heathen folk, was as the Idle fume 
Formed into shifting shai)es of vaporous 

bloom 
O'er her vain altars. Ah!" (he shud- 

dtMTtl now, 
(irowing doath-pale from tremulous eli in 

to brow) 
".I//. (m(h( ! I conmtt kins thrv ! Xe'er- 

theli'ss. 
Fain am I in the true (loil's name to bless. 



Pulx'il from th«' burning eore of unap- And I'vcn to mark thee with His saered 
p<'astMl dfsii't'. cross!*" 



Back si«^pi)cd Avolio with a loathing 

fear. 
Sick to the inmost soul; then did he 

hear 
'rh«' autni ei'eature venl a tortured 

iiroaii. 



As one weighed down by anguish and 

the loss 
Of one last hope, in faltering tones au«l 

sad 
Tlu" srrpeni spake: *' Deem'st thou that 
Dlan had 
iler traiilif neck and dragon's t'ni-ehead | Ni> lite Iml that wherewith her votari»-s 

I brow 11 ' vain 

Madly to carlh, wlit-reon awliile >h«' I lnve<tril a \ai:ue iniai;e of the brain ? 

la\, ' Nay, slu- both n'((s and J'v^^■ /<o/. as on 

llm:lanii-> veilcl, b.M' ilark crest tuiiUMl I earth. 

a\\a\. K\en to this day, lull many a thing fnmi 

I birih 

A^ tlius s|i,. m-,i\fll. (I. (|ui\friim on tlif Todratli lai'-«c> alike through bane and 

un.uii.l. ' I'li--: 

Mole tlir(.it-li ilic bicM.iliim silcnc' -a ; Full many a lliinu. which is not and 

laini >»onn<i ><l i--. 

As 'iwtiv ot hoprlr-v M,-i,.f _ it srrnir.] | ^av«• I o liiaii' s pm lillnd visiou : — in the 

t(i 1m- rli.l 

A liiniiaii \(ii.T \\<-, ]^\]\■^ lii.w i.ii.'oiivh ! Sniur clrMrcr >pii-ii> may rise to compre- 
^'.■t it- .l.-.-p ]ia--iMii -irivinu !<• -iil.- In-iul 

.hie. 'ilii- -^Uaiu.- fniuma! but meanwhile. 
.IunI tlirii III.' >.-i]».Mii writh.Ml her 1"M> m.- tiiu liil.' 

anew, Tlir vui-.- li.a\riiN clianLre not, star and 
And \\liil.' irniiicaiili Lcr Ii.Ti.-ni vv,-< -nnlHMiii -mile 

^lir irar^. l-'air ;i^ o| \.'r.'; ctniial nature keeps 

'L'ln* IoalliI> .-iiMtiiir^ l'a( .■ i- ba;li.-.l ill il.i -li-ii_ili and branty. though the 

t.'ai-'! nioi la'i ^^<•l•l»^ 
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In desolation ! Oh! wert ^Aom but true 
And brave enow this thing I ask to do, 
Then human, happy, beauteous would I 

be. 
Ye merciful Gods! once more!" 

Then suddenly 

She writhed her vast neck round, her 
glittering crest 

Cast backward o*er the fierce, tumultu- 
ous breast, 

Hed as a stormy sunset — with a moan, 

** Pass on, weak soul ! " she said, ** leave 
me alone;" 

Then, wildly, "Go! I would not catch 
thine eye ; 

Goy and be safe ! for swiftly, furiously, 

Surges a cruel thought through all my 
blood, 

And the brute instincts turn to hardi- 
hood 

Of vengeful impulse all my gentler 
frame; 

Go ! for I would not harm thee ; yet a 
flame 

Of blasting torments have I power to 
raise 

Through all thy being, and mine eyes 
could gaze. 

Gloating on pain. Is this not horri- 
ble ? " 

And therewithal the wretched monster 
fell 

To open weeping, with sad front, and 
bowed. 

Something in such base cruelty avowed, 

Blent with the softer will which disal- 
lowed 

Its exercise, so on Avollo wrought, 

That sore perplexed, revolving many a 
thought, 

He lingered still, lost in a spiritual mist; 

But when the mouth that waited to be 
kissed. 

Fringed with a yellow foam, malignly 
rose 

Before him, his first fear its terrible 
throes 



Renewed. "And how, O baleful 

shape! " said he — 
Striving to speak in passionless tones, 

and free — 
" How can I tell, what certain gage have 

1, 

That this strange kiss thine awful des- 
tiny 

Hath not ordained — the least elaborate 
plan 

Wliereby to snare and slay me ? " " O 
man! man!" 

The serpent answered, with a loftier 
mien — 

A voice grown clear, majestic and se- 
rene — 

"Shall matter always triimiph ? the 
base mould 

Mask the immortal essence, uncontrolled 

Save by your grovelling fancies mean 
and cold ? 

O green and happy woods, breathing like 
sleep ! 

O quiet habitants of places deep 

In leafy shades, that draw your peaceful 
breaths, 

Passing fair lives to rest in tranquil 
deaths ! 

O earth! O sea! O heavens! forever 
dumb 

To man, while ages go and ages come 

Mysterious, have the dark Fates willed 
it so 

That nevermore the sons of men shall 
know 

The secret of your silence ? the wide 
scope 

Granted your basking pleasures, and 
sweet hope, 

Revived in vernal warmth and spring- 
tide rains. 

Your long, long pleasures, and your 
fleeting pains ? 

And must the lack of what is brave and 
true, 

From other souls, callous or blind there- 
to. 

From what themselves beauteous and 
truthful are, 
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Differ for aye as glow-worms from a 

star? 
Is such our life's decretal ? Shall the 

faith 
Which even, perchance, the clearest 

spirit hath 
In good within us, always prove less 

l)old 
Than keen suspicions, nursed by craven 

doubt, 
Of treacherous ills, and evil from with- 
out?" 
Then, after pause, with passion: ** O 

etern 
And bland benignities, that breathe and 

burn 
Throughout creation, are we but the 

motes 
In some vague dream that idly sways 

and floats 
To nothingness? or are youi* glories 

pent 
Within ourselves, to rise omnipotent 
In bloom and music, when we bend 

above, 
And wake them by the kisses of our 

love ? 
I yearn to be made beautiful. Alas! 
Beauty itself looks on, prepared to pass. 
In hardened disbelief! one action kind 
Would free and save me — why art thou 

so blind, 
Avolio ? " While she spoke, a timorous 

liare, 
Scared by a threatening falcon from its 

lair, 
Rushed to the serpent's side. With 

fondling tongue 
She soothed it as a mother soothes her 

young. 

Avolio mused : " Can innocent things 

like this 
Take refuge by her ? then, perchance, 

some good. 
Some tenderness, if rightly understood. 
Lurks in her nature. / will do the deed ! 
Christ and the Viryhi save me at mij 

need,^^ 



He signed the monster nearer, closed 

his eyes. 
And with some natural shuddering, some 

deep sighs ! 
Gave up his pallid lips to the foul kiss ! 
What followed then ? a traitorous ser- 

in-.nt hiss, 
Sharper for triumph ? Ah ! not so — ht* 

felt 
A warm, rich, yearning mouth approach 

auil melt 
In languid, loving sweetness on his own. 
And two fond arms caressingly were 

thrown 
About his neck, and on his bosom 

pressed 
Twin liUes of a snow white virgin breast. 

lie raised his eyes, released from brief 

despair; 
They rested on a maiden tall and fair — 
Fair as the tropic mom, when morn is 

new — 
And her sweet glances smote him through 

and through 
With such keen thrilling rapture that he 

swore 
His willing heart should evermore adore 
Her loveliness, and woo her till he died. 

" I am thine own," she whispered, ** thy 

true bride, 
If thou wilt take me!" 

Hand in hand they strayed 
Adown the shadows through the wood- 
land glade, 
I Whence every evil influence shrank 
I afraid, 

I And round them poured the golden even- 

I tide. 

Swiftly the tidings of this strange event 

Abroad on all the garrulous winds were 

I sent. 

Rousing an eager world to wonderment I 

I Now 'mid the knightly companies that 
came 
To visit Cos, was that brave chief , by 
fame 
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Exalted for bold deeds and faith divine, 

So nobly shown erewhile in Palestine — 

Tancreii, Salerno's Prince — he came in 
state, j 

With fourscore gorgeous barges, small | 
and great, I 

With pomp and music, like an ocean j 
Fate; | 

His blazoned prows along the glimmer- 
ing sea 

Spreatl like an eastern sunrise gloriously. 

Him and his followers did Avolio feast 
Right royally, but when the mirth in- 
creased. 
And joyous-w ing6d jests be:;an to pass 
Above the sparkling cups of Ilippocras, 
Tancred arose, and in his courtly phrase 
Invoked delight and length of prosixnous 

days 
To crown that magic union; one vague 

doubt 
The Prince diil move, and this he dared 

speak out. 
But with serene and tempered courtesy: 
*' It could not be that their sweet hostess 

still 
W^orshipped Diana and her heathen 
will?" 

**Ah sir! not so!'' Avolio flushing 

cried, 
** But Christ the Lord!" 

No single word replied 
The beauteous lady, but with gentle pride 
And a quick motion to Avolio' s side 
She drew more closely by a little space. 
Gazing with modest passion in his face. 
As one who yearned to whisper tenderly : 
*'0, brave kind heart! I worship only 

thee!" 



THE SOLITARY LAKE. 

From garisli light and life apart, 
Shrined in the woo<lland's secret heart. 
With delicate mists of morninj^ furled 
Fantastic o'er its shadowy world. 



The lake, a vaporous vision, gleams 
So vaguely bright, my fancy deems 
'Tis but an airy lake of dreams. 

Dreamlike, in curves of palest gold, 
The wavering mist-wreaths manifold 
Part in long rifts, through which 1 view 
(Jray islets throne»l in tides as blue 
As if a piece of heaven withdrawn — 
Whence hints of sunrise touch the 

dawn — 
Had brought to earth its sapphire glow% 
And smiled, a second heaven, below. 

Dreandike, in fitful, murmurous sighs, 

1 hear the distant west wind rise. 

And, down the hollows wandering, 

break 
In gurgling rip:)les on the lake. 
Bound which the vapoi-s, still outspread, 
Mount wanly widening overhead. 
Till flushed by morning's prinuose-red. 

Dreamlike, each slow, soft-pulsing surge 
Hath lapped the calm lake's emerald 

verge, 
Sending, where'er its tremors pass 
Low whisperings through the dew-wet 

grass : 
Faint thrills of fairy sound that creep 
To fall in neighboring nooks asleep. 
Or melt in rich, low warblings made 
By some winged Ariel of the glade. 

With brightening morn the mockbird's 

lay 
Grows stronger, mellower: far away 
'Mid dusky reeds, which even the noon 
Lights not, the lonely-hearted loon 
Makes answer, her shrill nmsic shorn 
Of half its sadness: day, full-bom. 
Doth rout all sounds and sights forlorn. 

Ah! still a something strange and rare 
O'errules this tranquil earth and air. 
Casting o'er both a glamour known 
To their enchanted realm alone; 
Whence shines, as 'twere a si)irit's face, 
The sweet coy genius of the place, 
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Yon lake belield as if in trance, 
The beauty of whose shy romance 
I feel — whatever shores and skies 
May charm henceforth my wondering 

eyes, — 
Shall rest, undimmed by taint or stain, 
'Mid lonely byways of the brain. 
There, with its haunting grace, to seem 
iSet in the landscape of a dream. 



THE VOICE IN THE PIXES, 

Thk morn is softly beautiful and still. 
Its light fair clouds in pencilled gold 
and gray 
Pause motionless above the pine-grown 

hill, 
Where the pines, tranced as by a wiz- 
ard's will, 
Uprise as mute and motionless as 
they! 

Yea ! mute and moveless ; not one flick- 
ering spray 
Flashed into sunlight, nor a gaunt 
bough stirred ; 
Yet, if wooed hence beneath those pines 

to stray, 
We catch a faint, thin murmur far away, 
A bodiless voice, by grosser ears mi- 
heard. 

What voice is this ? what low and sol- 
enm tone, 
Which, though all wings of all the 
winds seem furled, 
Xor even the zephyr's fairy flute is blown, 
Makes thus forever its mysterious moan 
From out the whispering pine-tops' 
shadowy world ? 

Ah ! can it be the antique tales are tnie ? 
Doth some lone Dryad haunt the 
breezeless air, 
Fronting yon bright immitigable blue. 
And wildly breathing all her wild soul 
through 
Tliat strange unearthly music of de- 
spair ? 



Or can it be that ages since, stonii- 
tossed, 
And driven far inland from the roar- 
ing lea. 
Some baffled ocean-spirit, woni and lost. 
Here, through dry summer's dearth and 
winter's frost. 
Yearns for the sharp, sweet kisses of 
the sea ? 

Whatever the spell, I hearken and am 
dumb. 
Dream-touched, and musing in the 
tranquil mom; 

All woodland sounds — the pheasant's 
gusty drum, 

The mock-bird's fugue, the droning in- 
sect's hum — 
Scarce heard for that strange, sorrow- 
ful voice forlorn ! 

M 

Beneath the drowsed sense, from deep to 

deep 
Of spiritual life its mournful minor 

flows, 
Streamlike, with pensive tide, whose 

currents keep 
Low murmuring 'twixt the bounds of 

grief and sleep. 
Yet locked for aye from sleep's divine 

repose. 



VISIT OF THE WllESS. 

Flyixg from out the gusty west. 
To seek the place where last year's nest, 
liagged, and torn by many a rout 
Of winter winds, still rwks about 
The branches of the gnarled old tree 
Which sweep my cottage library — 
Here on the genial southern side, 
In a late gleam of sunset's pride, 
Came back my tiny, springtide friends, 
The vself-same pair of chattering wrens 
That with arch eyes and restless bill 
Used to frequent yon window sill, 
Winged sprites, in April's showery 
glow. 
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'Tis now twelve weary months ago 
Since first I saw them ; here again 
They drop outside the glittering pane, 
Each bearing a dried twig or leaf, 
To build with labor hard, yet brief, 
This season's nest, where, blue and 

round, 
Their fairy eggs will soon be found. 
But sky and breeze and blithesome sim, 
Until that little home is done. 
Shall — wondering, maybe — hear and 

see 
Such chatter, bustle, industry, 
As well may stir to emulous strife 
Slow currents of a languid life, 
Whether in bird or man they run ! 

Hut when, in sooth, the nest complete 
Swings gently in its green retreat. 
And soft the mother birdling's breast 
Doth in the cozy circlet rest. 
How, back from jovial journeying, 
Merry of heart, though worn of wing, 
Iler brown mate, proudly perched above 
'ilie limb that holds his brooiling love, 
His liead upturned, his aspect sly, 
K<>gards her with a cunning eye. 
As one who saith, ** How well you bear 
The dullness of these duties, dear; 
To dwell so long on nest or tree 
Would be, I know, slow death to me; 
But, then, you women folk were made 
For patient waiting, in — the shade ! '* 

So tame one little guest becomes — 
'Tls the male bird — my scattered 

crumbs 
He takes from window sill and lawn 
Each morning in the early dawn ; 
A.nd yesterday he dared to stand 
Serenely on my outstretched hand, 
While his wee wife, with puzzled 

glance, 
Looked from her breezy seat askance ! 

My pretty pensioners ! ye have flown 
Twice from your winter nook unknown. 
To build your humble hom(>stead here, 
In the first flush of springtide cheer; 



But ah ! I wonder if again. 
Flitting outside the window pane, 
When next the shrewd March winds 

shall blow. 
Or in mild April's showers glow, 
New come from out the shimmering 

west, 
You'll seek the place of this year's 

nest, 
Ragged and torn by then, no doubt, 
And swinging in worn shreds about 
The branches of the ancient tree. 

Nay, who may tell ? Yet, verily, 
Methinks when, spring and summer 

passed, 
Adown the long, low autumn blast, 
In some dim gloaming, chill and drear. 
You, with your fledglings, disappear. 
That ne'er by porch or tree or pane 
Mine eyes shall greet your forms again 1 

What then ? At least the good ye 

brought, 
The delicate charms for eye and thought 
Survives; though death should be your 

doom 
Before another spring flower's bloom, 
Or fairer clime should tempt your wings 
To bide 'mid fragrant blossomings 
On some far Southland's golden lea. 
Still may fresh spring morns light for 

me 
Your tiny nest, their breezes bear 
Your chirping, household joyance near 
And all your quirks and tricksome ways 
Bring back through many smiling days 
Or future Aprils; net the less 
Your simple drama shall impress 
Fancy and heart, thus acted o'er 
Toward each small issue, as of yore, 
With sun and wind and skies of blue 
To witness, wondering, all you do. 
Because your happy toil and mirth 
May be of fine, ideal birth ; 
Because each quick, impulsive note 
May thrill a visionary throat, 
Each flash of glancing wing and eye 
Be gleams of vivid fantasy; 
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Since whatsoe'er of form and tone 

A past reality hatii Icnown, 

Most cliarming unto soul and sense, 

But wins that subtle effluence, 

That spiritual air which softly clings 

About all sweet and vanished things, 

Causing a bygone joy to be 

Vital as actuality. 

Yet with each earthlier tint or trace 

Lost in a pure, ethereal grace ! 



FOREST PICTURES. 
MORNING. 

O GRACIOUS breath of sunrise I divine 
air I 
That brood' St serenely o'er the pur- 
pling hills; 

O blissful valleys I nestling, cool and 
fair. 
In the fond arms of yonder murmur- 
ous rills. 

Breathing their gratef id measures to the 
sun; 

O dew-besprinkled paths, that circling 
run 

Through sylvan shades and solemn si- 
lences. 

Once more ye bring my fevered spirit 
peace ! 

The fitful breezes, fraught with forest 
balm, 
Faint, in rare wafts of perfume, on my 
brow ; 

The woven lights and shadows, rife with 
calm. 
Creep slantwise 'twixt the foliage, 
bough on bough 

Uplifted heavenward, like a verdant 
cloud 

Whose rain is music, soft as love, or 
loud 

With jubilant hope — for there, en- 
tranced, apart. 

The mock-bird sings, close, close to Na- 
ture's heart. 



Shy forms about the greenery, out and 
in, 
Flit 'neath the broadening glories of 
the morn ; 

The squirrel — that quaint sylvan harle- 
quin — 
Mounts the tall trunks; while swift as 
lightning, born 

Of summer mists, from tangled vine and 
tree 

Dart the dove's pinions, pulsing vividly 

Down the dense glades, till glimmerini; 
far and gray 

The dusky vision softly melts away! 

In transient, i)leased bewilderment I 
mark 
The last dim shinnner of those lessen- 
ing wings. 

When from lone coi'S.^ and shadowy 
covert, hark! 
What mellow tongue thi*ough all tht» 
woodland rings! 

The deer-hound's voice, sweet as the 
golden bell's. 

Prolonged by flying echoes round the 
dells. 

And up the loftiest summits wildly 
borne. 

Blent with the blast of some keen hunts- 
man's honi. 

And now the checkered vale is left be- 
hind ; 
I climb the slope, and reach the hill- 
top bright; 

Here, in bold freedom, swells a sover- 
eign wind. 
Whose gusty prowess sweeps the pine- 
clad height; 

While the pines — dreamy Titans roused 
from sleep — 

Answer with mighty voices, deep on 
deep 

Of wakened foliage surging like a 
sea; 

And o'er them smiles Heaven's calm 
infinity! 
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Creep slantwise 'twixt the foliage, bough on bough." 
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GOLDEN DELL. 

Bkyond our moss-grown pathway lies 
A dell so fair, to genial eyes 
It dawns an ever-fresli surprise! 

To toucli its charms with gentler grace, 
The softened heavens a loving face 
Bend o'er that sweet, secluded place. 

There first, despite the March wind's 

cold, 
Above the pale-hued emerald mould 
The earliest spring-tide buds unfold ; 

There first the ardent mock-bird, long 
Winter's dumb thrall, from winter's 

wrong 
Breaks into gleeful floods of song; 

Till, from coy thrush to gari-ulous wren, 
The humbler bards of copse and glen 
Outpour their vernal notes again ; 

While such harmonious rapture rings, 
With stir and flash of eager wings 
Glimpsed fleetly, where the jasmine 
clings 

To bosk and briar, we blithely say, 

** Farewell! bleak nights and mornings 

gray* 
Earth opes her festal court to-day ! " 

There, first, from out some balmy nest, 
By half -grown woodbine flowers caressed, 
Steal zephyrs of the mild southwest; 

O'er purpling rows of wild- wood peas,* 
So blandly borne, the droning bees 
Still suck their honeyed cores at ease; 

Or, trembling through yon verdurous 

mass. 
Dew-starred, and dimpling as they pass 
The wavelets of the billowy grass ! 



• In the Southern woods, often among sterile 
tracts of pine barren, a species of wild pea is 
foand, or a plant which in all externals resem- 
bles the pea plant. 



But, fairest of fair things that dwell 

'Mid sylvan nurslings of the dell. 

Is that clear stream whose murmurs swell 

To music's airiest issues wrought, 
As if a Naiad's tongue were fraught 
With secrets of its whispered thought 

Yes, fairest of fair things, it flows 
'Twixt banks of violet and of rose, 
Touched always by a quaint repose. 

How golden bright its currents glide! 
While goldenly from side to side 
Bird shadows flit athwart the tide. 

So Golden Dell we name the place, 
And aye may Heaven's serenest face 
Dream o'er it with a smile of grace; 

For next the moss-grown path it lies, 
So pure, so fresh to genial eyes 
It glows with hints of Paradise ! 



ASPECTS OF THE FIXES. 

Tall, sombre, grim, against the morn- 
ing sky 
They rise, scarce touched by melan- 
choly airs. 
Which stir the fadeless foliage dream- 
fully, 
As if from realms of mystical despairs. 

Tall, sombre, grim, they stand with 
dusky gleams 
Brightening to gold within the wood- 
land's core. 
Beneath the gracious noontide's tranquil 
beams — 
But the weird winds of morning sigh 
no more. 

A stillness, strange, divine, Ineffable, 
Broods round and o'er them in the 
wind's surcease, 
And on each tinted copse and shimmer- 
ing dell 
Rests the mute rapture of deep heart- 
ed peace. 
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Last, sunset comes — tlie soleiiin joy and 
might 
Borne from the West when cloudless 
<hiy decUnes — 
Low, flutelike breezes sweep the waves 
of light, 
And lifiinj; dark green tresses of the 
pines, 

Till every lock is huninous — gently float, 
Fraught with hale odors up the heav- 
ens afar 
To faint when twilight on her virginal 
throat 
Wears for a gem the tremulous vesjier 
star. 



MIDSUMMER IS THE SOCTH. 

I LOVE Queen August's stalely sway, 
And all her fragrant south winds say. 
With vague, mysterious meanings 

fraught. 
Of unimaginable thought; 
Those winds, 'mid change of gloom and 

gleam. 
Seem wandering thro' a golden dream — 
The rare midsunnmT dream that lies 
In humid depths of nature's eyes. 
Weighing her languid forehead down 
Beneath a fair but liery crown : 
Its witchei-}' broods o'er earth and skies, 
Fills with divine amenities 
The bland, blue spaces of the air. 
And smiles with looks of drowsy cheer 
'Mid hollows of the brown-hued hills; 
And oft, in tongues of tinkling rills, 
A softer, homelier utterance finds 
Than that which haunts the lingering 

winds! 

I love midsummer's azure deep, 
Whereon the huge white clouds, asleep. 
Scarce move through lengths of tranced 

hours ; 
Some, raised in forms of giant towers — 
Dumb Babels, with ethereal staii-s 
Scaling the vast height — unawares 



What mocking spirit, aJther-boriM 
Hath built those transient spires in 

scorn. 
And reared towards the topmost sky 
Their unsubstantial fantasy! 
Some stretched in tenuous arcs of light 
Athwart the airy infinite, 
yar gHtt<»ring up yon fervid dome. 
And lajiped by cloudland's misty foant. 
Whose wreaths of fine sun-smitten spmv 
Melt in a burning haze away: 
Some throned in heaven's serenest 

smiles, 
Pure-hued, and calm as fairy isles, 
(Jilt by the tides of soundless seas — 
The heavens' benign Hesperides. 

1 love midsummer uplands, free 
To the bold mids of breeze and bee. 
Where, nested warm in yellowing 

grass. 
I hear the swift-winged partridge pass. 
With whirr and boom of gusty flight. 
Across the broad heath's treeless height : 
Or, just where, elbow-poised, 1 lift 
Above the wild flower's careless drift 
My half-<-losed eyes, I see and hear 
The blithe field-sparrow twittering clear 
Quick ditties to his tiny love; 
While, from afar, the timid dove, 
With faint, voluptuous nuinnur, wakes 
The silence of the pastoral brakes. 

I love midsummer sunsets, rolle<l 
Down the rich west in waves of gold. 
With blazing crests of billowy fire. 
But when those crimson floods retire, 
In noiseless ebb. slow-surging, grand, 
By pensive twilight's flickering strand. 
In gentler mood 1 love to mark 
The slow gradations of the dark; 
Till, lo! from Orient's mists withdrawn, 
Hail! to the moon's resplendent dawn ; 
On dusky vale and haunted plain 
Her elUuenre falls like balmy rain ; 
Gaunt gulfs of shadow own her might; 
She bathes the rescued world in light, 
So that, albeit my summer's day, 
Erewhile did breathe its life away, 
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Melhinks, whatever its hours had won 
Of beauty, l>oru from shade and sun, 
I lath not perchaiu'e so wholly died, 
lint o*er tlie moonlight's silvery tide 
Comes back, sublimeil and purified! 



CLOUD-PICTURES. 

IIkhe in these mellow grasses, the whole 

morn, 
i love to rest: yon.ler, the ripening corn 
Hustles its greenery; ami his blithesome 

horn 

Winileth the f rolie breeze o'er field and 

dell, 
Now pealing a bohl stave with lusty 

swell. 
Now falling to low breaths ineffable 

Of whispered jovanee. At calm length 
Hie, 

Fronting the broad blue spaces of the 
sky. 

Covered with cloml-groiips, softly jour- 
neying by : 

An humlre.l shapes, fantastic, beau- 
teous, strange, 

Are theirs, as o'er yon airy waves they 
range 

At the wind's will, from marvellous 
change to change ; 

Castles, with guarded roof, and turret 
tall. 



Gray lines of Orient pilgrims: a gaunt 

band 
On famished camels, o'er the desert 

sand 
Plodding towards their prophet's Holy 

Land ; 

'Mid-ocean, — and a shoal of whales at 

play. 
Lifting their monstrous frontlets to the 

Thro' rainbow arches of sun-smitten 
spray ; 

Followed by splintered icebergs, vast 

and lone, 
Set in swift currents of some arctic 

zone. 
Like fragments of a Titan's world o'er- 

thrown ; 

Next, measureless breadths of barren, 

treeless moor. 
Whose vaporous verge fades down a 

glimmering shore. 
Round which the foam-capped billows 

toss and roar! 

Calms of bright water — like a fairy's 

wiles. 
Wooing with ripply cadence and soft 

smiles. 
The golden shore-slopes of Hesperian 

Isles ; 

Their inland plains rife with a rare in- 
crease 



(rreat sloping archway, and majestic I ^* plumed grain! an«l many a snowy 



wall. 



fleece 



Sapped by the breezes to their noiseless ' Shining athwart the dew-lit hills of 



fall! 



peace ; 



I 



Pagodas vague! above whose towers Wrecks of gigantic cities — to the 

outstreani | tune 

Banners that wave with motions of a Of some wise air-God built! — o'er 

dream— I which the noon 

Rising, or drooping in the noontide Seems shuddering; caverns, such as the 

gleam; i wan Moon 
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Shows in lier desolate bosom; tlieii, a j ^-V THE P/XE liA/inEXS. 

crowd I srN>ET. 
Of awi»d and iwiM»'nt faces, palely 

l„,^vcd ' irAHK! to the mournful wind; its bimleii , 

O'er a dead queen, laid in lier ashy drear 

j^lj,.Qml j Borne ovi«r leagues of desert wild and 

! dun, 

A queen of eld — her pallid brow im- Sinks to a ueary cadence of despair. 

pearled Beyond the closiuir gateways (»f tin 

By gems barbaric I her strange beauty sun. 

furled 

In mvslie cerements ot the antique ' V(m clouds are big with llame. and n.-r 

NNorld. with rain, . 

I Massed on the marvellous heaven in 

Weinl pielurt's, faney-gendei-edl — one ' splendid pyres. 

by inw. Whereon ethereal genii, half in paiii 

^Twixl olended lieams and sIkuIows. gold And half in triumph, light tluir fervid 

and dun, !ire>: 
These transient visions vanisii in the 

suu. Kindled in funei*al majesty to rise 

Al)OVe tbe perished day. wliose l;iti->t 

* breath 

I Exlialed. a roseate efllueuce to the >kifN. 

soxx/rr. jmjjj ]i,,^,.,.s o'er the pageantry ot 

SfN>r:T, the i;od-lik<' artist, jiaiiilsou air death. 

rielui-es ot lo\rIiiU'ss and teri«)r Ijli'iit ! ..... 

Lo! yoiidrr cltiiKh. like moiuiiaiii-^ |em- Ojic slahvarl hill bis stern dejiant erc^t 

lirst-i-.'!il, IIni«lly aualnsi ijic hori/on line up- 

Tlironuh wlio^^e aby'>nial d«'ptlis tin- i-ear>. 

rmliniiiiii's •jrhwi' His l)la>tcd \i\\w^. smit by the ti»-ry We>r. 

l)arls trniii wild uiilt> and ea\.'rns df dc- rplowfriui; rank on rank, like 'I'iiuu 

spair: >)H'ars; 
O'tT tlif's.' a calm, niai.'--lie lirniani«'iit . 

Fln-lie.l Willi ri.h Inu-. with rainhnw Fanta>ti.'. ImmI. -fn]. o'er the rock-str.-u n 

i.l... h.-pivnt. -r..nn.l 

lake ]iM„i.-^.»t p.'a.-r ill (Mvans hraxmh <"a>linu mini shades Ix'yond llo- liill 

|.,j,. ■ s|.,pr liven. 

Whicli iiK.ek the joftii'r shafts, keen. 

jhll n/'"//. l>.-\(.ll-i (Mie loll.' lll\-l.-|inU^ lll-IIV-er, .\\ lied 

elnii.i. \ii,l iai-.-(l as \\ lo storm the courts ot 

M.'''p.--1 in 111-' -"l-'iiiii -nii>-.>i"- ti.-i-\' j|.'a\eiil 

n.i-l. 

.S!Mii-v -.■nil.l;ii;r.- t,l]^.- .-t lliiii wliM^.. As sink. The wiii.l. so wane tho^e won- 

vi^ai:.' h..w.-,l. dinii. Iiuhl-: 

DMii.-lv ^w.'. I. <.■,•'■ ;tll ih!,^-. .1,11 k Ml ^low!\ 111. \ wane from hill and ^k> 

1.,-jhi. an. I r\,\u\, 

y.i .|i,iu^ •!!.• .i.i'kii.'-- '"..■! i..w,-i ! Will.- t..ii;!'l 111-- woo, Hand wasti' an-i 

Iliv l;_iii ^i;niM,. liii'i ]iei::hts 

'!"],,• i.'ii.l.' .A--- aii.l awiiil h],'\\ (.1 Th. im-;..! -;.. (ininu trails its sih.-ry 

( i,ii>i : >iii..ii>i: 
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Througli which, uncertain, vague as 
shifting ghosts, I 

The forms of all things touched by 
mystery seem, , 

I walk, metliinks, on pale Plutonian 
coasts, 
And grope 'mid spectral shadows of a 
dream. 



SOX NET. 

In the deep hollow of this sheltered dell 
I hear the rude winds chant their giant 

staves I 

Far, far beyond me, where in darkening 

waves I 

The airy seas of doudland sink or swell. 

No faint breeze stirs the wild-flower's 

soundless bell. 
Here in the quiet vale, whose rivulet 

laves 
Banks silent almost as those desert 

graves, 
Whereof the worn Zaharan wanderers 

tell. 

Oh I thus from out still depths of tran- 
quil doom. 

My soul beyond her views life's turmoil 
vast. 

Hearkening the winJy loar and rage of 
men. 

Vain to her eyes as shades from clv^.ul- 
land cast. 

And to her ears like far-off winds that 
boom. 

Heard, but scarce heard, In this Arca- 
dian glen! 



THE n'OODLAXD PHASES. 

Yox woodland, like a human mind, 
Hath many a phase of dark and 
bright: 

Xowdim with shadows, wandering blind. 
Now radiant with fair shai)es of light. 



They softly come, they softly go. 
Capricious as the vagrant wind, 

Nature's vague thouglits in gloom or 
glow, 
That leave no airiest trace behind. 

Xo trace, no trace! yet wherefore thus 
Do shade and beam our spirit's stir? 

Ah! Nature may be cold tons. 
But we are strangely moved by her. 

The wild bird's strain, the breezy spr.iy. 

Each hour with sure earth-cliaii:; • j 
rife 
Hint more than all the sages say. 

Or poets sing of death and life. 

For truths half drawn from Nature's 
breast. 
Through subtlest types of form and 
tone. 
Outweigh what man, at most, hath 
guessed 
While heeding his own heart alone. 

And midway, betwixt heaven and us. 
Stands Nature in her fadeless grace. 

Still pointing to our Father's house, 
His glory on her mystic face. 



AFTEIt THE TOIiXADO. 

Last eve the earth was calm, the heav- 
ens were clear; 

A peaceful glory crowned the waning 
west, 

And yonder distant mountain's hoary 
crest 

The semblance of a silveiy robe did 
wear, 

Shot through with moon-wrought tis- 
sues; far and near 

Wood, rivubt. tield — all Nature's face 
— expressed 

The haunting presence of enchanted rest. 

One twilight star shone like a blissful 
tear. 

Unshed. But now, what rava^;.' in a 
nii'lit! 
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Yon numiituin luMglil fades in its cloinl- Thicmgli the vino-loaf sluulows steal roy- 

uiil pall; ly down, 

Tlio pros! rah' wood li«'> sniiichod willi And slio woars his light lik«' a bridal 

rain and niirc: orown. 

Throngh tin' shorn lipids tin* hrook 

whirls, wild and while; I-^'l tJ><' soni^stor trill, and tho hi(M'/r> 
AVhilo o'«'r the trnhnlcnt Mast.- and f^iK^". 

woodland fall, -^'"l ^^>*' '^''" ^Noavo ci'owns of his liuhi i" 
(ilari'N tin- it'<l snnriso, hlurrod with thosky: 

nii^is of tire! ^hr IummN tln-ni not. for a st»'|i i-> li« anl. 

, And her soul l«'ai»s up like* :i siurl!«.. 
— ^ — hinl - 

y.v 77//; /!(nr /:/,'. ,, , , , .. • 

Ih'i- v(,ul ]« aps \i\), hni It n nt)l t»'ar: 

Tin-: .uu>t\ and i>;i*sionatr Maicli hath ih' is (-(.nilnir. swrci I lie is luTi'I i^ Lmt- ! 

ilii'il : Anil she tlirs to lijs ixisoin. (ah ! ; aii! i' j 
And now in lln' giddi-n Apiil-lidr d>>v»'), 

Thci'o sits ill till' shadi- of hi-r jasnijiu' And is foldrd homo (»n the iicart ol h>\i .' 

howcr 
A maid moir f:iir than an April llowi-r. • 

TIk' d.-lira!.'<'ur\<' «»f Ii.t p.-rf.-.M monlh. Ulir.M 1.' 

\Mi(,s,. iJuN mnw waiiii in tlu- f.'iAid K,.-,.nv ii„. wind doth hlow 

■''"'"''• 'rhroim'] 111.- woodland holh»\\ : 

She stoops to p.v». a. sho miinnuis j.;,:,.j,^ fm lorn and low. 

''*^^" ■Irciiiuloiis I'chocs f<.ilo\vI 

< )n a nolr upraised in hrr liaml i\\ -now. 

Wlniicc ilh' low wind's toi'tnn-d plaint :' 
What w..rd. ;,iv writ ..n ih.- tiiix >.-,nl] :> ,.,^,.,,,.,^ i„.p.-lrs.. .jivai'v. 

W ha! ilionuhi- lir d.T,, in ih.- maidrn-> ^^^ ,,,,. ,,„.„ishrd tonos that faint 

•"""' •' Doun ih<- .l/;.vf/-. rr. 

( )h. is it w ilh hiiss of ii,T lo\(' she ^i-li>'.> 

Is thf li'_hl hill lo\c\s in Ihnsc ^hx Wh.'ii.-c -.' From tar-otT seas its mo;iii ! 

hrowii iVfs".' D.iiK-omc wa\«'s and lonrly. 

W ll.lr ihr l«'mp<'st, ovcihlow n. 
So ihiiiks thr mork-hini i.illi,,.^ hi. I.,> 1^,,.,^,,^ ^, <|,.alh-.-:,]m onlv. 

( Ml ih.' Ir.'iiiiiloit- lop of 111.' liJ.K- -pM\ : 

Ih' \ i»'\\>. Ih<' iii.iid . tMi 111- ]..'i<'h ai'Mi'l. Thni''"' il r.nmlii tin' aw fill i-i-y 
Aiicl i)is S01P4 is iiK'inil loi hri >,i'.ivi ( )i -otiic 1.1-1 p.ilr sw imnu'r. 

in Mil. ( i". r w ho-.,. (Iimw iiinn hrain and oyo 

Lit'- _:r<'Ws diin ami dimiin-i' — 
^.. Ihiiik- h'- h|. •■•/.•. t'T iiv ir-.li. I,-,-.- 

\\i:ii III.' !(.-.'■. -h'ln. ;ii,d Ih- will, .." l-.i.' ilf hillowv rhiim ihrir i.iv\. 

Ml.- Iirr ^.Kliliu -l.'l II :ind lt>n»'l>. 

li l.';i\,'-. I., -ijh 111 ih.r 111.. i- 1. •!)■'■■ 1I-. W Im I.- III.- -loiiiM joiiil-. lollrd away, 

'■ 11-' i< .■..iiriij. -W.'.l! he I- ;ill|i..-: I im\ .• .!- il I.--il.'lir.- ..id> I 

h.i.-!'" 

•^.' \'. :i, jM.ii !if w iiHl-h»';ii-t siuhs; 

^.. :]iiiii<- ih' -i:ii. f'>i li!> .I'd- m' h.-m - I ir" .,'' i;- - id .■oiiniintion 

(.low :ii, 1 .iw ind -'i; .i- .i •. i.n"- \\ . .i ■ > -. :i ! i i.- -.-I.. ;nid ri-.,- 

.!i. Mil-, W .lijiiu hihi- .-t < ••■.•anl 
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Hist! oh hist! as spreads the mist, 
Wood and hill-slope doming, 

By no grace of starlight kissed, 
'Mid the shadowy gloaming. 



Drearier grows the wind, more drear 
Echoes shuddering follow. 

Till a place of doom and fear 
Seems that hamite^l hollow! 




'Uplift and bofir me where the wild fiowern fjrow, 
By luuiiy a golden dell-side, sweet and low." 



soyyET. 



Enough, this glimpse of splendor wed to 

shame; 
Enough this gilded miser>\ this bright 

woe. 
Pause, genial wind I that even here dost 

blow 
Thy cheerful clarion; and from dust 

and tlame 
The noonday pest, the night-enshrouded 

blame. 
Uplift and bear me where the wild flow- 
ers grow^ 
By many a golden dell-side sweet and 

low. 



Shrined in the sylvan Eden whence I 
came. 

O woodland water I O fair-whispering 
pine I 

Loved of the dryad none but I have 
viewe<ll 

O dew-lit glen, and lone glade, breathing 
balm, 

Receive and bless me, till this tumult 
rude 

Merged in your verdant solitmles di- 
vine. 

My soul once more hath found her an- 
cient calm ! 
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vioLF/rs. 

•• Rare wine of tlowrrs." — FLKTriiKU. 

A (JisTY wind o'orswecps the garilcn 
close. 

And, where tlie jonquil, with the white- 
rod i^lows, 
Jiiots like some rude hovden luieon- 
trolled. 

Hut lien', when* sunshine and coy 
shadows meet, 

Out gleam the tender eyes of violets 
sweet, 
Touched hy the vapory noontide's 
fleeting gold. 

What suhtlest i>erfume lloats serenely ni)' 
Ethereal wine that hrims ea"li delieale 

eui». 
IJifle<l hy vit'wlfss Arii'N of tln' ;nr. 
Anil lol mcthinks fi-oni out thox' fairy 

llow«MS 
liise the stranii'e shaiN-s of lialf foi-g(»ti('n 

houis. 
Pa'-', tearful, mute, and y«'l. () 

licaAcn, how fair I 

Y«'a. f;iirand uiarvrllou^. gliding U'-nily 

niizli. 
>()ni(' w itli laist'd l)io\\> and cvi's of con- 

staiH'\ . 
l-'i\»M] with fond iiH-aiiiiiiis cm a i;nal 

ahnv.'. 

And ><)nic faint ^had<"- of wi-ary. drun])- 

iiii: Lrriu'c, 
I'Licli uilli a naiiiclc^>- i)aihn--<in iN fac«', 
r.jvalhiiiu <.f ]i.-ar(-hivak and ^ad 
.l.-aili .*f ln\.-. 

Mowly lli'-y \ani-li! wliil.' tli<v,' oil.)r> 

^>;•i^K and >cn-.t'. a> it 'N \\a\.-^ oT ■^h-cii. 
y\\ -iiTi'Mis an. I I.-'f :i.Mn : !.ii;^n' 1 

Mr.Min^ 
]'"1"\\ iii^ ' hi Mil -1 1 i-.-ahi! mi" t w il i,l;t 

llmn-hl ,11. I'l. 
AVli.'i-Mii -h.- liall-.l,, ,.,1 p.^'a' ..f -li- 

1 -an 

I'lil^- t!..u.T-],kr ..■,.! a v. li,s'''i 11 : 
lidr i.f .h'.ani^- - 



Nor wakes the M>nl to outward sound or 

sight, 
Till, noonday heanis declining, warm 

and light, 
A wood-hreeze fan.s the dreamer's 

forehead cahn ; 
Wiu) feels as one long wrapped from 

pain and drouth, 
15y magic dreams dreamed in the fervid 

south. 
Beneath the golden shadows of thi! 

palm. 



I " 



BY THE a HAVE or hexhv timiku). 



\\\\\:s last wo ]»arted — thy frail hand 
in mine — 
Ahove u-^ smih'd Soniemher's passion- 
less sky. 
And toucdicd hy fragrant airs, tlu; hill- 
side pine 
Thrilled in tin* nndlow sunshine ten- 
derly: 
So rich the i'ol»e on nature's slow de- 
cay, 
AVc searci' c«>nld deem the winter tide 
was near. 
( )r hukinuMleaih, masked in inip<M'ial 
urai-e; 
Ala<! thai autunni ilay 
I)rew nor nior*- close to Avinter's empir*' 
divar 
Tlian thou, my heai1 1 to meet grief 
faee to laeel 

I cla^iM'd ili\ ti-evMulous haml, ni r 
inafl^rd ]iow weak 
lt> an-\\<-rin'j grasp; and if thine .} • - 
did swim 
In nn-hr,l i.-ar-. and on tliy fadini: (heck 
l:.-i,',l a nani.i.'-s vjiadow, uannt and 
dim. - 
\\\ -..ul V. as lilind: fear had not 
'on. li-'d la-i siulit 
'I'm i\\ III ', i -iMi| ; --.. I l.ade lhe<' go, 
' a"-'i -- p I I ian<|iiil as that trea<di- 

\.-i i,, .1, .1 |,,,\\ Mn)\\ the blight 
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Of long-implanted seeds of care would 
throw 
Their nightshade flowers above the 
springing com. 

Since then, full many a year hath risen 
and set, 
With spring-tide showers, and au- 
tumn pomps unfurled 
O'er gorgeous woods, and mountain walls 
of jet — 
While love and loss, alternate, ruled 
the world; 
Till now once more we meet — my 
friend and I — 
Once more, once more — and thus, alas ! 
we meet — 
Above, a ray less heaven; beneath, a 
grave; 
Oh, Christ ! and dost thou lie 
Neglected here, in thy worn burial- 
sheet ? 
Friend! were there none to shield 
thee, none to save ? 

Ask of the winter winds — scarce colder 
they 
Than that strange land — thy birth- 
place and thy tomb: 
Ask of the sombre cloud-wracks trooping 
gray, 
And grim as hooded ghosts at stroke 
of doom ; 
At least, the winds, though chill, 
with gentler sweep 
Seem circling round and o'er thy place 
of rest. 
While the sad clouds, as clothed in 
tenderer guise, 
Do lowly bend, and weep 
O'er the dead poet, in whose living 
breast 
Dumb nature found a voice, how 
sweet and wise ! 

Once more we meet, once more — my 
friend and I — 
But ahl his hand is dust, his eyes 
are dark ; 



Thy merciless weight, thou dread mor- 
tality. 
From out his heart hath crushed the 
latest spark 
Of that warm life, benignly bright 
and strong; 
Yet no; we have not met — my friend 
and 1 — 
Ashes to ashes in this earthly prison I 
Are these, O child of song. 
Thy glorious self, heir of the stars and 

sky? 
lliou art not here, not herCf for thou 
hast risen I 

Death gave thee wings, and lo! thou 
hast soared above 
All human utterance and all finite 
thought ; 
Pain may not hound thee through that 
realm of love. 
Nor grief, wherewith thy mortal days 
were fraught, 
Load thee again — nor vulture want, 
that fed 
Even on thy heart's blood, wound thee; 
idle, then, 
Our bitter sorrowing; what though 
bleak and wild 
Rests thine uncrowned head ? 
Known art thou now to angels and to 
men — 
Heaven's saint and earth's brave 
singer undefiled. 

Even as I spake in broken under-breath 

The winds drooped lifeless; faintly 

struggling through 

The heaven-bound pall, which seemcJ a 

pall of death. 

One cordial sunbeam cleft the opening 

blue ; 
Swiftly it glanced, and settling, softly 
shone 
O'er the grave's head; In that same in- 
stant came 
From the near copse a bird-song half 
divine; 
** Heart," said I, *' hush thy moan, 
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List the bird's singing, mark tlie heaven- 
born flame, 
(iod-given are these — an omen and a 
sign I ' ' 

In the bird's song an omen bin must 
live! 
In tlie warm gUttering of that golden 
beam, 
A sij^n Ids soul's majestic hopes survive. 
Raised to fruition o'er life's weary 
dream. 
So now 1 leave him, low, yet, rest- 
ful here; 
So now I leave him. hi<;h-<.^xalted. far 
lieyond all memory of earth's guilt 
or guile ; 
Hark! tis his voiee of cheer. 
Dropping, methinks, from some mys- 
terious star; 
His face I see, and on his face — a 
smile ! 



SOXXET. 

As one who strays from out some shail- 

owy glade. 
Fronting a lurid noontide, stern, yet 

bright. 
O'er mart and tower, and castellated 

height. 
Shrinks slowly backward, dazivl and 

half afraid — 
So I, whose household gods their stand 

have made 
Far from the populous city's life and 

light. 
Its roar of traffic and its stormy might. 
Shrink as I pass beyond my woodland 

shade. 
The wordy conflict, the tempestuous din 
Of these vast capitals, on ear and brain 
Beat with the loud, reiterated swell 
Of one fierce strain of passion and of sin. 
Strange as in nightmare dreams the 

mad refrain 
Of some wild chorus of the vaults of 

Hell. 



"My dainly Ariel." —Tempesf, 

A VOICE like the nuinuur of doves, 
Soft lightning from eyes of blue; 

On her cheek a flush like love's 
First delicate, rosebud hue; 

Bright torrents of hazel hair. 
Which, glittering, flow and float 

O'er the swell of her bosom fair, 
I And the snows of her matchless 
I throat; 

I Lithe limbs of a life so fine, 
I That their rhythmical motion seems 
But a ])art of the gmce divine 
Of the music of haunted dreams; 

Low gurgling laughter, as sweet 
As the swallow's song i' the South, 

And a ripple of dimples that, dancing, 
meet 
By the curves of a perfect mouth; 

O creature of light and air I 

O fairy sylph o' th' sun! 
Hearts whelmed in the tidal gold of lier 
hair 

Kejoice to be no undone! 



I ^^ 

' SOXXET. 

I Thf. glorious star of morning would we 
I blame 

Because it burns not on the front 
I of nii^'ht '? 

Or the calm evening jilanet, that her 
I light 

Foretells not sunrise, with it? herald- 
flame ? 
All things that are should subtly own 
the same 
Eternal law! the stai-s shine on aright. 
Each in his sphere ; the souls of Love 
and Might 
Their separate bounds of grace or grand- 
eur claim; 
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Not on the low or lofty, great or small, 

Should justice fix for judgment; the 
true soul, 

Which sways its own world in serene 
control, 
Highest or humhlest — such the Master's 
call 

Shall summon upward, with its deep 
" well done,'' 

And the just Father crown his faith- 
ful son ! 



THE CLOUD-STAR, 
A FABLK. 

Far up AVithin the tranquil sky, 

Far up it shone; 
Floating, how gently, silently. 

Floating alone! 

A sunheam touched is loftier side 

With deeiwning light: 
Then to its inmost soul did glide, 

l)ivinely bright. 

The cloud transfigured to a star, 

Thro' all its frame 
Throbbed in the fervent heavens afar, 

One pulse of flame : 

One pulse of flame, which inward turned. 

And slowly fed 
On its own heart, that bunied, and 
burned, 

'Till almost dead, 

The cloud still imaged as a star, 

Waned up the sky ; 
Waned slowly, ])alliil, ghost-like, far, 

Wholly to die ; 

lUit die so grandly in the sun — 

The noonfire'3 breath — 
Methinks the glorious death it won. 

Life I life! not death! 

Meanwhile a million insect things 

Crawl on below. 
And gaudy worms on fluttering wings 

Flit to and fro ; 



lUind to that cloud, which grown a star, 

Divinely bright, 
Waned in the deepening heavens afar. 

Till — lost in light! 



S WEE THEAR T, GOOD-B YE ! 
A SONG. 

SwE ETii K ART, good-byc ! Our varied day 
Is closing into twilight gray. 
And up from bare, bleak wastes of sea 
The north-wind ri-^es mournfully; 
A solemn prescience, strangely drear. 
Doth haunt the shuddering twilight air; 
It fills the earth, it chills the sky — 
Sweetheart, good-bye ! 

Sweetheart, good-bye! Our joys are 

passed. 
And night with silence comes at last; 
All things must end, yea, — even love — 
Nor know we, if reborn above, 
The heart-blooms of our earthly prime 
Shall flower beyond these bounds of time. 
*' Ah! death alone is sure! " we cry — 
Sweetheart, good-bye I 

S^veetheart, good-bye! Through mists 

and tears 
Pass the pale ])hantoms of our years, 
Once bright with spring, or subtly strong 
When summer's noontide thrilled with 

song ; 
Now wan, wild-eyed, forlornly bowed. 
Each i-ayless as an autumn cloud 
Fading on dull Se])tember's sky — 
Sweetheart, good-bye ! 

Sweetheart, good-bye ! The vapors rolled 
Athwart yon distant, darkening wold 
Are types of what our world doth know 
Of tenderest loves of long ago; 
And thus, when all is done and said. 
Our life lived out, our passion dead. 
What can their wavering record be 
But tinted mists of memor>' ? 
Oh! clasp and kiss me ere we die — 
Sweetheart, good-bye 1 
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sosshrr. i Biir xvjth the wrath of tempests; yet his 

(OMPOSEI) ox A MAHCII M()HNIN<; IX hourt, 

TiiK WOODS. I Soft as the niner rose-leaves of the 

The winds are loud and triunpet-clear ' spring, 

to-day; IJirh witli younj; life, and love's sweet 

They seem to sound an onset, half in ' hlossoniin*^, 

iiv, ' Too soon, alas! from life and love did 

Half in the wlldness of a vague tlesire r^u't : 

To force sprini^'s fairy van.u^uard to de- Veiled was tin* fate that smote him; 

lay ; unaware 

For here, methinks, worn winter stands What sudden, hlasting doom had drawn 

at hay. «*> iJ^'in*. 

Vi't stancis how vainl\I spring-time's I A strange i>n-ht i)reathed upon him, and 

sul)tlest lire he died! 
Melts his eold lii'art to nothingness. 

whili' nighrr ^hi earth to tlie. in heaven he* glorified. 

Draw April hosts, and rearward lu.w.'rs I Such was the Minstrel's portion : still ho 

of May — I ^v^-nt 

All inaid.-n verdurt-s. conei.rds of sw.'et Throuijh all the heavenly courts in dis- 

aii-, rontcnt 

Stealing as <lawu steals grutly on the And souiImv grief, the pathos of his 

world: ^\'»«' 

Ihvr/.es. halni-la.lru. l.l<»wn fn. ni di^- Ki-int: at times to such wild ov.-rtlow 

taut Ncas. As tdncd its wailful utterance into 

With aniiit's of Ijlush-ixx's, dew-iui- ' song. 

I„'ai],.(l, That passionate rush of music, tlu' 

Till Kartli rcclainii'il from w intfr"s grim heart's wrong 

,l,.vj,air Srt to tlie sweetness of harmonious 

IJIooiiis as ouei' hl(K)iued the fair lh*s- , ehiMds. 



pen.les. 



ii:ih I t.\/j urn rni: i\ 



'i'he All-l\iiher. Odin. o'lT the clash «»f 

SNNords. 

And din of heroes feasting at the 

hoards 
()t I. .lid X'alhalla. h.-ard: thereon he 



A I'.i; \\T. \omi-- po.-i horn ill .!;i\^Mt Mid. >oiiuliI 

Dwell "mi. I liie ii-o/eii \ ml h la u h : I !<• 'I'hi< Ion. -K x.nl, in highest li<-iven o'ei- 

hrli.-l I. ti.inuht 

\nd \\<.i:i|.'rinL:-. -mm ihe niai-\.N..f the W i,li nmi', il nieniorirs. ■• Wherefore 

i,-,.. iitl'-I ihon heie."' 

Tiie swill ,.f vii.u llak- s. and llie <|iiaiii( I'he A ll-l-\il li^-f a>-Ked. "tliese measures 

,|,-\i.'r ..r -i. -pair :' '■ 

Wiuiiuh' on lie' [ii-liv(- h\ il,c -li;-. ri._ •■|;-.,i'i-' ni\ moiial Love," the Poet 

-l...;: ■ ^:r I. 

And I<'\.-(1 Mil >;..Mn\ h- ij!i'-. 'I'Mi'l ■.:■:' . ••Willi '';!"■ -.imw- ^|;|y and wrinkled: 

I., ^p...' ..;. i, , I,... I. 

Til.- 'zvA\ ,•■!• t,iie..n |(.\\.'i.:,4 ..■.! lii- '^-' :'■!•■. ■; l;i in >onih"s h«'uignant 

s.m: pi 111-. 

To u.ii.h '11.- w (\>-, and ni.iik III.. 1,,; ! (l,;';ii.- -•• .i_t 1m\, l.-ft their hoar\ 

diif:- lie.', I I 
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Iler eyes are dimmed, her soft clieeks' 
rosy red 

Hath with the flowers of many a spring- 
time fled ; 

And so when Heaven shall claim her — 
ah! the pain! — 

I shall not know mine earthly love 
again ! *' 

To whom the God, " But doth she love 
thee still?'' 

** Uer love, like mine, nor years, nor 
change can kill," 

The Minstrel answered: '* Faith, a cease- 
less shower. 

Keeps fair and bright our love's immac- 
ulate flower." 

**I loose thy heavenly bonds, — I bid 
thee go!" 

The All-Father cried, **and seek thy 
Love below!" 

To earth he came : drear waste and flow- 
ery lea 

Beheld his search *mid fettered folk and 
free; 

Yet all his toils but brought the direful 
stress 

Of lone heart-yearning, grief and weari- 
ness, 

Till hope died out and all his soul was 
dark. ' 

At last, when aimless as an autumn leaf 
Borne on November's idle winds afar. 
He roamed a sea-beach wild, by moon or 

star 
Un lighted in its dreariest hour of grief 
And desolate longing, on his eyes a 

spark 
Of tiny radiance through the clouded 

night 
Flashed from a cottage window on a 

height, 
Next the dim billows of the moaning 

main. 

There broke a sudden lightning on his 

brain 
Of prescient exi>ectatioii, — then, before 



Its glow could fade, he trod the cottage 

floor, 
And saw in tattered raiment, wan and 

dead, 
An ancient withered woman on a 

bed, 
Of whom a crone, as shrunk almost as 

she. 
Said with drawn lips and blinking 

wearily 
**Lo! here thine old Love! Hast thou 

come so far 
To find how cares may blight us, death 

may mar?" 
As ebbs a flood-tide, so his eager breath 
Sank slowly. ** Oh, the awful front of 

death!" 
He moaned. *' Yet wherefore sluulder ? 

Thou, my love. 
Art precious still; nor shalt thou move 

above, 
An alien soul, albtMt no longer fleet. 
Nor fair, thou roam'st through Heaven 

with tottering feet, 
Bent, aged form, and face bedimmed by 

tears ; 
I only Jisk to know thee, while the vears 
Eternal roll!" 

He bids a last farewell 
To this woiiil's life, a^ain prepared to 

dwell 
On heights celestial, in whose golden 

aii-s 
The heart, at least, shall shed earth's 

wintry careii. 
And blooming, breathe the vernal heats 

of Heaven. 

Twice ransomed soul! thou spirit that 

hast striven 
With countless ills, and conquered all 

thy foes. 
Rise with the might of moniing, the 

repose 
Of moonlit night, and entering Heaven 

once more — 
Behold ! who first doth meet thee by the 

door. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



204 



LEGENDS AND LYIUCS, 



With smiling brow, and gently parted The merciful gods have made this wise 

lips, ! decree: — 

And eyes wherein no vestige of eclipse Lore, in hearena lonyue, means limuor- 

From pain, or death, or any evil thing, ' tallty 

Lies darkly, but whose passionate Q/"//oH^/i a«(i jo// ,• then, Mheresoe'er we 

triumphing, go. 

In peace al rained, and true love crowned JiOving and loved through these high 

at last, I courts divine, 

Hath such rare joy and sweetness round | Mine eyes eternal youth shall drink from 

her cast, ■ thine; 

She seems an angel on the heights of | And thou forevcrmore shalt lind in 

bliss. 
And yet a mortal maid 'twere lieaven 

to kiss! 



To whom the singer, in a voice that 

seems 
Yajgue, and half-muffled in the mist of 

dreams; — 
" Alt thou the little Frida that 1 knew 
So long — ah I long ago? Thnie eyes 

are blue, 
Deep blue like hers, and brimmed w ith 

tender dew, 
Through which love's starlight smiles — 

art thou, in sooth. 
The sweet, true-hearted P>ida of my 

youth?" 

She drew more closely to the poet's side. 
And nestling her small hand in his, 

rei)lied. 
As half in tremulous wonder, half 

delight : — 
** I am thy little Frida, in thy sight 
Fair once, and well beloved — Ah me I 

ah me! 
Hast thou forgotten?" "Xay; but 

whose" (quoth he,) 
** Yon withered corse, on which I gazed 

below. 
With pale shrunk limbs, and furrowed 

face of woe ? 
Thy corse, thy face, they told me!" 

" Yea, but know, 
O Love I that earth, and things of earth, 

are past : 
That here, where, soul to soul, we meet 

at last, 



The tender maid who walked the worKl 

with thee. 
Thy little Frida, loveil so long ago!" 



J'liKKXlS TEycE, 

VriiiLE sauntering through the crowded 

street. 
Some half-remembered face I meet, 

Albeit ujmn no mortal shore 

That face, methinks, hath smiled before. 

Lost in a gay and festal throng, 
I tremble at some tender song — 

Set to an air whose golden bars 
1 nmst have heard in other stars. 

In sacred aisles I pause to share 
The blessings of a priestly prayer — 

When the whole scene which greets mine 

eyes 
In some strange mode I recognize 

As one whose every mystic part 
I feel prefigured in my heart. 

At sunset, as I calmly stand, 
A stranger on an alien strand — 

FamiUar as my childhood's home 
Seems the long stretch of wave and 
foam. 

One sails toward me o'er the bay, 
And what ho comes to do and say 
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I can foretoll. A prescient lore 
Springs from some life outlived of yore. 

O swift, instinctive, startling gleams 
Of deep soul-knowledge ! not as dreams 

For aye ye vaguely dawn and die, 
Hut oft with lightning certainty 

Pierce through the dark, oblivious brain. 
To make old thoughts and memories 
plain — 

Thoughts which perchance must travel 

back 
Across the w^ild, bewildering track 

Of countless a?ons; memories far. 
High-reaching as yon pallid star, 

ITiiknown, scarce seen, whose flickering 

grace 
Faints on the outmost rings of space! 



soyysT. 

TO 



Fair Muse, beloved of all, thou art no 
high 

Imperious goddess of the mount or 
main, 

But a sweet maiden of the pastoral 
plain. 

To whom the hum of bees, the west 
wind's sigh, 

The lapse of waters murmuring tran- 
quilly, 

Come, like soft music of a May-tide 
dream. 

Yet, times there are when some imperial 
theme, 

IJom of a stormy sunset's marvellous 
sky. 

And heralded by thunder and fierce 
flame, 

Sweeps o'er thy vision with a mien sub- 
lime. 



And mighty voices, calling on thy 

name : 
Then dost thou rise, exultant, thrilled, 

inspired. 
Thy song a clarion lay that stirs our 

time. 
Hot from the soul some secret god hath 

fired! 



A THOUSAND YE Alt S FROM NOW. 

I SAT within my tranquil room; 

The twilight shadows sank and rose 
With slowly flickering motions, waved 

Grotesquely through the dusk repose; 
There came a sudden thought to me. 

Which thrilled the spirit, flushed the 
brow — 
A dream of what our world would be 

A thousand years from now ! 

If science on her heavenward search, 

RoUihg the stellar charts apart. 
Or delving liour by hour to win 
'. The'3ecrets of earth's inmost heart — 
if that her future apes her past,* 

To what new marvels men must bow, 
Marvels of land, and air, and sea, 
A thousand years from now ! 

If empires hold their wonted course. 

And blind republics will not stay 
To count the cost of laws which lead 

Unerring to the State's decay — 
AVliat changes vast of realm and nile, 

The low upraised, the proud laid low, 
Shall greet the unborn ages still, 

A thousand yeara from now ! 

Our creeds may change with mellowed 
times 

Of nobler hope, and love increased. 
And some new Advent flood the w^orld 

III glory from the haunted East — 
While souls on loftier heights of faith 

May mark the mystic pathway grow 
Clearer between their stand and heaven's, 

A thousand yeara from now! 
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These things may be I but what, per- 
force, 
Must with the ruthless epoclis pass ? 
The millions' breath, the centuries' 
pomp, 
Sure as the wane of flowers or grass; 
The eartli so ricli in tombs to-day, 
There scarce seems space for death to 
sow, 
Who, wlio sliall count her cliurcliyard 
wealth 
A thousand years from now ? 

And we — poor waifs! whose life-tenn 
seems, 

When matched with after and before. 
Brief as a summer wind's, or wave's. 

Breaking its frail heart on the shore. 
We — human toys — that Fate sets up 

To smite, or — spare 1 marvel how 
Tliese souls shall fare, in what strange 
sphere, 

A thousand years from now ? 

Too vague, too faint for mortal ken 

That far, phantasmal future lies; 
But sweet! one sacred truth I reaJ, 

Just kindling in your tear-tlimmed 
eyes. 
That states may rise, and states may set, 

With age earth's tottering pillars bow. 
But hearts like ours can ne'er forget. 

And though we know not where, nor 
how. 
Our conscious love shall blossom yet, 

A thousand years from now ! 



SONNET. 

I STOOD in twilight by the winter's sea; 

The spectral tides with hollow, hungry 
roar. 

Broke massed and mighty on the shrink- 
ing shore. 

The sea-birds wailed ; the foam flew wild 
and free. 

Ruthless as fate, upborne victoriously. 



A fierce wind clove the billows urged 
afar 

With vengeful rhythm toward the west- 
ern star. 

Just risen beyond a gaunt gray cypress 
tree. 

Then twilight waned in cloud-descend- 
in*; night. 

The J^olo star died, as if some phantom 
hand 

Wii^d out its radiance; in the void pro- 
found 

The wind and waters (blended in oni* 
sound. 

Awful, mysterious), with invisible might 

Thrilled the blank heavens, and smote 
the affrighted strand ! 



THUNDER AT MIDNIGHT. 

At midnight wakening, through my 

startled brain 
The sudden thunder crashed a chord of 

pain; 

I rose, and, awe-struck, hearkened. 

Overhead 
In one long, loud, reverberant i>eal of 

dread. 

Ceaseless it rolled, till as a sea of fire. 
The climax gained, must wave by wave 
retire ; 

So, half-reluctant, up the lieights of 

space 
The refluent thunder softened into grace. 

Its deep, harsh menace changed to mur- 

nmrs low 
As the lost south wind's, muffled in the 

snow ; 

Waning through whisi)erous echoes less 

and less 
Till the last echo sleeps in gentleness. 

Thus 'minded am I of that law of old 
Which down the sloi)e8 of awful Sinai 

rolled, 
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Smote men with judgment terroi-s ; yet, 
at last, " 1 

Tho lijrhtniiig flame ami mystic tumult 
passed, 

Lapsed down the ages, echoing less and I 
less I 

Jehovah's wrath, till, changed to tender- 
ness. 

The vengeful law, which once man's 

faith sufficed. 
Melts into merev on the heart of Christ I 



O.V THE DEA Til OF CISOX KINGS LE Y. 

Mortals there are who seem, all over, 

flame. 
Vitalized railiance, keen, intense, and 

high. 
Whose souls, like jjlanets in a dominant 

sky. 
Burn with full forces of eternity: 

Such was his soul, and such the light 
which came 

From that pure heaven he lived in ; ho- 
liest worth 

Of will and work was his, to brighten 
earth, 

Ileal its foul wounds, and beautify its 
dearth. 

lie dwelt in clear white purity apart. 
Vet walke<l the world; through many a 

sufferers door 
lie shone like morning; comfort 

streamed before 
His footsteps; on the feeble and the poor 

He lavished the rich spikenard of his 

heart. 
Christ's soldier! To his trumpet-call he 

sprung. 
Eager, elate; valiant of pen and tongue, 
(irand were the words he spake, the 

songs he sung. 



Still, hero-priest I born out of thy due 

time — 
Thou should'st have lived when on thine 

England's sod 
Giants of faith and seers of freedom trod, 
Daring all things to break the oppressor's 

rod. 

Great in thine own age, thou hadst been 

sublime 
In theii-s — that age of fervent, fruitful 

breath. 
When, scorning treachery, and defying 

death. 
Her true knights girl their loved Eliza- 

betlC 

Seeing on her the centuries* hoi)es were 

set; 
Then hadst thou ranged with Kaleigh 

land and sea, 
Bible and sword in hand, gone forth with 

Leigh, 
The tyrant smoti*, the heathen folk made 

free! 

Yea! but to (iod and grace thou hast 
paid thy debt, 

In measure scarce less glorious and com- 
plete 

Than theirs who bearded on his chosen 
seat 

The bloody Antichrist : or, fleet to fleet. 

Thundered through storms of battle- 
wrack and fire 
At Britain's Salamis;* the heroic strain 
Ran pun>ling all thy nature like a vein 
Oped from (Jod's heart to thine; the lof- 
tiest plane 

Of thought and action, purpose and desire 

Thou troil'st on triumphing; thy Vi- 
king's face 

Showed granite-willed, yet softened into 
grace 

By eflluence of good deeds, the angelic 
race 

• Alhidlng lo the defeat of the •'Invinoible 
Armada." 
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Of prayers to prompt, and aid them! 

Fare thee well, 
Clear spirit and strong! thy life-work 

nobly done. 
Shines beautiful as some unsetting sun 
0*er arctic summers; chords of victory 

run 
Even through the mournful boom of thy 

deep funeral knell ! 



WHEN ALL HAS JiEEX SAID AXD 
DONE, 

TO lUCIIAItl) IIKNRY STODDAUI). 

(In reply to his poem called " Wishing and 
Having.") 

" Perhai)8 it will all come right at last ; 
It may be, when all is done, 
We shall be together in some good world, 
Where t<^ iria/i and to have are one." 

—Stoddard. 

O Friend ! be sure that a spirit came. 

In the gloom of your saddened liour. 
To plant that hope in your hopeless heart, 

Like the seed of an Eden flower. 
The seed may rest in your brooding 
breast. 

Half stifled in cold and night. 
Or be only felt as a yearning dim 

Toward comforting peace and light ; 
But 'twill burst some day into perfect 
bloom, 

And fruition be brightly won ; 
For the earth-life fades like a dream o' 
the dark 

When all has been said and done ! 

The earth-life fades in its sin and pain; 

But whatever of sweet and pure 
Breathed over its pallor and flushed its 
gloom, 

Surviveth for evermore. 
O, not as the ghost of a mortal joy, 

But as Joy herself from the dead 
Upraised to the clear, calm courts of 
Heaven, 

With a halo aroimd her head ; 



'Tis only the vile and the sad shall *lie 

With the wane of an earthly sun. 
And pass like a vision as man awakes 
I When all has been said and done ! 

Do you think you have lost your days 
for aye 
In the heart of the woods of spring. 
By that seaside town that is glini]'s»Hl 
through mist. 
Like the white of a petrel's wing ? 
Do you think that the patter of tiny fe*-L 

Shall never come back again. 
And that those whom the rage of IVatli 
had killed 
Are in sooth forever slain ? 
Look up! look up! as the hope ooui- 
mands. 
From the ruth of the angels won ; 
The earth-woe fades like a dream o' tlu» 
night. 
When all has been said a "d done! 

O God, we wander in devious ways. 

Till the end comes, stern and stark; 
We lift our voices of uselej^s wail 

From the depths of the hollow dark : 
Yet the Christ is there, though we s<h« 
him not. 
But only when sorrow lowers 
Wildest, we feel through the hollow 
dark 
A strange, wann liand in ours ; 
And a voice is heard in the music of 
heaven. 
Saying: "Courage and hope, O, 
son!" 
The earth-woe fades like a dream o' the 
night. 
When all has been said and done ! 



THE VISION TN THE VALLEY. 

Amip the loveliest of all lonely vales. 
Couched in soft silences of mountain 

calm. 
And broadly shadowed both by pine 
and palm, 
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0*er which a tremulous goUIen vapor sails 
Forever, though unbreathed on by a 
breeze 
Or any wind of heaven, serenely sleeps 
A lucid fountain, from whose fathom- 
less deeps 
Come murmurs stranger than the twi- 
light sea's. 

That golden va])or, buoyed without a 
breath, 
Tints to its own fair bloom the limpid 
tide. 
Through which ennvhile the solemn 
vision rose 
Of a calm fare, luMiij^nly glorified 
IJy all we dream or yearn for of pure 

rest, 
I'rofound, Lethean. ]iassionless repose. 
Still through tlu' y^ilence mystic mur- 
murs sighed. 
Fraught with far meanings, vague ami 
unexpressed. 
Till at the last, upbreathing, weird 

and lu'ar. 
The voice of that pale i)hantom thrilled 
mine ear — 
** lieholil the fact\ thv marrfUoua face, 
of Death y 



THE APiCriC r/SITATIOX. 

Some air-lH>rn genius, with malignant 

mouth, 
Hreathed on the cold clouds of an Arctic 

zone— 
Which o'er long wastes of shore and 

oi-ean blown 
Swept tlireatening, vast, towartl the 

amazed South : 

Over the land's fair form at first there 

stole 
A vanwanl host of vapors, wild and 

white; 
Then loomed the main clouil cohorts, 

nicassed in might, 
7'i'l earth lay corp-e-like. reft of life and 

S'mi'i : 



Death-wan she lay, *neath heavens as 

cold and pale; 
All nature drooped toward darkness and 

despair; 
The dreary wowl lands, and the ominous 

air 
Were sti-angely haunted by a voice of 

wail. 

The woeful sky slow passionless tears did 

weep. 
Each sh i vering rain-<lroi) frozen ere it fell ; 
The wooilman's axe rang like a muffled 

knell; 
Faintly the echoes answered, fraught 

with sleep. 

The dawn seemed eve; noon, dawn 
eclipsed of grace ; 

The evening, night; and tender night be- 
came 

A formless void, through which no starry 
flame 

Touched the veiknl splendor of her sor- 
rowful face; 

Like mourn ins: nuns, sad- robed, fune- 
real, lx)wed. 

Day followed day : the birds their qua- 
vering notes 

Piped here and there from feeble, quer- 
ulous throats. 

Fierce cohl beneath — above, one riftless 
cloud 

Wrapped the mute world — for now all 

winds ha<l died — 
And, locked in ice, the fettered forests 

gave 
Xo sign of life; as silent as the grave 
Gloomed the dim, desolate landscape far 

and wide. 

Gazing on these, from out the nnst one 

day 
I saw, a shadow on the shailowy sky. 
What seemed a phantom bird, that fal- 

t'^ring nigh, 
Perched by the roof-tree on a withered 

spray; 
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With drooping breast he stooil, and 
drooping head ; 

This fateful time Iiad wrought the min- 
strel wrong; 

Even as I gazed, our southland lord of 
song 

Dropped through the blasted branches, 
breathless, dead I 

Yet chillier grew ihc gray, world-haunt- 
ing shade. 

nirough which, niethought, quick, 
tremulous wings were heard; 

Was it the ghost of that heartbroken bird 

Bound for a land where sunlight cannot 
fade ? 



Tllf: WISD OF OS SET. 

With i^otent north winds rushing 
swiftly down. 
Blended in glorious chant, on yester- 
night 
Old Winter came with locks and beard 
of white. 
The hoarfrost glittering on his ancient 
crown : 

He sent his icy breathings through the 

pane. 
He raved and rattletl at the close-shut 

door-s, 
Then waned with hollow umrmur down 

the moors. 
To rise, revive and sweep the world 

again. 

The chorus of great winds which gird 
him round 
Hold many voices — the deep trumpet's 

swell. 
The air haq)'s mournful burden of fare- 
well. 
The fife's shrill tones, the clarion's 
silvery sound: 



Till a new sense of almost rapturous 
power 
Comes on the mighty waftage of his 
wings; 

Sense of fresh hoi)e and faith's re- 
kindled glow, 
The awakened aim, the brain drawn 

tense and high. 
To shoot its herv thoughts against tlio 
sky. 
Like ari-ows launched from some deft 
archer's bow! 

All latent forces of our being start 
To marshalled order, ranged in batth' 

line. 
While the roused life-blood with a thrill 
divine 
Runs tingling thro' the chambers <»f 
the heart. 

Sunnuer is rich with dreamrbf languiil 
tone ; 
October sunsets feed the soul with 

light; 
But give me winter's war wind in his 
might. 
O'er the scourged lands and turbulent 
oceans blown. 



THE VISIT OF MAHMOVD BEX SC- 
LEfM TO PARADISE. 

Beneath the shadow of a breezeless 

palm 
Mahmoud Ben Suleim. in the eveniuir 

calm, 
Sat, with his gravely meditative eyes 
Turned on the waning wonder of tho 

skies; 
What time besltle him paused a brother 

sage. 
Whose flowing locks, like his, were whitf 

with ai;e: 



But o'er the roof-tree, 'round the gable j His gaze a half-veiled fire, seemed sadly 
rings I cast 

Loudest his wind of onset, hour by hour. , Inward, to scan the records of Ins past — 
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Perchance the past of man — and thence 

to draw 
From far experience, sanctified by awe 
Of God's mysterious ways, some hint to 

tell 
Who of the dead in heaven and who in 

hell 
Dwelt now in endless bliss or endless 

bale. 

Thus, while he mused, the old man's 

face grew i)ale 
With stringent memories; on his labor- 
ing thought 
Vague speculations, dim and doubtful, 

wrought 
From out the fi*agments of the vanished 

years. 
At length he said : " Ben Sulci m, lend 

thine ears 
To that I fain would ask thee. Thou 

art wise 
In sacred lore, in pure philosophies; 
So tell me now thine inmost thought of 

heaven 
And heaven's fair habitants." 

*' Whoe'er hath striven," 
BenSuleim answered, '• to the extremest 

verge 
Of spiritual power, across death's dreary 

surge 
Hath passed to find the fathomless peace 

of God!" 

** Yea," quoth the other, smiting on the 

sod 
His staff impatiently. "I know! I 

know! 
But who of all we have seen or loved 

below 
Thlnk*st thou in Aidenn?" 

Slowly from his lips, 
Wrapped by the smoke- wreaths in a 

half-eclipse, 
Ben Sulci m's pipe was lowered: ** My 

friend," said he, 
" Hark to this vision of eternity. 



Which in the long-gone time of youth 

did seem 
To rise before me in a twilight dream. 
Methought the life on earth had passed 

away. 
That near me spread the new, immortal 

day 
Of Paradise; but yet mine eyes looked 

back 
On this our clouded world, and marked 

the track 
My waning life-course still left glinnner- 

ing there. 
Behold! all dues of funeral dole and 

prayer 
Mine heirs had paid me; through the 

cypress gloom 
I saw the glitter of my new-made 

tomb, 
Whereon so many a blazoned virtue 

shone, 
A blush seemed gathering o'er the har- 
dened stone, 
And I, albeit a spirit, flushed with 

shame. 
Nathless, just then to Eden gates I 

came, 
And, at tbe outmost wicket thundering 

loud, 
Summoned full soon an angel from the 

cloud 
Which girds those heavenly portals, blent 

with mist 
Of shifting rainbow arcs of amethyst. 
Who, somewhat harshly for an angel, 

said 
I knocked as if an hundred thousand 

dead, 
Not one poor soul, besieged the heavenly 

door. 
He raised his luminous hands, which 

hovered o'er 
For a brief moment, like a flash of stars, 
The sapphire brilliance of the circling 

bars. 
Then one by one unclosed them. En- 
tered in 
The realm celestial, safe from pain and 

sin, 
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I stretched at ease, with shailows cool , All errinjj^ brethren!' 'True,' the an- 

and dim ' gel cried: 

Floating about me, thus did question * liut Ibn Becar, down to the day lie 

him: ! died, 

'Fair Serapli, speak. Is not tliis land ' Kept on his neighbor's ways so kevn an 

diviu<\ j eye 

lUfe witb pun» souls, once failliful Jle lost at length his own straight coui"se 



friends of mine :* ' 
* Nay! be content if wandering here and 

tliere. 
Thou mecCst a frtr — none in tht! loftiest 

sillier* 



thereby ; 
Ami tliou'^di tlie i)urblind world hath 

guessed it not, 
lit' bid<'s in Ebiis' kingdom: lieree and 

hot 



Where, iben." 1 cried. ' is holy Ibn I The waves of Hades roll above him 

IJecar*.* t now.' 

If not the highest he. surely not far i Amazed, I bowed my head, just whisper- 

Heneath the highesl that clear spirit I ing low 

l^anis*.*' I An'J//f/// h'cltnr.' Next: ' llow fares 

*Ah! thou art muilled still in earthly I it. then,' 

dreams," 1 asked, ' with Ilafiz, the wise scribe. 

The angel answered. * If on /////Mhou'dst I wbose pen 

call. ■ Signed many a t\oM of gift, ami scored 

pass (i(tn',in'tii'<I, for b<''s not in Heaven ' bis name 

at all I ' I High on tin' roll of charitable hearts?' 

'Dread Allab I <-;«n it be '.* So just a man Clear came the answer: ''Mid thy 

AVaiked not. metbouubt, llie streets of I public marls 

lsi)aliaii. No soul more sordid strove with heaven 

Morn afl«'r morn. ve;«r after vear bis I to drive 



fe,l. 

Alike in siiniiiier">s itjonni ami uiiiler's 

sl.-rl. 
Iloreliim to \\<trsliip in t1ie>acieil plae*-: 
\\'liat riuiitedii^ zeal Iuu'iumI hotly in lii> 

faer! 
And when iii<|»Irei| his hea\(iil\ \i>\\- 

lu* made. 
Or'nealh 1 lie iiuii i'ni<>-l nui-.jii.- 1|,'\ ..m !\ 

pia\*'d. 

\\ll\ . e\ell Ihc iniilili- I)<T\ \-]\. rch.'^i 
an. I .nulr.l. 

"^iiraiik Umiii ilinvc piMiiv hiiiu'^, whi^'li 

;ihii.-! \u<\\\<-.\ 
i [TaMoii .l-Ml. \ -,iiii' we .Ir.Miad liiiii — 

.'II.' 
r-iit' a- ill.' >ii..\\ . \ I ' ai«l.i I A- I li>' 

> li II . 
W'liM. 1...1 . mm;. Ill u 'i li I .:iii'ii, ;..\\,(r.| 

lih- Pl.1iI 
Hiv i.w n M.'^i If.!. DIM-; -.■• ..n |..i! h- ..i 

liuli! 



Its wicked bargains. Largely woubl he 

ui\t' 
To i,'en<ia] charities: Imt. sooth to say, 
\\ lune'er 1m' 'si-aped lb<* broail. bright 

LM/-e of day. 
lie slaitijied with ei'uel heel the writhing 

pnnr. 

Would iiitu the peiishing beggar from 

liiv,l,,o|-. 
\iiii wiiiii; tioiM friendless w i»lows the 

1. 1^1 elll^l 

"^av.NJ \i)\- ili.-ir half-'^larvi'd children. 

(rMil i> iii->i : 
S.. Ilati/. .iw.-IK iioi h.'re.' 

In falt«Ming ton«-. 
\- .|i..|.iM(i hnni niH' wln» deals willi 

ihiiiL:- iiiilviiow n, 
1 .,'i.'-i:Mii.-.i 11. M : 'Abdallab, ht- is 

s,,\. .1 •.'■ 
• \,i\: i-.i. allu-ii Willi -.'eming truth he 

hias.'.l 
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Temptation, and each wise and sacred 

saw 
Wrought from the precepts of our 

prophet's law, 
Fell soft as Ilyhla's honey from his 

mouth, 
Yet his wliole nature witliered in the 

drouth 
Of drear hypocrisy. By stealth he 

boujxht 
Strong waters of the Giaour, and nightly 

souglit 
Oblivion from sweet opiates of tlie 

South. 
Sickness he feigned, to gain in tliese his 

cure ; 
And once, that he might tipple more 

and more. 
Moved to a province rife with serpents 

dread, 
Because, by such a*s knew his wiles, 

'twas said 
lie drank the poison of each treacher- 
ous throat, 
To seek in fiery wine an antidote. 
Nathless, a serpent slew him, and his 

home 
Is far from ours.' 

My thoughts began to roam 
Vaguely, in loose disorder. Yet again : 
* What of Kal karri, he whose songs of 

pain 
And joy alike forever struck the key. 
The under-note of golden purity, 
Virtue his theme and heavenly love his 

muse ? ' 
*Thou fool and blind! Kalkarri could 

not choose 
But sing mellifluous verses; yet in him 
The light of truth was always blurred 

and dim. 
A tireless trick of tinkling rhymes he 

had, 
And naught he cared what spirit, good 

or bad, 
O'emiled his lay. The good, perchance, 

j)ald best; 
Therefore he sang of heavenly joy and 

rest. 



But sang of that whereof he shall not 
taste.' 

* Just Allah I ' sighed I, * see what barren 

waste 
Drinks up my hopes. Since none of all 

1 named 
Here for the sacred roll hath Allah 

claimed, 
I pray thee tell me whom his will hath 

blessed.' 

* Dost thou remember Saiicii ? ' ' What, 

that wretch 

Who shod the Bactrian camels — who 
would fetch 

Strange oaths from far to sow our whole- 
some air 

With moral poison ? ' ' True, tbe man 
did swear,' 

Confessed tlie Bright One, sadly. * Yet 
so strong 

His penitent sorrow o'er the hatefiU 
wrong 

Done his own soul and Allah, and so 
rife 

With tireless effort his whole earnest 
life 

To smite the giant tempters in his soul, 

To kill them outright, or with firm con- 
trol 

Hold them in native darkness chained 
and cowed — 

At last he conquered and our Lord al- 
lowed 

His weary soul to quaff the founts of 
balm!' 

Amazement held me dumb. Within 

the palm 
Waving above, just then a whispering 

breeze 
Rose, and passed up the long-ranked, 

radiant trees 
Which lined the hills of heaven. It 

seemed a sigh 
Born of soft Mercy's immortality 
Wafted toward the throne ! The Bright 

One then. 
Lifting his voice harmonious, spake 

again : 
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* Ferdusi, the small merchant by the 

quays 
Too poor to give, but with a heart as 

broad 
As the broad sky, reverent of faith and 

God; 
Islal-ed-Din, who, though he could not 

make 
The commonest prayer, would yet ex- 
claim Amen ! 
To those who did, so warmly, for the 

sake 
Of truth and fervent worship, all might 

see 
His generous spirit's large sincerity — 
Both thene are with us,* 

* But Wassaf,* said I, 
The blameless teacher, who methinks 

came nigh 
Virtue as pure as frail humanity 
On earth may compass?' *Yea; his 

soul f.H here. 
But his soul wanders in the hmn blest 

sphere. 
For, mark thee, though no damning sin 

did stain 
This Wassaf s record, still in blood and 

brain 
So weak was he, his pale life-currents 

flowed 
So like dull streamlets through a wan 

abode 
Of wimllcss deserts, that he lived and 

died 
Ne'er by a sharp temptation terrified; 
And if his course the Prophet's law ful- 
filled 
And near his path all passionate gusts 

were stilled, 
Wliat credit to him ? His to coldly live. 
Act, fade — a creature tamely negative. 
But lo! in flaming contrast the hot stir 
Of Agha's fate — Agha, the flute player. 
Glutton on earth, wine-bibber, and the 

rest, 
He still is held in heaven a nobler guest 
Than all your Wassafs — proper, crime- 
less, cool. 
And soulless, almost, as a stagnant pool. 



For Agha's blood a furious torrent ran; 
Half brutal he, half tiger and half 

man, 
In health and power, the body's lustful 

force. 
Whose strength to fetter in its turbulent 

course 
Had taxed an angel's will. His nature 

sore 
Tormented him; yet o'er and o'er and 

o'er 
From some vast fall he lifted prayerful 

eyes, 
And like a Titan strove to atorm the 

skies, 
Wliich, through unequalled strife and 

travails passetl. 
His hero-soul hath grandly won at last! 

No more! no more! the glorious pres- 
ence said. 
*In light to come thy knowledge per- 
fected 
Shall bloom in flower and fniit; but, Su- 

leim, say, 
Hast thou beheld the swift sky-rocket's 

ray 
Bum up the heavens ? How beautiful 

at first 
Its splendors gleamed, too soon, alas! to 

burst 
And die in outer darkness! Thus it is 
With many a soul, soaring, men dre^m, 

to bliss. 
Awhile they mount, clear, dazzling, 

drunk with light, 
To sink in ruin and the desolate night. 
Would' St know the true believer? He 

is one 
Wliose faith in deeds shines perfect as 

the sun. 
Hia soul, a shaft feathered by works of 

(jrace, 
Death, the {Mm archer, launches forth 

in space ; 
It cleaves the clouds, overshoots the co- 

2)orous icall 
That loaves ^ticixt earth and heaven its 

mystic pall, 
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To light, at last, unerring, strong and 

fleet, 
In the deep calm which lies at Allah* s 

feet!''' 



MY DAUGHTER, 

Thou hast thy mother's eyes, my child — 
Her deep dark eyes; the uiidefiled 
{".weetness which breathes around her 

mouth, 
A perfect rosebud of the south, 
And tlie broad brow, as smooth to-day 
As when on hfe's auspicious May 
I clasped her to an ardent breast 
With yearnings of divine unrest. 

Thou hast thy mother's voice, as low 
And soft as happy winds tliat blow 
At springtime o'er the wild-bloom beds, 
When the blue harebells lift their heads 
To hearken to those strains of peace. 
And through the lustrous day's decease 
Drink in the sunset-beams that float 
Downward from glittering airs remote. 

Thou hast thy mother's heart, no less 
Than all her body's loveliness — 
A heart as firmly brave and true, 
(Ver-brlmming now with morning dew 
Of hopeful light as doth a flower; 
Yet strong to meet misfortune's hour, 
And for the sake of loving ruth 
Lie down and perish in its youth. 

Child I child ! so fair, so good thou art, 
Sometimes an awful pang my heart 
Pierces as thus I gaze on thee. 
Too rare a thing thou seem'st to be 
Long in this barren world to smile; 
Methinks, with many a heavenly wile, 
Unseen, but felt, the angels stray 
Near thee, to tempt thy soul away. 

Oh! heed them not. VMiy should they 

cull 
My one sweet blossom ? Heaven is fidl 



Of just such spirits. Leave her here. 
Kind seraphs ! our poor joys to share, 
Our griefs to brighten by her love ; 
Pass on to yoiu* calm homes above, 
And thus in mercy spare to earth 
The angel of my heart and hearth. 

'Tis strange, but yet so fresh and whole, 

So radiant in my brain and soul 

Doth this enchanting image dwell, 

This pure, unrivalled miracle 

Of maidenhood and modest grace, 

I vow that 1 behold her face, 

Hear her low tones, and mark her mien 

So gentle, virginal, serene. 

Clearly, as if her voice and brow. 

In softest sooth, beguiled me now ; 

As if, incarnate and benign. 

She placed her little hand in mine. 

And her long midnight tresses rai^e 

Were mingling witli my snow-touched 

hair. 
And yet she only lives for me 
In golden realms of fantasie, 
A creature boni of air and beam. 
The delicate darling of a dream. 



OUR "HUMMING-BIRD.** 

An, well I know the reason why 
They called her by that graceful name : 
She seems a creature born with wings. 
O'er which a rainbow spirit flings 
Fair hues of softly shifthig flame; 
Light is she as the changeful air. 
Borne on gay humors everywhere, 

Bewitchingly. 

Her soul hath seldom breathed a sigh; 
No hint of care hath ever stirred 
Her being; sunshine and the breeze 
Have been the fairy witnesses 
Of all those joys our happy birtl 
Hath from the golden fountains drawn 
Of youth unsullie<l as the dawn, 

So lavishly, j 
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Full many a flower, just hovering nigh, 
In life's broad garden, rife with sweets, 
She deftly drains of nectar dew ; 
Then, sylph-like, sweeps o'er pathways 

new 
To taste some balmier bliss she meets; 
Now flashing fast through myrtle 

bowers. 
Now clinging to red lips of flowers, 
Capriciously. 

Forbear, rash heart ! forbear to try 
Our bird to capture with your wiles, 
For, lo I she glimmers like a beam 



Of fancy, on from dream to dream: 
Vain are a lover's teare or smiles 
To check her flight bewildering, 
To tanu*. her soul, or chain her Ming 
Submissively. 

Nay ! let the dazzling fairy fly 
From flower to flower, so gladly whirled ; 
Cruel it were her matchless light 
By one rude touch to dim or blight, 
To see her luminous pinions furled 
In grosser airs than those whi(^h stray 
Round the fresh rosebuds of the May, 
Deliciously. 
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UNVEILED. 

I c AXNOT tell when first I saw her face ; 
Was it athwart a sunset on the sea, 
When the huge billows heaved tumul- 
tuously. 
Or in the quiet of some woodland place. 

Wrapped by the shadowy boon 
Of breezeless verdures from the summer 
noon ? 
Or likelier still, in a jock-girdled dell 
Between vast mountains, while the 

midnight hour 
Blossomed above me like a shining 
flower, 
Whose star-wrought petals turned the 

fields of space 
To one great garden of mysterious light ? 

Vain ! vain I I cannot tell 
W^hen first the beauty and majestic 

might 
Of her calm presence, bore my soul apart 
From all low issues of the grovelling 

world ; — 
About me their own peace and gran- 
deur furled, — 
Filling the conscious heart 
With vague, sweet wisdom drawn from 
earth or sky, — 
Secrets that glance towards eternity, 
Visions divine, and thoughts ineffable! 

But ever since that immemorial day, 
A steadfast flame hath biuned in brain 

and blood. 
Urging me onward in the perilous 

search 



For sacred haimts our queenly mother 
loves; 
By fitJd and flood, 
Thro' nei^ iborin^ realms, and regions 

far away. 
Have I not followed, followed where she 
le<l. 
Tracking wild rivers to their fountain 
head, 
And wilder desert spaces, mournful, 

vast. 
Where Nature, fronting her inscrutable 
past. 
Holds bleak communion only with the 

dead ; 
Yeanling meanwhile, for pinions like 
a dove's. 
To waft me further still. 
Beyond the compass of the unwinged 

will; 
Yea; waft me northward, southward, 
east, or west, 
By fabled isles, and undiscovered 

lands. 
To where enthroned upon his moun- 
tain-perch, 
The sovereign eagle stands. 
Guarding the unfledged eaglets in their 
nest. 
Above the thimders of the sea and 
storm? 

Oh ! sometimes by the fire 
Of holy passion, in me, all subdued. 
And melted to a mortal woman's mood, 

Tender and warm, — 
She, from her goddess height. 
In gracious answer to my soul's desire, 
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Descending softly, lifts her Isis veil, 
To bend on me the untranslated light 
Of fathomless eyes, and brow divinely 

pale: 
She lays on mine her firm, immortal 

hand ; 
And I, encomi)assed by a magical mist, 
Feel that her lips have kissed 
Mine eyes and forehead ; — how the in- 
fluence fine 
Of her deep life runs like Arcadian 

wine 
Through all my being I How a moment 

pressed 
To the large fountains of her opulent 

breast, 
A rapture smites me, half akin to pain; 
A sun-flash (juivering through white 

chords of rain I 

Thenceforth, I walked 
The earth all-seeing; — not her stateliest 

forms 
Alone engrossed me, nor her sounds of 

power ; 
Mountains and oceans, and the rage of 

St onus; 
Fierce cataracts hurled from awful steep 

to &teep, 
Or, the gray water-spout?, that whirling 

tower 
Along the darkened bosom of the deep ; 
But all fair, fairy fonns; all vital things, 
That breathe or blossom 'midst our 
bounteous springs; 
In sylvan nooks rejoicingly I met 
The wild rose and the violet ; 
On dewy hill-slopes pausing, fondly 
talked 
With the coy wind-flower, and the 

grasses brown. 
That in a subtle language of their own 
(Caught from the spirits of the wan- 
dering breeze), 
Quaintly responded ; while the heavens 
looked down 
As graciously on these 
Titania growths, as on sublimer 
shapes 



Of centur>'-moulded continents, that 

bemock 
Alike the earthquake's and tlie 

billows' shock 
By Orient inlands and cold ocean 

capes! 

The giant constellations rose and set : 
I knew them all, and worshipped all i 

knew ; 
Yet, from their empire in the pregnant 
blue. 
Sweeping from planet-orbits to faint 

bai-s 
Of nebulous cloud, beyond the rang** 

of stars, 
I turned to worship with a heart as 
true, 
Long mosses drooping from the cypress- 
tree : 
Tlie vipjfinal vines that stretched re- 
motely dim. 
From forest limb to limb; 
Network of golden fenis, whose 

tracery weaves 
In lingering twilights of warm August 
eves. 
Ethereal frescoes, pictures fugitive. 
Drawn on the flickering and fair- 

foliaged wall 
Of the dense forest, ere the night 
shades fall : 
Rushes rock-tangled, whose mixed colors 

live 
In the pure moisture by a fountain's 
brim : 
The sylph-like reeds, wave-born, that 

to and fro 
Move ever to the waters' rhythmic 
flow. 
Blent with the humming of the wild- 
wood l)ee, 
And the winds' under thrills of mystery- ; 
The twinkling *' ground-stars," full of 
modest cheer, 
Each her cerulean cup 
In humble supplication lifting up. 
To catch wliate'er the kindly heavens 
may give 
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Of flooded sunshine, or celestial dew ; 


Ever I walk the earth. 


And even when, self-poised in airy 


As one whose spiritual ear 


grace, 


Is strangely purged and piu*ified to 


Their phantom lightness stirs 


hear 


Through glistening shadows of a secret 


Its nudtitudinous voices; from the 


place 


shore 


The silvery-tinted gossamers; 


Whereon the savage Arctic surges roar, 


For thus hath Nature taught amid her 


And the stupendous bass of choral 


All, - 


waves 


The complex miracles of land and sea. 


Thunders o'er ** wandering graves,'' 


And infinite marvels of the infinite air, 


From warrior-winds whose viewless co- 


No life is trivial, no creation small! 


horts charge 
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" llHVe 1 not followed, followec! where slie led, 
Tiaokiiig wild rivers to their fouiitaiii head." 



The banded mists through Cloudland's 
vaporous dearth. 
Pealing their battle bugles round the 
marge 
Ol dreary fen and desolated moor: 
Down to the ripple of shy woodland rills 
Chanting their delicate treble 'mid the 

hills. 
And ancient hollows of the enchanted 

ground, — 
I pass with reverent thought, 
Attuned to every tiniest trill of sound. 
Whether by brook or bird 
The perfumed air be stirred. 
But most, because the unwearied strains 
are frauijht 



With Nature's freedom in her happiest 

moods, 
1 love the mock-bird's, and brown 
thrush's lay. 
The melted soul of May. 
Beneath those matchless notes. 
From jocund hearts upwelled to fervid 
throats, 
In gushes of clear harmony, 
I seem, oft-times I seem 
To find remoter meanings; the far tone 
Df ante-natal music faintly blown 
From out the misted realms of mem- 
ory; 
The pathos and the imssion of a dream; 
Or, broken fugues of a diviner tongue 
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That eVr hath clianted, siiico our earth 

was young, 
And o'er her peaee-<»namore(l solitudes 
The stiirs of morning suug! 



Ml SC A DISKS. 

SoDKi: Septemhi'i', rohed in gray and 

dinu 
JSniiled from the forest in half-pensive 

wise; 
A misty .sweeiness slione in lier mild 

ey«'>. 
And on her cheek a shy flush went and 

eame. 
As liashing warm hetween 
The auiumnal leaves of slowly dying 

griM-n, 
TIh' sovereign sun 
Tenderly kissed her; then (in rulhful 

mood 
For the vagu«' f«'ars of mode^t maiden- 
hood) 
pM'hold him gt'Utly, lovingly relin': 
Uent-alh ihf fohag^'d srreen, 
Vcilini; his swifl di'sire — 
Even a^ a king. \\«'d to sonn* \irgiii 

Mi'^'hl d(.nm his >\'J^\\ tn hli>slul, hrirf 

..■lip..'. 
Afi.'i- ills t.'iid.'r lijo 
Jla.l Ion. -lied 111.' maid.'ir.s tivnihliiiL: 

snill t.» tlaiiic. 

'i'lirMiiuli -hill." and >had.', 
Tlinii-liiliil I tr.MJ 111.' ii'an-jiiil t'nre-l 

rp-l:III'-illU Mil 

r-) v\ai.-li 111'' r.iiul.'-. .'loii.jl.':^. w liiir 

;iii 1 -.1!. 
,s,iil ^^\ V I',.' i'l.i--i.l M, . Ill Ml III,' vl,v. 

'I'll'- I'lrr/.- \\,i- r,iv' ,( -I'-fjiiim 'jir.iiir- 

M'-a-ni-'-d .111. I Inw.Mj-, ill .|iiii Iv. ]'al|'i- 

i.Mii il;i;ll- 
Aii in-*, nil >\\ '•]'' • In- -\ In m, .!.■]•! li- 

ap.ir: 



To pass and die 
Far off, far off, within the shrouded 
heart 
Of immemorial hills. 

Through sl)ade and sliine 
1 wandered, as one wandei*s in a dream. 
Till, near the horders of a beaut<M>us 
stream 
O'erhung hy flower and vine, 
I 1 pushed the dense, i>erplexing boughs 
j aside. 

I To mark the temperate ti<lo 

I Purpled hy shadows of the Muscadine. 

' Reclining there at languhl length I sank. 
One idle hand outstretched beyond the 
I l)ank, 

1 With careless grasp 

' The sumptuous globes of these rare 

grapes to clasp. 
t Ah I how tlie ripened wild fruit of tlie 
; South 

I Melted upon my mouth I 

i its magic juices through each captured 

vein 
Kose to the yielding brain, 
Till, like the hero of an old romance. 
I ("aught hy till' fays, my spirit lapsed 
I away, 

I Lost to the sights and sounds of mortal 

1 Lost to all earthly sights and sounds 
I was 1. 

I Tint hlillicNomely, 

; As stirred hy some new being's won- 
I (Irons dawn, 

I heard ahont me. swift though geniiy 

drawn, 
'i'h.- f.)otsi.'p< ot light creatures on the 

ma--. 
Mine e\.Ii<i- -e< ni.-.j to op.'U. and I saw. 
\\ iili J.A.iiiec eh.'cked hy awe, 
A iijiili ini'Iiiions com]Kiny 
( »i' -lb li -1 1 inu'' nains a. id fares, ciuaint. 
..r inijlii 
W'li ;:n.' l.l\-ian light. 
A- 'Ui.'.' ,11 !;i r\ i.intasies of eld 
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High-hearted poets through the wilds 

beheld 
Of shadowy dales and lone sea beaches 



At spring-tide morn or holy hush of 
night. 

Then to an airy measure, 
Low as the sea winds when the night at 

noon 
Clasps the frail beauty of an April 

moon. 
Through woven paces at soft-circling 

leisure. 
They glided with elusive grace adown 
The forest coverts — all live woodland 
things. 
Black-eyed or brown. 
Firm-footed or up-poised on changeful 

wings. 
Glinting about them 'mid the indolent 
motion , 

Of billowy verdures rippling slow 
As the long, languid underflow 
Of some star-tranced, voluptuous South- 
ern ocean. 

The circle widened, and as flower- 
wrought bands. 
Stretched by incautious hands. 
Break in the miilst with noiseless wrench 

asunder, 
80 brake the dancers now to form in 

line 
Down the deep glade — above the shift- 
ing lights. 
Through massive tree-boles, on majestic 
heights ; 
The blossoming turf thereunder, 
Whence, fair and fine. 
Twinkling like stars that hasten to be 
drawn 
Close to the breast of dawn, 
Shone, with their blue veins pulsing 
fleet. 
Innumerable feet, 
White as the splendors of the milky 

way, 
Yet rosy warm as opening tropic day, 



With lithe, free limbs of curvature di- 
vine. 

And dazzling bosoms of un veiled glow, 

Save where the long, ethereal tresses 
stray 

Across their unimaginable snow. 

One after one. 
By sun-rays kissed or fugitive shades 

o'errun, 
All vision-like they passed me. First 

there came 
A Dryad coy, her sweet head bowed in 

shame. 
And o'er her neck and half-averted face 

The faintest delicate trace 
Of the chanued life-blood pulsing softly 
pure. 
Next, with bold footsteps, sure, 
And proudly set, from her untrammelled 

hills, 
Fair-haired, blue-€yed, upon her lofty 

. head 
A fragrant crown of leaves, purple and 

■ . . red, 
Chanting a lay clear as the mountain rills, 
A f raiik-faced Oread turned on me 
Her cloudless glances, laughter-lit and 

free 
As the large gestures and the liberal air 
With which I viewed her fare 
Down the lone valley land, — 
Pausing betimes to wave her happy 

hand 
As in farewell ; but ere her presence died 
\Miolly away, 
ITer voice of golden swell 
Breathed also a farewell. 
Farewell, farewell, tlie sylvan echoes 

sighed, 
From rock-bound summit to rich blos- 
soming bay — 
Farewell, farewell I 

Fauns, satyrs flitted past me — the whole 
race 
Of woodland births uncouth — 
Until I seemed, in sooth. 
Far from the garish track 
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Of these loud days to have wandered. At length the wind of evening, keeiily 

joyful, hack chill. 

Along the paths, hen^'aili the crystal sky , Swei>t round the darkening hill; 

Of long, long-perished Arcady. Then throhhed the rush of hurried wings 

But last of all, tilHng the haunted space I o'erheatl. 

With odors of the tlower-enainored tide, Blent with aerial muninirs of the pine. 
Whose wavelets love through many a Just whisjiering twilight. On niy brow 

secret plac(» | the dew 

Of the deep dell and hri'ezcless hosk to ' T)ropi>ed softly, and I woke to all the low , 

glide. I Strange sounds of twilight woods that 

Stole i)y, lightsome' an«l slim j conie and go 

As Dian's self in each swift, sinuous I So litfully; and o'er the sun's decline. 

lind). Through the green foliage dickering lii.uh. 

Her arms outstretched, as if in act to | liehcld, with dreamy eye, 

swim 1 Sw^'ct Venus glittering in the stainless 

Th<^ air, as erst the waters of her honn\ I hlue. 

A naiad, sparkling as the tlccklcss foam | ..... 

Of the cool fountaiii-hcail wherchy she Thus the day I'loseil whereon I drank the 

dwells. wine — 

j The li<|uid magic of the Muscadine. 

O'er her sloped shoulth'i's and the piuv | 

pink hud 



Of either virginal hrcast is richly rolled i ^^, ^ s7>///V(7 (iARDF.y 

(() rare, miraculous ll«M)(] I) | 

The torrent of h.r fre.-.l locks' shim- Wiikn Heaven was stormy. Earth was 

meringgoKI, 1 <"old, 

Througli uhi.h th.- uh'iims of nilnhow- ' And sunli-hl shunnetl the wold and 

coloivd -h.'lls. , wave — 

And pearls of mooii-like radiance Hash ; Thoiighl hurrowed in the churchyard 

and float ' mould. 

h'ouiid h.r iiiiniMcuhiie throat. Ami fe.l on dreams that haunt th.- 

I gr;iv<': — 

("loihfii in licrh.Mii;\ oiiK wand'i'c.l >he, , ,t - ^^ ^ c , ■*■ 

.,,., , . , ,• ' , . r»nl now that Heaven is treed fnjui stnii-, 

Ml.j the nioivi lirihaui' to the v1re;uiili-l s *• n i .♦ ,..:,k ........ 

And K.irlh s lull heart wiui rapluie 

' ■^''- swells, 

>\ here, -ii-i l.v ^il\ eiv iu-h<'> ;inil hi'ow n ,,,, , .i i »• n c. 

Ihi.imht so;iis the n'alms ot en»lles> hle 
, V' T' " , , , Aho\e the shinini: asphodclsl 
M.e ta.leil ^lowh. >l.e,\l\, .1- a Mai- 

r.i'h-- in Ilie '.•l(.ainiiiu. iUi llie ho^oni Wjcu How ei- 1 hat driTiks the s«>uih wind" - 
l.nw.-.i l.reaih. 

()\ v.,111.- li.ih' InmiuMn- c!..n 1, \vii,n v|,:irklin^ leaf, what Hehe-Moni, 

AImac ihr wan. w.i-(e wai.'iv nt ilie >.M. p,,,, [h.iiis the sulleii m'ayhcard. l)«'ath. 

An I laiiuh- onr Arctic tlouhts to scorn ? 
Th"n. •>'Me>.' ami -piii: l.i linu inw ar-l ;"-.. 

I .lepT ohlixinii.: iliiM!iJ,i!i..,|iin.<hinih I'al'' sri^-niisi'. scant oi healthful hlood, 
|,,,,,,.^ ^■..Ml• ulio>ily l«<mes, one moment, 

S.ifflN cii'-iHi.-hcd (.11 anlunr.i Im\-'^ aii.l <'I"'^" • 

ll,,\v..,^^ I'lii'lv ti'r-liii. -s \\i!h a spring-time bud, 

I .Irpt a^ sle..]i the niT^MTi 1 n ' h ■ 1 -i-a 1. l'";ii 1 wi^.lMiii in the opening rose: 
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From toil which,blindly delving, gropes 


Not all its ruin came through storm or 


When time but plays a juggler's part, 


time; 


Ah go I and breathe the dew-lit hopes 


Ages ai;o, 'mid winter's dreariest 


That cluster round a violet's heart: 


blight, 




It saw and strove to shroud an awful 


Mark the white lily whose sweet core 


crime. 


Hath many a wild-bee swarm enticed, 


But slowly withered from that fateful 


And draw therefrom a honeyed lore 


night! 


Pui-e as the tender creed of Christ: 






An evil charm its many-centiuied rings 


Yea I even the weed which upward holds 


liobbed of their pith; no more with 


Its tiny ear, past bower and lawn. 


healthful start 


A lovelier faith than yours enfolds, 


Its lusty life-sap, nursed by countless 


Caught from the whispering lips of 


springs. 


dawn ! 


Coursed through great veins, and 




warmed its giant heart. 


IX DEGREE, 


Now all men shun the gaunt accure^il 




thing — 


Thy life is full of motion, perfume. 


Only the raven with monotonous 


grace; 


croak. 


Mine, a low blossom in a shaded place, 


Tortures the silence, staining with black 


Whereto the zephyrs whisper, only they. 


wing 


Through the long lapses of the lone- 


The leprous whiteness of the rotting 


some day. 
Thy lordly genius blooms for all to see 


oak! 




On the clear heights of calm supremacy; 




My humbler dower they only find who 


S TOUM-FRA G ME NTS. 


pass 


• 


With eyes that seek for violets mid the 


The stonn had raved its furioua soul 


grass. 


away; 


* 


O'er its wild ruins Twilight, spectral. 




gray, 


THE SKELETON WITNESS. 






Stole like a nun, 'midst wounded men 


RooTKi) in soil dull as a dead man's eye. 


and slain. 


Dank with decay, yon ghastly oak as- 


Walking the bomids of some fierce battle- 


pires. 


plain. 


As if in mockery, to the alien sky, 




Frowning afar through clouded sunset 


The ghost of thunder muttered faintly 


fires. 


by; 




While down the uttermost spaces of the 


No garb of smnmer greenery girds it now : 


sky, 


Stripped as some naked soul at 




Judgment-mom, 


Just where the sunset's glimmering verge 


It rears its blasted arms, its sullen brow. 


grew pale, 


Defiant still, though wasted, scarred. 


The battled winds outbreathed their dy- 


forlorn ! 


ing wail! 
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The sombre clouds that thronged a shad- 
owy west 

Writhed, as if tortured monsters of un- 
rest, 

Whose depths the keen sheet-lightnings 

rent apart, 
To show what fiery toiment throbbed at 

heart ! 

Where raged of late the war of elements 

dread, 
Brooded a solemn silence overhead, 

Through which, beyond the cloud-strewn, 

heavenly field. 
The moon shone gory as a warrior's 

shield, 

Dipped in the veins of many a van- 
quished foe; 

Blood-red, I marked the wandering va- 
pors flow 

Vaguely about her, while her lurid 

light 
Scared the vague vanguard of the shades 

of night; 

Their banded hosts retreating, w^ild and 

dim, 
In shattered cohorts o'er* the horizon's 

rim: 

Yet, the broad empire of those baleful 

beams 
Heaved with strange shapes and hues of 

nightmare dreams! 

Here, as from cloud-born Himalayas 

rolled, 
1 saw what seemed a cataract's rush of 

gold. 

Hurled between shores of darkness, dense 

and dire, 
Down to a seething mountain-lake of fire ; 

There, dismal catacombs, whose nether 

glooms 
Yawned, to reveal their loathsome place 

of tombs: 



Caverns of mystic depth, whence bub- 
bling came 

The blue-tinged horror of sulphureous 
flame ; 

Fragments of castles, with fresh blood 
besprent. 

Garni t, ruined tower, and blasted battle- 
ment — 

On which, flame-clad, and tottering to 

their fall. 
Dark eyes of frenzy flashed o'er cope and 
' wall! 

With awful ocean-spaces, limitless, grand. 
Where spectral billows lashed a viewless 
land; 

Their mountainous floods a frowning 

zenith kissed. 
But glimpsed, at times, 'twixt folds of 

phantom-mist, 

I viewed, as faintly touched by mulHed 
stars. 

The semblance of dead forms, on ship- 
wrecked spars 

Whirled upward, and dead faces, a white 

spume 
Smote to false life against that turbulent 

gloom. 

Where mournful birds, on pinions gray 
or dun. 

Circled, methought, o'er some half-per- 
ished sun, 

Whose feeble lustre, faltering upward, 

flings 
A sad-hued radiance round their pallid 

wings; 

Yea! all fantastic shapes of terror, 

wrought 
'Twixt eri-ant fancy and dream-haunted 

thought. 

Until I seemed with Dante's soul to fly. 
Through now Infernos, shifted to — the 

slv! 
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ABOVE THE STO/IM. 

The winds of the wiuter liave breathed 
their dirges 
Far over the wood and the leaf-strown 
plain ; 
They have passed, forlorn, by tlie moun- 
tain verges 
Down to the sliores of the moaning 
main ; 
And the breast of tlie smitten sea divides, 
Till the voice of winds and the voice of 

tides 
Seem blent with the roar of the central 
surges, 
AMiose fruitless furrows are sown with 



The pines look down, and their branches 
shiver 
On the misty slopes of the mountain 
Wiill, 
And I hear the shout of a mountain river 
Through the gloom of the ghostly 
gorges call; 
While from drifting deptlis of the troub- 
led sky 
Ontringeth tlie eagle's wild reply. 
So shrill that the startled echoes quiver; 
And the veil of the tempest is over all. 

O groaning forest I O wind that rushes 
Unfettered and fierce as a doom malign ! 
How the pulses leap, how the heart-tide 
flushes 
The temples and brow like the flush 
of wine. 
As I pause, as I hearken the vast com- 
motion 
Of the air, of the earth, of the wakened 

ocean ; 
Anil my soul goes forth with the storm 
that crushes. 
With the battling foam and the blind- 
ing brine. 

Yea, my soul is rent by a tempest stronger 
Than ever was Nature's, with ruin 
rife. 



And the flame of its lightnings can bide 

no longer, 
Ensheathed at the core of a clouded 

life; 
And its pent-up thunders, unloosed at 

last. 
Keep time to the rhythmic rage of the 

blast. 
For my spirit, half-maddened by Fates 

that wi-ong her. 
Is shaken by passion, and hot with 

strife ! 

Ah, God! for the wings of the eagle 
above me. 
With their steadfast vigor and royal 
might; 
Ah, God! for an impulse like theirs to 
move me 
In endless courses of upward flight; 
The clouds may billow, tlie vapors 

heave. 
But still his pinions the darkness cleave; 
And proudly serene, in those realms 
above me 
He is soaring from conquered height to 
height: 

Till at length, his great, broad vans at 
even 
And stately poise on the airy stream, 
I mark, through tlie rifts of the turbid 
heaven 
His fonn outflashed like a winged 
beam ; 
And I ask, '* Shall my spirit soar like his? 
Shall it ever soar in the peace and bliss 
Of the shining heights and the glory 
given 
To the will unvanquished, the faith 
supreme? " 



UNDERG/tO UXD — A FAXTAS Y. 

Majestic dreams of heavenly calms, 
Bright visions of unfading palms. 

Wherewith the brows of saints are 
crowned, — 
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Awhile my soul resigns thoiti all, 
Content to rest death's dreamless thrall. 
Safe underground ! 

Rest! rest! oblivious rest 1 crave. 
Though narrowed to a pine-elad grave, 

With sylvan shadows shimmering 
round ; 
The i^eace of Heaven, if fair and deep, 
^Scaree wooes me lilie Earth's ebon sleep. 

Far imderground. 

By infinite weariness oppressed 

Of soul and senses, blood and breast, 

Where can su:'h Gilead balm be 
found 
As that which breathes from out the sod 
Baptized by rain and dews of God, 

Deep underground? 

A century's space I yearn to be 
Untroubled, slumbering tranquilly, 

There, by the haunted woodlands 
l)Ound ; 
What suns shall set, what planets rise 
O'er pulseless brain and curtained eyes, 

Dark miderground ! 

A century's sleep might bring redress 
To these dull wounds of weariness. 

Till the soothed spirit, hale and 
sound, 
Grow conscious of the sacred trust 
Which holds immortal bloom in dust, 

Safe underground. 

Yt^al conscious grow of ruslling wings, 
And keen, mysterious whisperings. 

Blown flame-like o'er the burial- 
mound : 
My soul would feel thy Orient kiss, 
Angel of Palingenesis, 

Thrilled underground ! 



THE DRYAD OF THE PINE. 

Ah, forest sweetheart! over land and 

sea 
I oome once more, once more to stand 

by thee; 



My sylvan darling! set 'twixt shade and 

sheen. 
Soft as a maid, yet stately as a queen ! 

Thy loyal head, crowned by one lonely 

star. 
Flickers thro' twilight, coldly fine, and 

far; 
But thy earth-yearning branches bend 

to greet 
The lowliest wood-grass tangled round 

my feet. 

Leaning on thee, I feel the subtlest thrill 
Stir thy dusk limbs, tho' all the heavens 

are still; 
And 'neatli thy rings of nigged fretwork, 

mark 
J What seems a heart-throb mufliled in the 

dark! 

j Here lingering long, amid the shadowy 
! gleams, 

! Faintly I catch (yet scarce as one that 
I dreams) 

j Low words of alien nmsic, softly sung, 

I And rhythmic sighs in some sweet un- 
known tongue. 

And something rare, I cannot clasp or 

see, 
Hits vaguely out from this mysterious 

tree — 
A viewless Rlor)% an ethereal grace, 
Which make Elysian all the haunteil 

place ! 

Ethereal! viewless! yet divinely dear! 

Ah me! what strange enchantment hov- 
ers near. 

What breaths of love the old, old dreams 
renew I 

What kisses fall, like charmed Thessa- 
lian dew ! 

My Ih-yafl'Love hath slipped the impris- 
on itiff hark, 

Iler heart on mine, unmtiffled bv the 
dar^' 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



TO A BEE, 



229 



WELCOME TO FROST. 

O Spirit! at whose wafts of chilling 
breath 

Autumn unbinds her zone, to rest in 
death ; 

Touched by whose hlight the light of 
cordial days 

Is lost in sombre hrowns and sullen 
grays; 

Thou st»enicst of all sad things a mourn- 
ful pan : 

Yot now we greet thee with exultant 
heart. 

Not as a thief, at night-time bearing 
doom, 

But a brave messenger of grace and 
bloom ; 

Thy flickering robe and footsteps soft we 
mark 

Down the dim borders of the tremulous 
Dark; 

And though lK»fore thee flowers and fo- 
liage wane, 

Thou layest a magic hand on human 
pain. 

■Red Fever, soothed by thy cool finger-tips, 
Ebbs from hot cheek and wildly-mutter- 
ing lips; 
Delirious dreams and frenzied fancies 

fade 
Into fine landscapes of enchanted shade, 
With low of kine and lapse of lyric 

rills 
Through the cleft channel of Arcadian 

' hills; 
Till the worn patient feels his languid 

eyes 
Flushed with what seems an earthly 

Paradise, 
And life's old blissful tide, with lustier 

strain. 
Revels in music through each ransomed 

vein. 

Therefore, O monarch of all cold device. 
Wrought in strange temples of Siberian 
ice! 



Lord of fair realms and watery worlds 

grotesque ! 
Majestic afreet of weird Arabesque! 
We hail thee sovereign in these fevered 

lands. 
No more with alien hearts and folded 

hands, 
lUit as an angel from the fadeless 

palms. 
And the great Kiver of Go-l's central 

calms. 
Whose silent charm must work Ix'nign 

release. 
Whose touch is healing, and whose breath 

is — peace! 



THE riNE\S MYSTERY, 
I. 

Listen! the sombre foliage of the 
Pine, 
A swart Gitana of the woodland 
trees, 
Is answering what ^\ e may but half di- 
vine. 
To those soft whispers of the twilight 
breeze ! 

II. 

Passion an:l mystery murmur through 
the leaves, 
Passion and mystery, touched by death- 
less pain. 
Whose monotone of long, low anguish 
grieves 
For something lost that shall not live 



TO A DEE. 

Small epicurean, would to heaven that I 
Could borrow your lithe body and 
swift wing 
To speed, a lightning atom through the 
sky, 
The blithest courier on the winds of 
spring! 
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O blissful mite! native of light and air! 
In eager zeal you Imate your spoils to 
win; 
From half-blown bud to flower all ma- 
tron-fair. 
Sucking the nectared sweetness 
shrined within! 

The jonquil wooes you with her golden 
blush, 
^Vnd blossoming quince (each flower a 
fairy Mai-s, 
That tints its heaven of green with crim- 
soned flush), 
While the pure ** white-rod" blooms 
in silvery stars, 

Open to yield their delicate richness up. 
But most you love on vernal noons, to 
dart 
'Mid jasmine bowers, and drain each 
petal led cup 
With fervid lip and warm voluptuous 
heart. 

There, safely couched, you hum a low 
refrain , 
Of such supreme and rare contentment 
bom, 
Its happy monotone mocks our human 
pain. 
And subtly stings us with unconscious 
scorn. 

Thence, honey-freighted, you steal lazily 
out, 
Pausing a moment on some leafy brink. 
As if enmeshed by viewless webs of 
doubt 
From what next fount of luscious life 
to drink — 

A moment only. Soon your matchless 
flight 
Cleaves the far blue; your elftn thun- 
der booms 
In elfin echoes from yon glimmering 
height. 
To fall and die amid these ravished 
blooms. 



Gone, like a vision ! Yet, be sun* that he 

llath only flown through lovtdiiT 

flowers to stray , 

Anacreon's soul, thus prisoned in a bee. 

Still sips and sings the spnngti«le 

hours away ! 



THE FinST MOCKIXG- niliD IX 
SPlilNii. 

Winged poet of vernal ethers! 

Ah! where hast thou lingered long? 
I have missed thy passionate, skyward 

flights 
And the trills of thy changeful song. 
Hast thou been in the hearts of wotxl- 

lands old, 
Half dreaming, and, drowsed by the 

winter's cold, 
Just crooning the ghost of thy springtide 

lay 
To the listless shadows, benumbed and 

gray ? 
Or hast thou strayed by a tropic shore, 
And lavished, O sylvan troubadour! 
The boundless wealth of thy music free 
On the dimpling waves of the South lanil 

sea? 
What matter ? Thou comest with magic 

strain, 
To the morning haunts of thy life again, 
And thy melodies fall in a rhythmic rain. 



The wren and the field-lark listen 
To the gush from their laureate's 

throat ; 
And the blue-bird stops on the oak to 

catch 
Each rounded and perfect note. 
The sparrow, his i)ert head reared aloft. 
Has ceased to chirp in the grassy croft, 
And is bending the cur\'es of his tiny ear 
In the pone of a critic wise, to hear. 
A blackbird, perched on a glistening 

gum, 
Seems lost in a rapture, deep and dumb; 
And as eagerly still in his tranoM hush. 
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*Mid the copse beneath, is a clear-eyed 

thrush. 
No longer the dove by the thorn-tree 

root 
Moans sad and soft as a far-off flute. 
All Nature is hearkening, cliarmed and 

mute. 



AVe scarce can deem it a marvel, 
For the songs our nightingale sings 

Throb warm and sweet with the 
rhythmic Ijeat 
Of the fervors of countless springs. 

All beautiful measures of sky and earth 

Outpour in a second and rai*er birth 

From that mellow throat. When the 
winds are whist. 

And he follows his mate to their sunset 
trjst. 

Where the wedded myrtles and jasmine 
twine. 

Oh I the swell of his music is half di- 
vine ! 

And I vaguely wonder, O bird ! can it be 

That a human spirit hath part in thee ? 

Some Lesbian singer's, who died per- 
chance 

Too soon in the summer of Greek ro- 
mance. 

But the rich reserves of whose broken 
lay. 

In some mystical, wild, undreamed-of 
way, 

Find voice in thy bountiful strains to- 
day! 



THE RED AXD THE WHITE JtOSE. \ 

Tiif: Red Rose bowed one golden sum- ' 

mer s night. 

The Red Rose bent, low whispering to 1 

the White, \ 

" Thou pallid shadow of a beauteous , 
flower. 

Unchanged from purpling daw^n to sun- 
set hour; 



Whose calm, cold heart beneath all iitrbts 

that beam, 
Seems centred always in an Arctic 

dream; 

Prim, puritanic, passionless, austere. 
What would*st thou give my opulent 
life to share ? 

To evei-y breeze — the daintiest breeze 

that blows. 
Each petalled curve of mine more richly 

glows; — 

And all the countless tints of heaven- 
born grace 

But touch to make more bright my Hebe 
face!" 

"Ah! well, fulfil thy fate!" the Wliite 

Rose said ; 
*'List to the wooing winds! uplift thy 

head 

In sovereign pride through every radiant 

phase 
Of star-illumined nights and cloudless 

days; 

Let winged lovers thy warm leaves dis- 
part, 

To find voluptuous shelter next thy 
heart. 

Fulfil thy fate, O Queen! but leave to me 
My stainless calm and cloistral sanctity ; 

Those passionate airs that trembling 

round thee meet, 
Sink in soft worship at my veilkl feet; 

The reverent sun-rays shimmering gently 

down. 
Weave o'er my brows a halo for a crown ; 

And while I muse in star, or moonshine 

faint. 
The flowers seem murmiu*ing, * Lo ! our 

garden saint!' " 
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Tlie Red Kose beard, but ere she si>oke, ; 'Mill little, tentler sighs and munniir- 

her mouth ' iiigs 

Thralled by the light, quick kisses of the | (Joy's searce articulate speech), her 

South, ' eager hands 

Loosed the light coif, the ringlet's golden 

Passe<l from arch wonder, blent with gay I bands, 

disdain, i Till, by tht'ir luminous loveliness em- 
Back to its dimpled mirthfulness ai;ain; | braced. 

From lily-bead to lithe and lissome waist. 

And she, — the .cjarden's empress — jmnid ' Poured the free tresses like a cascade's 

yet fond, — I fall. 

Of summer flowers, the matchless Rosa- | Her image answered from the shimmer- 

mond,— I ing wall, 

' Answered and deepened, while the 

Looked at her pale-hued sister, dew- i gracious charms 

imiu'arled, I Of bn^w and cheek, bared breast and 
As that fair marvel of the island world, dimpling arms, 

I To innocent worship stirred her hapi)y 

Mi.uhl, in her nuldier nature's Tropic | heart: 

i;l(i\v, ller lips — twin rosebud petals blown 

Have vii'w«'d a calm Si. Agnes' brow of I apart — 

Miow, I (Quivered, half !)reathli'ss: then, subduetl 

bui warm. 
Willi sum.' dim si-n^^c of mystic space Anunul her pt-rfcct face, her pliant 

bctwi'cn , form 

Tlic licavfii-bDiiml votaress an»l the ' A subtler air M'cmed gathering, touched 
eaillily .pLM-n! NviHi fin- 

Tiv m;ui> a fervid thought and swift de- 
-♦ — si IV. 

/;//n/../.; 77//; i/z/.'/.r;/;. ^^''^'^ ''■"'"'"^ ''^ ^''''''' ^^''^'^^ bee-like, came 

and went. 
WiiKKi; in licr cliaiiilMi- l.\ ihe .soiidirjii T(» frrd ilie lioneyed core of life's con- 

.s.M. trill! 

ll.T tapri-\ li-lii vjiuiir vnii aiiil -ihi-i-y, clo^T inuarii lier mirrored self she 

I'.iir as a iilaiiri miiTni-cii in iIk- main. prcs-^eil. 

I'lv^li a> a i'l«'-«-<.iii l.ailii d h\ \\>v\] With hiiui' eliild-eyes, and giMilly pant- 

raiiK iiiu; b^ea'^l, 

A Jiiaid.-ii imImiI f(.i- r.-niiNl,'i'l. iiri-lii. r.owcl a- a llower wIk'U May-time 

Mnud in Inr iiiii-iiu >\\ <■.'! ii''---^. pin.- aiil l'r*'i-/.i> pass, 

wiiii.- \iiil ki— d lur nwu ilear Image in the 

.\> ^n!iii' -li\ >|.ii-;i 111 :i liaiiiil'-i! |'l;i<'>': '_:las->! 

llfT d<'vv-liriuli: ••\.-iind ia:ii!l> t!ii-!.iii-- 

\'''\\i'tl 111 iIm'uIm-s lii-'ii dfl'-'al'- Immi;:\ 

l.r.llM. 

>!ianL:-.' .1- a -li,idi.\\\ ■•.!!.•. iin \\':li;!, .i I .' -x I i;- l'> a .lim ^ea straml 

di 'Mill " 1..I. .I^;ii_ \\a\ .-wai'd. band in hand; 

Wit li till-, r- li..\ criiiL: lil;.- a w 1 it <• .l..\ r"^ '>'l.'ii', i ivn-ldin.^- witli the bljss 

wiim-. < m' lii.-i- lii-vi !>rii(iilial kiss." 



ru-n rrorifs. 
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Lovers still, tho' wedded long! 
(Time true love can never wrong! 
Gazing — faithful hand in hand, 
O'er a darker sea and strand: 



Ah! one lover's face is wan 
As a wave the moon shines on; 
But those strange tides stretched afar 
Know not sun, nor moon, nor star! 




•*0 masterful wiiul and cruel ! at thy sweep, 
From the boM hill-ti»p to the valley <leep. 
Surprise and fear throu^'h all the woodlands run." 



WIND FROM THE EAST* 



The Spring, so fair in her young incom- 
pleteness, 

Of late the very type of tender sweet- 
ness ; 

Now, through frail leaves and misty 
branches brown, 

Looks forth, the dreary shadow of a 
frown 

Chasing tlip frank smile from her inno- 
cent face; 

AMiat marvel this ? for the East Wind's 
disgrace 

Smites, like a buffet, April's tingling 
cheek, 

AVhence the swift, outraged blood doth 
ebb to seek 

The aflFrighted heart ! 

The Earth, herself so gay, 

Hiioyant, and happy, at the dawn of day, 

• This piece is (for the most part) a 
rhymed vei-sion of an exceedingly graphic de- 
wription of the East wind, which occurs in 
Mr. Blackmore's admirable novel, **Cripps, the 
< :.irrler." Mr. Blackmore is a poet, although 
he writes in prose. 



Thrills, shivering low with every flaw 

increased, 
And fraught with salt-sea coldness from 

the East! 

O masterful wind and cruel! at thy 
sweep, 

From the bold hill-top to the valley- 
deep. 

Surprise and fear through all the wood- 
lands run. 

Till the coy nestling-places of the sun 

Are rulHed up, from shine to shade, as 
when 

At the first note of storm the moorland 
hen 

Ruffles her wings ere yet their warmth 
be spread 

About each tremulous nestling's dusky 
head. 

On the tall trees the foremost buds, half 
bare. 

Stared, as wild-eyed, on the keen, rasp- 
ing air; 
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Then shook — but not with softly-palpi- 
tant thrills, 

As when, o'erlooking the freed moun- 
tain-rills. 

They felt their life by loving arms ca- 
ressed — 

Warm, viewless arms of zephyrs of the 
West — 

But with the sense, the cold and shivery 
stress 

Of utter and forlomest nakedness. 

The twigs that bore them flattened up- 
ward, lost 

To all but rigid consciousness of frost ; 

And their full-foliagcd branches which 
so blindly 

Bowed in meek homage when the winds 
were kindly 

Strained upward, too, in stiff, rebellious 
fashion. 

With throes of anguish and deep moans 
of passion. 

Wrung from them by wild beatings of 
the gale ! 

Then many a tiny leaf, though waxing 
pale, 

Cloud-shadowed ; all unf rayed, yet quiv- 
ering, shnmk 

Behind the mosses of some giant 
trunk. 

To wait till the shrewd tempest hurtling 

by 

Left Spring once more empress of earth 

and sky — 
While many a large leaf, almost riven 

apart, 
Piped a sad dirge from out its fluted 

heart. 
And knowing what sombre selvajre must 

be seen — 
Alas, too soon! — to film its glow of 

green. 
Bewailed the hour whose treacherous 

brightness came 
To warm its life-blood into gonial flame 
Only to send the blissful-flowini; tide 
Back through the baffled veins uusati> 

fied, 



Its nascent joy nipped by the arctic 

breath 
And merciless waftage of this Wind of 

Death! 



PEACH BLOOMS. 

O ! tenderly beautiful, beyond compare. 
Flushed from pale pink to deepest 
rosebud hue — 

Nurslings of ti-anquil sunshine and niihl 
air. 
Of shadowless dawn, and silvery twi- 
light dew — 

Ye blush and bum, as if your flickering 
grace 

Were love's own tint on Spring's en- 
amored face! 

And day by day — yea, golden hour by 

hour 
Your subtle fragrance and rich beaut v 

tell 
(Each fairj- blossom rounded into flower) . 
How matchless once that lost Arcadian 

spell. 
Which dwelt in leafy bowers and vernal 

dyes 
Whence coyly peeped the Dryad's fawn- 

Hke eyes! 

And yet, while all so fair and bounteous 
seems. 
While the birds carol — each his dain- 
tiest part. 

Veiled in soft brightness, and like mu- 
sical dreams 
In some blithe soul — the bee-swamis 
haunt your heart. 

Lo! severed slowly from yon roseate 
crown, 

A scarlet snowdrift, silent, falters down. 

The reign of these rich blooms is almost 

done ; 
Soon to the languid Zephyr's feeblest 

breath. 
Their loosened petals, yielding one by 

one. 
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Must find the Lethe of un wakening 

death. 
Ah me! of all the bourgeoned buds that 

shoot I 

Even to full flower, how few shall bear ' 

us fruit! i 

Their little day is closing fast in £;]ooin ; | 
Nor will they reck— poor wilted waifs, 
and blind! 

What germs of richness wax from faded 
bloom, 
To charm the pampered taste of hu- 
man kind ; 

Forever drop^wd from off their jmrent 
stem. 

What have man's thoughts or tastes to 
do with them ? 

So let them rest, I pray you, let them rest, 
^)mall, perishing sweethearts of the 

sun and rain : 
O! mother-earth, thou hast a rulhful 

breast, 
Which yearns to fold thy humblest 

child from pain. 
Men fall like flowers; both claim the 

self -same balm, 
The equal peace of thy majestic calm ! 



THE AWAKEXING. 

Fkom day to day the dreary heaven 
Outpoured its hopeless heart in rain ; 

Tlie conscious pines, half shuddering, 
heard 
The secret of the East wind's pain. 

Mist veiled the sun — the sombre land. 
In floating cloud- wracks densely f ui led, ' 

Seemed shut forever from the bloom 
And gladness of the living world. 

From week to week the changeless 
heaven 

Wept on — and still its secret pain 
To the bent pine-trees sobb<»d the wind. 

In hollow truces of the rain. 



Till in a sunset hour, whose light 
Pale hints of radiance piUsed overhead, 

Afar the moaning East wind died. 
And the mild West wind breathed in- 
stead. 

Ttien the clouds broke, and ceased the 
rain; 
The sunset many a kindling shaft 
Shot to the wootPs lieart; nature rose. 
And through her soft-lipped verdures 
laughed. 

Low to the breeze; as some fair maid. 
Love wakes from troublous dreams, 
might rise, 

Half dazed, yet happy — mists of sleep 
Still hovering in her haunted eyes. 



LOVE'S AUTUMX, 
[To My Wife.] 

I WOULD not lose a single silveiy ray 
Of those white locks which like a milky 

way 
Streak the dusk midnight of thy raven 

hair; 

I would not lose, O sweet! the misty 

shine 
Of those half-saddened, thoughtful eyes 

of thine, 
Whence Love looks forth, touched by 

the shadow of care; 

I would not miss the droop of thy dear 

mouth, 
The lips less dewy-red than when the 

South, — 
The young South wind of passion sighed 

o'er them; 

I would not miss each delicate flower that 

blows 
On thy wan cheeks, soft as September's 

rose 
Blushing but faintly on its faltering 

stem : 
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I would not miss the air of cliastened 

grace 
Which breatlied divinely from thy patient 

face, 
Tells of love's watchful anguish, merged 

in rest; 

Naught would I miss of all thou hast, or 

art, 
OI friend supreme, whose constant, 

stainless heart, 
Doth house unknowing, many an angel 

guest ; 

Their presence keeps .thy spiritual 

chambers i)ure; 
While the ftt^sh fails, strong love grows 

more and moie 
Divinely beautiful with perished years; 

Th'AS, at each slow, but surely deepening 
sign 

Of life's decay, we will not, Sweet! re- 
pine, 

Nor greet its mellowing close with thank- 
less tears; 

Love's spring was fair, love's summer 

brave and bland. 
But through love's autumn nnst I view 

the land, 
The land of deathless summers yet to be; 

There, I Ijehold thee, young again and 

bright. 
In a great flood of rare transfiguring 

light, 
l/Ut there as here, thou smilest, Love! on 



THE SPIREA. 

[Tliis exquisite plant blooms in the Southern 
States as early as the niichlle of Februsiry.] 

Of all the subtle fires of earth 

Which rise in form of spring-time 
flowers. 
Oh, say if auijht of purer birth 
Is nursed by suns and showers 



Than this fair plant, whose stems are 
bowed 
In such lithe curves of maiden grace. 
Veiled in white blossoms like a cloud 
Of daintiest briilal lace :^ 

So rare, so soft, its blossoms seem 

Half wovt'u of mooTisliine's misty l.urs. 
And trenuilous as llu' itMuler gleam 
Of the far Southland s'ars. 

Perchance — who knows ? — some virgiu 
bright. 
Some loveliest of the Drya 1 race. 
Pours throuiih these flowers the kindling 
light 
Of her Arcadian face. 

Nor would I marvel overmuch 

If from yon i)iiies a wood-god came. 
And with a bridegroom's lips .should 
touch 
Her conscious heart to rt:^me ; 

W'hile she, revealed at that strange trysi. 

In all her mystic beauty glows. 
Lifting the cheek her Love had kisstni, 
Paled like a bridal rose. 



COQUETTE. 
[Among the family i»ortraits.] 
I. 
Yes! there from out the galleiy gloom. 
Retaining still a flush of bloom, 
I mark our bright ancestress glow — 
The maiden Rose of long ago. 
She lived in times of sumptuous dress. 
And rich colonial stateliness; 
But through the strong restraints of art 
I seem to view her heaving heart. 
As if a protest warm it made 
'Gainst that stiff bodice of brocade, 
While in her fair cheeks' deepening dyes. 
Her lifted brows and roguish eyes, 
Her swan-like neck and dimple«l chin — 
Cleft for small Loves to ambush in — 
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'Ah! many a };nllant loved her well 
In those olJ days " 
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1 can not fail (who could ?) to see 




SKA TISG. 


All potent charms of coquetry — 






The wiles whose glamour, swift 


and 


I CHASED the maid with rapid feet, 


sure, 




Where ice and sunbeam quiver; 


Smote hapless victims by the score; 




But still beyond me, shyly fleet. 


And even now (although they be 




She flashed far down the river. 


Discerned in pictured phantasy) 






Not all innocuous, but possessed 




Sometimes, blown backward in the chase, 


Of i)ower to pierce the manly breast, 




With balmy, soft caresses. 


If frostcil to its shivering core 




I felt across my glowing face 


J3y forty arctic years or more. 




The waft of perfumed tresses. 



Ah ! many a gallant loved her well 
In those old days! Her features tell 
The world-wide story o'er again. 
Of others' passion, her disdain; 
Of hearts that spent their best to make 
Her own more tender for love's sake, 
Only in time to find, perchance. 
Dull ending to a life's romance. 
Since trivial natures are not stirred 
Save by the lightly trivial word; 
And much 1 fear, despite the fine 
liare beauty of each faultless line — 
Her face, of gay imtouciancej shows 
No golden gulfs of pure repose 
Deep in her inmost being shrined — 
But shallow thoughts and purpose blind. 
And yet who knows ? My erring sight 
May not have read its meanings right, 
And something of ethereal grace 
May lurk beneath that careless face. 
Which masks with inconsiderate mirth 
A soul not wholly wed to earth ! 



Therefore, sweet flesh and blood, I trust 
That, ere ye passed to senseless dust. 
Your beauty played a worthier part — 
The love-ro/c of the loyal heart. 



No answer comes ; for time doth mar 
Our records. Only, like a star 
Scarce touched by vapors vague and chill. 
Your gracious image haunts us still. 
But none, alas ! may tnily guess 
What fate befell your loveliness. 



Sometimes a glance she shot behind. 
O'er graceful shoulders turning 

A cheek whose tints the eager wind 
Had set like sunrise burning. 

Then, in a sudden onward glide. 
She rushed with even motion, 

As a long wave the restless tide 
Drives shoreward fast from ocean ; 

And swift as some winged creature sped 

Far down the ciystal river. 
Until the shining form that fled 

I dreamed might fly forever. 



THE WORLD WITHIN US. 
A FANTAHY. 

Perchance our inward world may 

partly be 
But outward Nature's fine epitome; 

Now, o'er it floats some cloud of tender 

pain 
Too frail to hold the sad reser\'es of rain ; 

And now behold some breezy impulse 

run 
O'er Thought's bright surface, glittering 

in the sun ; 

Whereon, like birds, the flocks of fancy 

throng. 
And all is peace and sweetness, light and 

song: 
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Anon, dim moods like shadowy wood- 
lands rise 

As 'twere between the spirit's earth and 
skies : 

All fair suggestions, hints of twilight 
grace, 

Safe harborage seek within the spell- 
bound space; 

Music is there, low laughter, and the 

sound 
Of fairy voices, echoing gently round 

rhe cool recesses of the veiled mind : 
While on the surge of memory's phan- 
tom wind, 

Ghosts of <lead loves, swathed in a 

silvery mist 
Pass by us; and the lips our lips had 

kissed. 

In youth's glad prime, unutterable things 
Whisper, through wafts of visionary 
wings. 

Ah, yes! our inward world but mirrors 

true. 
This outtrard world of sense; — it hath 

its dew, 

Its sunshine, and fresh roses, white and 

red ; 
It holds a tender moonlight over head ; 

The dews of yearning, niihl, or fiery- 
bright. 

The flowers of peace, or passion; the 
calm light 

Of reasoning thought, and retrospection 

fine, 
All merged in subtlest beauty — half 

divine! 

It hath its mounts of vision, and its vales 
Of contemplation, where fond nightin- 
gales, 



Born of the brain, and 'gainst some 

thorns of woe. 
Setting their breasts — but sing wore 

sweetly so: 

Fountains it owns of shyest fanlasie; 
Glad streams of insi)iration, swift and 
free. 

Boiling toward Thought's central ocean 

vast 
Wherein all lesser fonns of thought, at 

last 

Sink, as the rivulets i)erish in a sea: — * 
Thus, ix)unded, whole, our spirit-land- 
scai)es be, 

; Our spirit-world thus perfect; over all, 
No clouds of doubt hang, stifling as a 
pall; 

But if the soul be healthful, noble, 

high, 
God's promise lights it, like a sleepless 

eye! 



FOItESr QUIET. 

[In the Soutb.) 

So deep this sylvan silence, strange and 

sweet. 
Its dryad-guardian, virginal Peace, can 

hear 
The pulses of her own pure bosom beat ; 

And her low voice echoed by elfin rills. 
And far-off forest fountains, sparkling 

clear 
'Mid haunted hollows of the hoary 

hills; 

No breeze, nor wraith of any breeze that 

blows, 
Stirs the channed calm; not even yon 

gossamer-chain. 
Dew-born, and swung 'twixt violet and 

wild rose, 
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Thrills to the airy elements' subtlest 

breath ; 
Such marvellous stillness almost broods 

like pain 
O'er the hushed sense, holding dim hints 

of death I 

What shadows of sound survive, the 

waves' far sigh. 
Drowsed cricket's chirp, or mock-bird's 

croon in sleep. 
But touch this sacred, soft tranquillity 

To yet diviner quiet: the fair land 
Breathes like an infant lulled from deep 

to deep 
Of dreamless I'est, on some wave-whis- 
pering strand ! 



THE AWCKIXG-BIRD, 

[At night.] 

A ooLDEX pallor of voluptuous light 

Fille<l the warm southern night: 

The moon, clear orbed, above the sylvan 

scene 
Moved like a stately queen, 
So rife with conscious beauty all the 

while. 
What could she do but smile 
At her own perfect loveliness below. 
Glassed in the tmnquil flow 
Of crystal fountains and unruffled 

streams ? 
Half lost in waking dreams. 
As down the loneliest forest dell I 

strayed, 
Lol from a neigboring glade, 
Flashed through the drifts of moonshine, 

swiftly came 
A fairy shape of flame. 
It rose in dazzling spirals overhead, 
Whence to wild sweetness wed. 
Poured marvellous melodies, silvery trill 

on trill; 
The very leaves grew still 
On the charmed trees to hearken ; while 

for me. 
Heart-trilled to ecstasy, 



I followed — followed the bright shape 

that flew. 
Still circling up the blue, 
Till as a fountain that has reached its 

height. 
Falls back in sprays of light 
Slowly dissolved, so that enrapturing 

lay. 
Divinely melts away 
Tlirough tremulous spaces to a nmsic- 

mist. 
Soon by the fitful breeze 

How gently kissed 
Into remote and tender silences. 



A STORM IN THE DISTANCE. 
[Among the Georgian Hills.] 

I SEE the cloud-bom squadrons of the 
gale. 
Their lines of rain like glittering 
spears deprest 
(While all the aflfrighted land grows 
darkly pale). 
In flashing charge on earth's half- 
shielded breast ; 

Sounds like the rush of trampling 
columns float 
From that fierce conflict; volleyed 
thunders peal, 
Blent with the maddened wind's wild 
bugle-note ; 
The lightnings flash, the solid wood- 
lands reel ! 

Ha! many a foliaged guardian of the 
height, 
Majestic pine or chestnut, riven and 
bare. 
Falls in the rage of that aerial fight. 
Led by the Prince of all the powers of 
air! 

Vast boughs, like shattered banners 
hurtling fly 
Down the thick tumult : while, like 
emerald snow, 
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Millions of orphaned leaves make wild 
the sky, 
Or drift in shuddering helplessness 
below. 

Still, still, the levelled lances of the rain 
At earth's half-shielded breast take 
glittering aim ; 
All space is rife with fury, racked with 
pain, 
Earth bathed in vapor, and heaven 
rent by flame ! 

At last the cloud-battalions through long 
rifts 
Of luminous mists retire; . . . the 
strife is done ; 
And earth once more her wounded 
beauty lifts, 
To meet the healing kisses of the sim. 



THE VISION BY THE SEA. 
' A thing of beauty is a joy fprever^ 



A HAUNTixo face ! with strange, ethereal 

eyes, 
Deep as unfathoraed gulfs of tranquil 

skies 
When o'er their brightness a vague mist 

is drawn. 
Breathed from the half-veiled lips of 

melting dawn ; 
A mouth whose passionate love and 

sweetness seem 
But just released from kisses in a dream ; 
A brow like Psyche's, pensive, broad, 

and low 
And white as winter's whitest wreath of 

snow; 
While round that gracious forehead, 

calmly fair. 
Ripples an April rain of golden hair. 



For some rapt moments, on the ocean 

strand, 
Unconscious, beautiful, I saw her stand, 



As tremulous wave on wave, with 

freightage sweet 
Of murmured music, fawned about her 

feet. 
Then died in one divine, harmonious 

sigh; 
The breeze bewitched, could only falter 

nigh, 
And in shy delicate wafts of homage 
j play 

j With her rare tresses; like incarnate 
! May, 

I She seemed the earth, tlie tides, the 
; heaven, to bless: 

I For once I gazed on Beauty's perfect ness. 

I III. 

j I gazed for some rapt moments, but no 

I more ; 

j Then lowered mine eyed and slowly left 

j the shore 

I Made marvellous by that vision of de- 

I light; 

I Yet evennore its beauty, day and night, 

! Standing between tlie blue sky and the 

I sea, 

Shines like a star of immortality 
I Througli all my being; it becomes a part 
I Of the deep life that quickens soiU and 
I heart 

I To sense of things ideal and supreme — 
i A palpable bliss, yet wedded to a dream. 



THE VISIONARY FACE. 

I AM happy with her I love, 

In a circle of channed repose; 
My soul leaps up to follow her feet 

Wherever my darling goes ; 
Whether to roam through the garden 
walks. 

Or pace the sands by the sea; — 
There's never a shadow of doubt or fear 

Brooding 'twixt her and me: — 
But through memory's twilight mists, 

Sometimes, I own, in sooth, 
Falters the face of one I loved 

In the fervent years of youth ;^ 
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Tlie soft pathetic brow is there, 
With its glimmer and glance of golden 
hair, 
And scarcely shadowe<l by death's eclipse 
Tlie delicate cur\'e of the faultless lips, 
The tremulous, tender lips 1 kissed, 
»So coyly raised at the sunset tr>'st, 
As we stood from the restless world 

apart, 
'Mid the whispering foliage, heart to 
heart. 
In the fair, far years of youth. 
Y;>t, the vision is pure as heaven, 

I'ntouched by a hint of strife 
From the i>assion that moved itself to 
sleep. 
On the morning strand of life; 
And 1 know that my living Love would 
feel 
The tremor of nithf ul tears, 
If I told of the sweetness and hope that 
drooped, 
So soon in the vanished years : 
She would not banish the phantom 
sad 
Of a beauty discrowned and low; — 
("an jealousy rest in the rose's breast 

Of a lily under the snow ? 
Can the passion so wann and strong 
tOKlay 
Envy a ghost from the cypress shades 
For an hour astray ? 
Or, the love thai waned like a blighted 
May, 
In the dead days, long ago. 
Ah! long, how long ago! 



THE ROSE AND THORX. 

Siik's loveliest of the festal throng 

In delicate form and Grecian face; 
A beautiful, incarnate song: 

A mar\'el of harmonious grace ; 
And yet I know the tnith I speak: 
From those gay groups she stands 
apart, 
A rose upon her tender cheek, 
A thorn within her heart. 



Though bright her eyes* bewildering 
gleams. 
Fair tremulous lips and shining hair, 
A something bom of mournful dreams, 
Breathes round her sad enchanted 
air; 
Xo blithesome thoughts at hide and seek 

From out her dimples smiling start; 
If still the rose be on her cheek, 
A thorn is in her heart. 

Young lover, tossed 'twixt hope and fear. 
Your whispered vow and yearning 
eyes 
Yon marble Clytie pillared near 

Could move as soon to soft replies ; 
Or, if she thrill at wonls you speak. 
Love's memory prompts the sudden 
start; 
The rose has paled upon her cheek. 
The thoni has pierced her heart. 



THE RED LILY. 

I CALL her the Red Lily. Lo ! she stands 
I From all her milder sister flowers 
apart; 
A conscious grace in those fair-folded 
hands. 
Pressed on the guileful throbbings of 
her heart ! 

I call her the Red Lily. As all airs 
Of North or South, the Lily's leaves 
that stir. 
Seem lost in languorous sweetness that 
despairs 
Of blissful life or hope, except through 
her; 

So this Red Lily of maids, this human 
flower. 
Yielding no love, all sweets of love 
doth take. 
Twining such spells of passion's secret 
power 
As, woven once, what lordliest will 
can break ? 
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LAKE WJNNIPISEOGEE. 

One day the River of Life flowed o'er 
The verge of heaven's enchanted shore, 
And falling without lapse or break. 
Its waters formed this wondrous lake. 

Hence the far sheen of Eden palms 
Is mirrored in its silvery calms, 
And all its rich cerulean dyes 
Are deep as Raphael's splendid eyes. 

And hence the unimagined grace 
Which sanctifies this lonely place,— 
A subtle, soft, ethereal spell 
Of light and sound ineffable. 

Surely such tempered glory paints 
The mystic City of the 8ainU; 
Such music breathes its dying falls 
Above the heavenly palace walls. 

O lake of peace! whose still expanse 
Gleams through a golden-misted trance, 
Earth holds thee sacred and apart, 
The cloistered darling of her heart. 



LAKE MISTS. 
[Composed near I^ke Wimiipiseogee.] 

As I gazed on the i)rospect enchanted, 
On waves the sun-glory had kissed, 

There slowly swept down from the dis- 
tance. 
The phantom-like bands of the misL 

On their feet that were spectrally sound- 
less. 

They glided fantastic and chill, 
While a prescient pallor crept over 

The beauty of lake-side and hill! 

All nature grew cold at their advent! 

Like Thugs of the air, demon-born, 
With their coils of blue vapor they 
strangled 

The virgin effulgence of morn. 

By that ambush of darkness was girdled 
Each bright beam in dreary embrace. 



Till the fairest young dawn of September 
Lay wan on her death-shadowed face. 

When wildly and weii-dly from sea-ward. 

A low wind how mournfully stole ! 
Like an anthem outbreatUed for the 
morning. 

Thus sternly divorced from her soul ! 



THE I XE VI TABLE CALM. 

The sombre wings of the tempest, 

In fetterless force unfurled, 
Buffet the face of beauty. 

And scar the grace of the world ; 

But they fade at length with the dark- 
ness, 

And softly from sky to sod 
Peace falls like the dew of Eden, 

From the opened palm of God ! 

Earthquake, the angered Titan, 

A continent cleaves apart; 
Yet soon the glamoiu- of quiet heals 

Earth's smitten and tortui-ed heart. 

And soon o'er the ruin of cities 
'J'he sun-bright virginal grass 

Courtesies and curves into dimples, 
At the kiss of the winds that pass. 

One lesson all nature teaches, 
As i)alm to the troubkM breast, 

That after the turmoil of passion 
There cometh a time of rest. 

For the anguish of life wanes downward 
Like fire un fanned by a breath ; 

And deep is the ashen stillness 
On the hearthstone cold of death! 



THE DEAD LOOK. 

Lo! in its still, soft-shrouded place, 
The pathos of a death-pale face! 

I view the marks of mortal care 
Time's hopeless sorrows branded there. 



Digitized by 



Google 



JKTHAM. 



248 



Waning beneath tlie noiseless gliile 
Of Lethe's dim, ethereal tiile. 

As furrows on some twilight lea 
I'^ade in calm wave-sweej)8 of the sea! 

Across that bare, unbended brow 
The chrism of peace bus fallen now, 

And, lightening life's austere eclii)se, 
A star-soft smih; hath touched the 

lips: 



Though his sealed sight the death-mista 

mar, 
He hath a strange look, fixed afar: — 

As if wan folds of curtained eyes 
Trembled almost in act to rise, 

And show where each cold-lidiled sheath 
Now veils the wide, weird orbs beneath, 

The mirrored glow, the blest surprise 
Of some first glimpse of ParailiscI 




'While grimly down the moonlit bay, 
The wrecked hull gleamed fro'n far." 



JETSAM. 



Beside the coast for many a rood 
Were fragments of a shipwreck 
strewn ; 

And there in sad and sondjre mood 
1 walked the sands alone. 

Tom bales and broken boxes lay. 

Heaped high 'mid shattered sails and 
spar. 

While grimly down the moonlit bay 
The wrecked hull gleanu'd from far. 

Well had the storm its mission wrought. 
With thunder crash and billowy roar; 

For not one precious waif was brought 
Safe to the rugged shore. 



Yet stay! what tiny sparkling thing 
Shines faintly in the moonbeams 
cold ? 
I stooped, and wondering, grasped a 
ring, 
A fairy ring of gold. 

Of great and small, of rich and rare. 
Of all yon stranded vessel bore. 

Only this gem the waves would spare 
To cast unharmed ashore. 

With wdiat a deep and tender thrill 

I put the motlest gem away, 
And while the silvery vapors chill 

Crept ghost-like up the bay, 
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I dreamed of shivering huiiian lives 
Wrecked on Fate*s cold and cruel 
lee, 

Trusting that some small hope survives, 
Spared to them from the sea! 



FAME LESS G HAVES. 

I WALKED the ancient graveyard's am- 
ple round. 
Yet found therein not one illustrious 
name 
Wedded hy Death to Fame. 

The sea-winds moaned by each deserted 
mound, 
Where mouldering marbles shed their 
pungent must 
O'er that worn human dust. 

Thin cloudlets passed, with purpled 
skirts of rain 
Grazing the sentinel pine-trees, gaunt 
and tall ; 
Some trembling to their fall. 

From out the misty marsh-lands next 
the main, 
Long lines of curlews in the sunset 
flame, 
With dissonant noises came; 

O'erswept the tombs hi slow, high- 
wheeling flight, 
And while the sunset verged on eve- 
ning's gray, 
Faded, ghostlike, away. 

Yet down the dusky, shimmering, weird 
twilight 
(Though lost their forms beyond the 
outmost hill). 
Their strange cries sounded still ; — 

Prolonged by eltin echoes, 'mid the 
rocks. 
Or lapsing in sad, plaintive wails to 
die 
'Twixt darkling wave and sky. 



The garrulous sparrows, in home-wend- 
ing flocks, 
Sought their rude nests among those 
shattered tombs, 
Veiled now in vesper glooms; 

Till o'er the scene a mystic influence 
stole ; 
The wave-enamored winds their pin- 
ions furled ; 
Pale Silence clasped the world. 

Beside a grave, the lowliest of tlie whole 
Obscure republic of the fameless dead. 
Pausing, I mused, and said: — 

All graves are equal ! His, the laurelled, 
great, 
Miraculous Shakspeare's, some far day 
shall rest 
As level on Earth's breast, — 

And all unknown —through stem be- 
hests of Fate — 
As this, round which the rustling 
dock-leaves meet 
Here, tangled at my feet. 

All graves are equal to all-conquering 
Time; 
Scornful, he laughs at monumental 
stones, — 
Wasting a great man's bones, 

A great man's sepulchre, though reared 
sublhne 
Toward heaven, until both stone and 
record pass. 
Mocked by the flippant grass; 

The feeblest weeds in Nature flaunting 
high 
Above a Shakespeare's or a Dante's 
dust: — 
Just then a gentle gust 

Breathed from beyond the gloaming: 
Night's first sigh 
Of conscious life touched the awakened 
trees. 
And blended with the sea's 
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Monotonous murmur, seemed to whis- 


WINTER ROSE. 


per low : 




*'lrise, and sink, am born, and lose 


God's benison upon each happy day 


my breath, 


Dead now and gone! — its gentle ghost 


Yet am not held by Death. 


our feet 




Doth follow, singing faintly; and how 


** For since the world began — when sun- 


sweet — 


set's glow 


Tenderly sweet, as through a luminous 


Melts in the western tides — my air of 


mist — 


balm 


Its shadowy lips draw near us, to be 


Rises, if earth be calm * 


kissed! 




And though they melt upon the yearnin;; 


** My spell is sacred, wheresoever it falls; 


moutli 


The dreariest graves grow brighter at 


Like fairy balm from some phantasmal 


my voice. 


south. 


And human hearts rejoice. 


Their touch is magic; and we feel the 




start 


** Because that I, winged from these twi- 


As of an unsealed fountain, close at 


light halls, 


heart — 


In this, my life renewed, would subtly 


Till, wanned, restored, breathing a fine 


seem 


repose. 


A sweet, half-uttered dream 


Oiu* innermost nature, wakening, glows 


** Of immortality, made bright by love : 


anew ; 
While, gemmed by sunset memory's ra- 


That love which binds the humblest 


diant dew, 


human clod 


Lo! the heart blossoms, like a Winter 


Fast to the throne of God." 


Rose! 


I left the graves; but now my gaze 


— ^— 


above 


TRISTRAAf OF THE WOOD. 


Ranged through the heavenly spaces. 




clear and far; 


Once, when the autumn fields were dim 


I marked the vesper star 


and wet. 




The trumpets rang; the tide of battle set 


Silver the edges of the wavering mist, 


Toward gray Broccliande, by the 


And centreil in an air-wrought, lumi- 


western seiC 


nous isle 




Of lambent glory, smile; — 


In the fore-front of conflict grimly 




stood, 


Smile like an angel whom the Lord hath 


Clothed in dark armor, Tristram of the 


kissed, 


Wood, 


And freed from arms divine, in soft 


And round him ranged his knights cf 


release. 


Brittany. 


To bless our earth with peace. 






Of lordlier frame than even the lordliest 
there, 


• Wliat dweller by the ocean can have failed 


to remark the almost invariable rising, just 


Firm as a tower, ujwn his vast destrerc, 
He looked as one whose soxU was 


after sunset on quiet evenings, of this gentle 
air, a very sigh of tranquillity, a breath, as it 


were, from Go*l ^ 


steeped in trance. 
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Ne'er spake nor stirred he, though the , Nor knew whose arm had smitten him 

trumpet's sound deep and sore — 

Echoed abroad, and all the glittering So deep that Tristram never, never 

ground I more 

SShook to the steel-clad warriors' swift i Shone in the van of conflict; but the 

advance; I smart 



Ne'er spake nor stirred he, for the mys- Of his fierce wound torturetl him night 
tic hour an^l da>% 



Closed o'er him then; the glamour of its 
power 
Dream- wrought, and sadly beautiful 
with love — 

Love of the lost Iseult. In mar\'ellous 

stead 
Of thronging faces, with looks stem and 

dread, 
Through the dense dust, the hostile 

plumes above. 

He saw his fair, lost Iseult' s passionate 

eyes, 
And o'er the crash of lances heai-d her 

cries, 
Shrill with despair, when last they 

twain did part. 

While others thrilled to strife, he, thrilled 

with woe, 
Felt his life-currents shuddering cold and 

low 
Eoimd the worn bastions of his broken 

heart. 

Then rolled his way the battle's furious 

flood ; 
Sqiadrons charged on him blindly; 

blows and blood 
Showered down like hail and water; 

vainly drew 

The whole war round him; still his 

broadsword's gleam 
Flashed in death's front, and still, as 

wrapx)ed in dream, 
He fought ami slew, witting not whom ; 

he slew, j 



Till, through Gotl's grace, his life-bloo<l 
ebbed away. 
And death's sweet quiet liealed his 
broken heart. 



IJISTS OF SPRING. 

[COMPOHED IX SICKNESS.] 

" WTien the hill-side breaks into green, every 
hollow of bluo Bhude, every curve of tuft, and 
plume mid tendril, every broken sunbeam on 
Hpray (»f young leaves is new! JSo spring 
is a rvprestutation of any former spring.'" — 
G()i:tiik. 

A 80FTKXING of thc misty heaven, 
A subtle murmur in the air; 
11ie electric flash through coverts old 
Of many a shy wing, touched with gold ; 
The stream's unmuilled voice, that calls. 
Now shrill and clear, now silvery low, 
As if a fairy flute did blow- 
Above the sylvan waterfalls; 
Each mellowed sound, each quivering 

wing 
Heralds the happy-hearted Spring: 
Earth's best beloved is drawing near. 

Amid the deepest woodland dells. 

So late forlornly cold and drear. 

Wafts of mild fervor, procreant breaths 

Of gentle heat, unclose the sheaths 

Of fresh-fonned buds on bower and tree; 

A spirit of soft revival looks 

Coyly from out the young-leaved nooks, 

Just dimpling into greenery; 

Through flashes of faint primrose bloom. 

Through delicate gleam and golden 

gloom. 
The wonder of the world draws near. 
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On some dew-sprinkled, cloudless mom, 

She, in her full-blown joyance rare, 

Will pass l)eyond her Orient gate, 

Sniilinj?, serene, calmly elate. 

All garmented iu light and grace: 

Her footsteps on the hills shall shine 

In beauty, and her matchless face 

Make the fair vales of earth divine. 

<) goililess of the azure eyes, 

The deep, def^p charm that never dies, 

Delay not long, delay not long! 

< 'onie clad in perfume, glad with song, 

Hreathe on me from thy i)erfect lips, 

l^est mihe be closed, and death's eclipse 

Rise dark between 

Me and thine advent, tender queen, 

Albeit thou art so near, so near! 



THE HAWK, 

AMBrHiiED in yonder cloud of white. 
Far-glittering from its azure height. 
He shrouds his swiftness and his might! 

But oft across the echoing sky, 
Long-di-awn, though uttered suddenly, 
We hear his strange, shrill, bodeful cry. 

Winged robber! in his vaporous tower 
Secure in craft, as strong in power, 
Coolly he bides the fated hour, 

When thro' cloud-rifts of shadowy rise, 
Karthwaril are bent his ruthless eyes. 
Where, blind to doom, the quarry lies ! 

And from dense cloud to noontide glow, 
(His fiery gaze still fixed below). 
He sails on pinions proud and slow! 

Till, like a fierce, embodied ray. 

He hurtlei* down the dazzling day, — 

A death-flash on his startler! prey; 

And where but now a nest was found, 

Voiceful, beside its grassy mound, 

A few brown feathers strew the groimd ! 



OVEIt THE WATERS. 
I. 

Over the crystal waters 
She leans in careless grace. 

Smiling to view within them 
Her own fair happy face. 

II. 

The waves that glass her beauty 
No tiniest ripple stirs : 

What human heart thus coldly 
Could mirror grace like hers ? 



THE TRUE HEAVEN. 

The bliss for which our spirits pine. 
That bliss we feel shall yet be given, 

Somehow, in some far realm divine. 
Some marvellous state we call t 
heaven. 

Is not the bliss of languorous hours 
A glory of calm, measured range, 

But life which feeds our noblest powers 
On wonders of eternal change ? 

A heaven of action, freed from strife. 
With ampler ether for the scope 

Of an immeasurable life 
And an imbaffled, boundless hope. 

A heaven wherein all disconls cease. 
Self-torment, doubt, distress, tunnoil, 

The core of whose majestic peace 
Is godlike power of tireless tolL 

Toil, without tumult, strain or jar. 
With grandest reach of range endued, 

Unchecke<l by even the farthest star 
That trembles thro' infinitude ; 

In which to soar to higher heights 
Through widening ethers stretched 
abroad. 

Till in our onward, upward flights 
We touch at last the feet of God. 
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Time swallowed in eternity! 


Thus, when our heart-griefs seek aright 


No future evermore ; no past, 


Some heavenly Thought's majestic 


But one unending now, to be 


height, 


A boundless circle round us cast! 


Their passion, touched by loftier air. 




Dissolves in tender mists of prayer! 




Jefferson Hill House, White Mountains, N.ll., 


THE BREEZES OF JUXE, 
On ! sweet and soft, 


September, 1879. 


'' 


Returning oft, 
As oft they pass benignly. 


ABSENCE AND LOVE, 


The warm Juno jjreezes come and go, 


We need the clasp of hand in hand. 


Through golden rounds of mm-murous 


The light flashed wann from neighbor- 


flow. 


ing eyes : 


At length to sigh, 


Or else as weary seasons pass — 


Wax faint and die, 


Alas! alas! 


Far down the panting primrose sky. 


Our tenderest love grows wan and 


Divinely! 


dies. 


Though soft and low 


The fatal years like seas expand 


These breezes blow. 


'Twixt souls that long have dwelt 


Their voice is passion's wholly ; 


apart, 


And ah ! our hearts go forth to meet 


Till, broadening o'er oiu* being's verge. 


The biurden of their music sweet. 


The ruthless surge 


Ere yet it sighs, 


Love's memory sweeps from out the 


Faints, falters, dies. 


heart. 


Down the rich path of sunset skies — 




Half glad, half melancholy! 


O Absence ! thou unreverenced Death ! 




Thy dense, unconsecrated clay 


Bend, bend thine ear! 


Inunis affection past regret; 


Oh ! hark and hear 


No hint is set 


What vows each blithe new-comer, 


Thereon of Resurrection Day. 


Each warm June breeze that comes and 




goes. 





Is whispering to the royal rose. 

And star-pale lily, trembling nigh, 


THE FALLEN PINE-CONE, 


Ere yet in subtlest harmony 


I LIFT thee, thus, thou bro^^Ti and rug- 


Its murmurs die, 


ged cone. 


Wax faint and die, 


Well iwised and high. 


On thy flushed bosom, passionate sky, 


Between the flowering grasses and the 


Of youthful summer! 


sky; 




And, as sea-voices dwell 




In the fine chambi»rs of the ocean-shell. 


A MOUNTAIN FANCY, 


So fancy's ear 




Within thy numberless, dim complexities 


[Respectfully inscribed to Mrs. R. S. Storrs.] 


Uath seemed ofttimes to hear 


Close to each mountain's towering peak 


The imprisoned spirits of all winds that 


A white cloud leans its tearful cheek, 


blow ; 


Till all its soul of mystic pain 


Winds of late autumn that lamenting 


Dissolves in slow, soft, vaporous rain. 


moan 
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Across the wild sea-surgos' ebb and flow; 

Storra-wiiids of winter mellowed to a 
sigh, 

Long-drawn and plaintive; or — how 
lingeringly ! — 

Soft eclioes of the spring-tide's jocund 
breeze, 

Blent with the summer south wind, mur- 
muring low ! 

What wonder, fairy cone, that thou 

shouUrst hold 
The semblance of these voices ? day and 

ui^dit, 
I'roudly enthroned uix)n the wavering 

height 
Of yon monarchal pine, thou did'st 

absorb 
The elemental virtues of all airs, 

Timid or bold. 
Measures of gentle joys and wild despairs, 
Breathed from all quarters of our change- 
ful orb ; 
Whether with mildness freighted or with 

might, 
Into thy form they entered, to remain 
Each the strange phantom of a perished 

tone. 
An eerie, marvellous strain 
Pent in tlii* tiny llailes made to fold 
Ghosts of the heavenly couriers long ago, 
Sunk as men dreamed by ocean and by 

shore, 
Into the void of silence evennore I 



STERy TliUTHS TliANSFlGURED. 

Those mountain forms of giant girth 
Are rooted deep in moveless earth; 
But lo! their yearning heights with- 
drawn. 
Are melting in soft seas of dawn. 

What golden lights an.l shadows kiss 
Brown ledge and Titan precipice ! 
Till all the rock-boimd. sullen space 
Glows like a visionary face: 



Thus frowning truths whose roots are 

furled 
Bound bases of some granite world, 
May lift their mellowed light afar. 
Transfigured by love's morning-star. 



DISTANCE. 

Why is it that yon far-off, mellowed 
horn 

Sounds like an anticiue story, half-for- 
lorn, 

Half-sweet, with iterance of mre echoes 
sent 

Up the serenely listening firmament ? 

I thrill, soul-smitten by each melting 

tone 
About the golden distant spaces blown. 
As if soft pathos <'ame on rliythmic sighs 
From out the heart of vanished centu- 
ries. 

Distance is magic! in its fairy hold 
Are alchemies that change even dross to 

gold,— 
While beauty's nymph, too closely seen 

or presseti. 
Melts to mere shadow from the enamored 

quest ! 



HORIZONS. 

I LOVE to gaze along the horizon's 
verge — 
To strain my sight where steeped in 
golden-gray 
The sun-illumined vapors gently surge, 
To melt in measureless distances away. 

I gaze and gaze, till tears be<lim my eyes, 
And tongueless fancies haunt me, 
vague and fond ; 
Ethereal boundary ! blending earth and 
skies. 
Ah! dost thou veil some marvellous 
realm beyond ? 
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Deep spirit of uiiue! thou, too, art 
strangely bound 
By far horizons, vaporous, dim, and 
vast; 
Beyond the range of whose enchanted 
round. 
Not even the genii of weinl dreams 
have passed I 



IX THE (.HAY (»r THE EVES ISO. 

AirrMx. 

Whex o'er yon forest solitudes 
The sky of autumn evening hivods — 
A heaven whose warp, hut palely bright, 
Shot through with woofs of erimson 

light. 
So slowly wanes with waning day — 
Whatever thoughts, pathetic, sweet 
Are wont to fawn rouml Memory's feet, 
Pleading with soft and sacred stress 
To be upcaught in tenderness; 
Whatever tlioughts like these there are, 
Choose the weird hour Hwixt sun and 

star, 
Of failing breeze, and whisperous sea, 
And that still heaven o'er leaf and lea, 
To come — each thought a temperate 

bliss — 
Embracing the calmed soul, to kiss 
The pallor of old cares away. 

O twilight sky of mellow gray, 
Flushed with faint hues! O voiceful 

trees. 
Lilting low ballads to the breeze! 
O all ye mild amenities 
Wherewith the solemn eve is rife, 
At this strange hour 'twixt death and 

life; 
The death of beauteous day, whose last 
Dim tints are almost overpast, 
\Mio lives alone in odors blent 
Of eveiy subtlest element. 
Borne on a fairy rain-like dew, 
Exhaled, not dropped from out the blue; 
The life of stars that one by one 
Are nmsteriug o'er the sunken sun, 



And wafts of vague earth-perfume blown 
Up to the pine-tree's quivering cone. 
From heath-flowei-s hidden in cool 

grass,— 
Like spells of delicate balm, ye pass 
Into my wearied heart and brain. 

What room for any sordid pain 
Within me now? Ah I Nature seems 
Through something sweeter Lliaii all 

dreams. 
To woo me ; yea, she seems to s[)C.ik 
How closely, kindly, her fond cliei»k 
Rested on mine, her mystic blood 
Pulsing in tender neighborhood, 
And soft as any mortal maid. 
Half veiled in the twilight shade. 
Who leans above her love to tell 
Secrets almost ineffable! 



THE VISION AT TWHIGUT., 
[To E. U., October, 1s7i'.] 

WiTiioiT the squares of miste.l pane, 

1 saw the wan autumnal rain. 

And heanl, o'er tufts of churchy aixl 

grass, 
The wind's low miserere pass. 

Within, more bright for outward gloom. 
I saw her wild-rose cheeks abloom. 
And, deep as stars in upi)enno»t skies. 
The lustre of dark Syrian eyes! 

Without, still drearier grew the sigh 
Of the chill east wind shuddering by. 
Wilder the sad, strange moaning uiado 
Beneath the elm-trees' rayless shade. 

Within, as if the embodied south 
Had opened her enchanted mouth, 
I caught, through twilight's gray eclipse. 
The music from her gracious lips. 

It breathed such sweetness, purely deep, 
On my dull pain it dropped like sleep. 
" How vain," I thought, *' this gathering 

gloom ; 
Some heavenly presence fills the room I" 
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And when her warm hand, pulsing 

youth, 
On mine she pressed in guileless ruth, 
One moment, channed through blood 

and brain, 
I felt my own lost youth again! 

With quickened heart and lifted head 
I viewed the vision near my bed. 
Hut lovelier for that envious gloom, 
H»*r heavenly presence blessed the room! 



^.V HOUR TOO LATE. 

1 HAVE loved you, oh, how madly! 
1 have wooed you softly, sadly, 
A s the changeful years went by ; 
Yet you kept your haughty distance. 
Yet you scorned my brave i)ersistence, . 
While the long, long years went by* ^ 

Now that colder lovers leave you, 
Now that Fate and Time bereave yon v 
{ For the cruel years xcUl fly), 
In your beauty's pale declension 
You would grace with condescension 
Tlie love that touched you never 
When your bloom and hoi3es were high. 

All! but what if I discover 

That too long in antique fashion 

I have nursed a fruitless passion. 

Whose rage and reign (thank Heaven!) 

Are passed at length and over — 

That fate hath locked forever love's 

golden Eden gate ? 
There's a wrong beyond redressing, 
There's a prize not worth possessing, 
And a lady's condescension 
May come an hour too late ! 



" TOO LOW A^VD VET TOO HIGH!'' 

He came in velvet and in gold; 

lie wooed her with a careless grace ; 
A confidence too rashly bold 

Breathed in his language and his face. 



While she — a simple maid — replied : 

** No more of love 'twixt thee and me I 
These tricks of passion 1 deride, 

Nor trust thy boasted verity. 

Thy suit, with artful smile and sigh. 
Resign, resign: 
No mate am I for thee or thinej 

Beiny too low, and yet too high! " 

His spirit changed; his heart grew warm 
With genuine passion ; morn by mom 
More pei-fect seemed the virgin charm 
That crowned her 'mid the ripening 
com. 
And now he wooed with fervent mien, 
AVith soul intense, and words of fire, 
But reverence-fraught, as if a queen 

Were hearkening to his heart's desire. 
She brightly blushed, she gently sighed, 
Yet still the village maid replied 
. (Though in sad accents, wearily): 
" Thy suit resign, 
Resign, resign! 
Ldrd Huf/h/I iiever can be thine, 
'to€tlGV3 am I, and yet too high!** 



THE LORDSHIP OF CORFU, 

A LEGEND OF 1516. 

What time o'er gory lands and threat- 
ening seas 
Fair fortune, wearied, fled the Genoese — 
What time from many a realm the 

waters woo 
lu the warm south, " Who now shall 

rule Corfu?'' 
Rose with the eager passion and fierce 

greed 
Of those who preyed on every empire's 

need,— , 

Tliere fell upon that isle's disheartened 

brave 
A wild despair, such as in one dark 

grave 
Might well have whelmed the prostrate 

nation's pride, 
Her honor, strength, traditions — all 

beside 
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WMch crowns a race with sovereignty. 

Sublime 
Above the reckless purpose of liis time 
Their Patriarch stood, and such wise 

words he spake 
The basest souls are thrilled, the feeblest 

wake 
To some high aim, some passion grand 

and free, 
Some cordial grace of magnanimity : 
By such unwonted power they yield their 

all 
To him that came, as if at Godhead's 

call, 
To save the state, whose stricken pillars 

reel. 

How works the Patriarch for his people's 

weal ? 
Calmly he bids them launch their stanch- 

est keel — 
A gorgeous galley: on her decks they 

raise 
Great golden altars, girt by lights that 

blaze 
Divinely, and by music's mystic rain. 
Blent of soft spells, half sweetness and 

half pain, 
Fallen from out the highest heaven of 

song. 

And there, to purify all souls of wrong 
And latent sin, he calls from far and 

near 
Xobles and priests and people. Every 

where 
The paths are full, which, sloping 

steeply down 
From the green pasture and the walled 

town. 
Lead oceanwanj, where, anchored near 

the quay. 
That sacred galley heaved along the 

sea — 
Her captain no rude mariner, with soul 
Tough as the cordage his brown hands 

control. 
But the gray Patriarch, llflinc; eyes of 

prayer. 



While o'er the reverent thousands, calm 

in air, 
The sacred host shone like an awfii) 

star. 

"Children! " the Patriarch crie<l, '* If 

strong ye are 
To trust in heaven -— albeit heaven' a 

message sent 
This day through me, seem strange, and 

strangely blent 
With chance-fe;l issues — swear, what- 

e'er betide. 
When once our unmoored bark dotb 

fleetly glide 
O'er the blue spaces of the nndlantl 

sea — 
What flag soe'er first greets our eager 

view. 
Our own to veil, and humbly yield thei-e- 

to 
The faith and sovereign claims of fair 

Corfu." 

They vowed a vow methinks ne'er vowed 

before. 
The while their galley, strangely laden, 

bore 
Down the south wind, which freshly 

blew from shore. 

Past Vido and San Salvador they 

sped, 
Past stormy heights and capos whose 

rock-strewn head 
Baffled the surges; still no ship they 

met. 
Till, sailing far beyond the nish and 

fret 
Of shifting sand-locked bars, at last they 

gain 
The open and illimitable main. 

There in one line two gallant vessels 

roile ; 
From this the lurid Crescent banner 

glowed. 
From that the rampant Lion of St. 

Mark's! 
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Much, much they wondered when 

athwart them drew, 
With glittering decks, the galley from 

Corfu, 
Li;^hte(l by tapers tall of myriad dyes, 
And echoing chants of holy litanies. 

Soon unto both the self-same message 

came ; 
For loud o'er antique hymn and altar 

flame 
Thrilled the chief's voice, " Hearken, ye 

rival powers! 
Whichever first may touch our anned 

towel's* 
Thenceforth shall be the lords of fair 

Corfu!" 

Changed was the wind, and landward 
now it blew; 

Smiting the waves to foam-flakes wild 
and white. 

All sails were braced, the rowers rowed 
with might, 

But soon the island men turned pale to 
see 

The Turk's prow surging van ward stead- 
ily. 

Till five full lengths ahead, careering 
fast. 

With flaunting flag and backward-swoop- 
ing mast, 

And scores of laboring rowers bent as one 

Towartl oars which made cool lightnings 
in the sun. 

The Paynim craft — unless some mar- 
vellous thing 

Should hap to crush her crew or clip her 
wing — 

Seemed sure as that black Fate which 
urged her on 

Victor to prove, and that proud island 
race 

To load with sickening burdens of dis- 
grace! 

• These ** Towers," we must remember, were 
built in with the substance of the city walls, 
which rose abruptly out of the waters of the 



And now on crowded decks and crowd- 
ed shore 

Xaught but the freshening sea wind's 
hollow roar 

Was heard, with flap of rope and clang 
of sail, 

Veering a point to catch the changing 
gale, 

Or furious lashes of the buffeting oar! 

Just then the tall Venetian strangely 
changed 

Her steadfast course, with open por:- 
holes ran^^ed 

'Gainst the far town. Across the sea- 
waste came, 

First, a sharp flash and lurid cloud of 
flame, 

Tlien the dull boom of the on-speeding 
ball. 

Followed by sounds which to the isles- 
men seem 

Sweet as the wakening from some night- 
mare dream — 

The sounds of splintered tower and 
crashing wall ! 

Then rose a shrill cry to the shivering 
heaven — 

" Thus, thus to us your island realm is 
(/it en ! '^ 

Burst as one voice from out the conquer- 
ing crew : 

" Thus Venice claims the lordship of 
Corfu ! " 



TALLULAH FALLS, 

Alone with nature, where her passion- 
ate mood 

Deepens and deepens, till from shadowy 
wood, 

And sombre shore the blended voices 
sound 

Of five infuriate torrents, wanly crowned 

With such pale-misted foam as that 
which starts 

To whitening lips from frenzied human 
hearts! 
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Echo repeats tlie thunderous roll and When downward hurled, from 'wilder- 
boom in*: shock to shock. 

Of these vexed waters through the foli- Us wild heart breaks upon the outmost 

aged gloom | rock 

80 wildly, in their grand reverberant | That guards the empire of this rule of 

swell wrath! 

Borne from dim hillside to rock-bounded ITenceforth, beyond the shattered cata- 

dell, racl's path. 

That oft the tunuilt seems ' The tempereil si)irit of a gentler guide 

The vast fantastic dissonance of dreams; Enters, methinks the unperturbed 
A roar of adverse elements, torn and ' tide; 

riven Its current sparkling in the hh\st iv»- 
In dark nM-csses of some billowy hell, lease 

Ihii semliug <'ver through the trenndous From wasting passion, glides through 

air, shores of peace. — 

Deliancc hulen with aiiixust despair O'er brightened spaces and clear coii- 
l'l> to the calm and pitiful face of fluent calms, 

heaven I Float the hale breathings of near meatl- 

ow balms. 

From Icd^e to Icdixe tlie imix'tuous cur- And still by silent cove and silvery 

rcut sweeps rea<-h. 

Forever lorluicd, tameless, inisulidued, Tlie nnu'inurous wavelets pass; 

Amid the (lai-kly luniiid ^o]iiu<le. Lip the yriM'n tendrils of the delicate 
Tlii'oii^h ua^te and turbulent (l«M'ps grass, 

ll cleaves a tenil)le i>ailiuay, <jver- And iraucpiil hour by hour, 

run I'ltlifi a ei-ysial Ljlass. 

OiiIn by doubtful lliekeriuL's of the ^Vlle^eiu eaeh lillie Xarciss!is-flower, 

^uii. May mark its slender frame and beau- 
To UK-et with s\\ift eross-(^ddies, \\liirl- teous face 

IKtnls vot MiiTored in ^^oftly visionary grace. 

On \ riLcr-s ot' sonie ii'.eaNiiirh'ss abyss. Ami ^till, i»y fairy-bight and shelvinij 
Ab<.\.' liie stii-iin.l t'nt. lieaeji. 

'Ilie lion's linllow loaf. or serpj'ut Tlif lair waves whisper low as leaves in 

lli>«•^ June 

Ot" wliMv,. ini<'i'a>inu r-nnlliri wa^ed be- (Small u«iv>j|,s Ijspinir in thiMr \\oodlan<l 

low bower), 

'i'lie L:<)i-r> of tlie -i.int ].rrriiiic-('. Ami >till, tin- I'VJ-r-lessening tide 

Sliiiii'N ill • uiil-l vpl-'inloidr ;i li.'.n.Milv Lnp-^r^. a> L:lides .s<tnie oiiee imperious 

l.ou. lilr 

Fiom baiiulity sunnuits of demoniac 
r.iit l)!iiiil.-.| j!» the i.iinhow"^ uloiy \>\\di\ 

-IkM Il.utvd and M-nueful strife, 

r';iii- a>< tin- anr.Mile "iduml an anufl's I)own tlitoiiuli lime's twilight-valleys 

li.-a.l ].niilir.l: 

Still wilh daik \,i]wm-n all al.on' ii tni'led 'S'l-aniin',:, alonr. to keep 

TlK'd.'iiion ^1)1111 ot" till- \\iiifr\ W(.fM. \ lon--i.rc(l.>K! ined try>l with nii^bt and 
Tin'onuli nian\ a ma. M. in. I iiii'\.". .uid -Ir.-j.. 

vioiii,\ 'lit.H'. r.c!i«ii]i liir d.'W->ofi kissi's of tin* 

Sprrds Id i'- 1,1-; 1 niiilll; 'loll- ovcfllow, nii'o;:' 
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DIVIDED. 

As not a bud that burgeons 'mid the 
bowers ; 
As not a leaf on any tree tliat grows, 
But to its neighbor some un likeness 
shows, 
Made clearer still through all the blos- 
soming hours. 

Thus hath it chanced that, since the 
world began, 
Xo soul hath found its fellow; fates 

may blend 
In the close ties of lover, husband, 
friend. 
Yet through some subtle difference, man 
from man 



Severed, sees not his brother's innermost 
life; 
The lover his sweet mistress knows 

in part, 
And each to other half revealed in 
heart, 
Pass death ward, the true husband and 
true wife. 

Shall heaven make all things plain ? 
Nay, who can tell ? 

Only, sick heart! like the sore- 
wounded dove 

Seeking her distant nest, hold fant to 

lOVCy 

Till death's deep cui-few tolls its vesper 
bell. 



% 
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* Gurgle, gurRk", gurgle, 
Over ledge auU stoue." 



THE MEADOW BROOK. 



Gi'ROLE, gurgle, gurgle. 

Over ledge anil stone ; 
How Tm going, flowing. 

Westward, all alone; 
All alone, but happy, 

Happy and hale am I, 
Claspetl by the emerald meadows. 

Flushed by the golden sky! 

No kindred brook is calling. 

To woo these tides in glee; 
I hear no neighboring voices 

Of inland rill, or sea; 



But the sedges thrill above me, 

.'Vnd where I blithely pass, 
Coy winds, like nymphs in ambush. 

Seem whispering through the grass. 

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle; 

Hark ! the tiny swell 
Of wavelets softly, silverly 

Toned like a faii^ bell. 
Whose every note, dropped sweetly 

In mellowed glamour round, 
Echo hath caught and harvested 

In airy sheaves of sound! 
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THE VALLEY OF ASOSTAX. 

[Ill vKlian's "Various History," b<K)k iii., 
chapter xviii., the foHowiny; U*ti<'inl, or parable, 
will be fouiul. How vividly it reealls to us the 
words of the .Mast<*r: " Unless ye be eonverled, 
and tKCOine tis little childnu, ye eannot enter 
into the kingdom of heaven! "] 

An Oi-ieiit legend, which liath all the 

light ' 
And fragrance oi the asphodels of 

heaven. 
Smiles on lis from old .Khan's mellowed 

page : 
And thus it runs, smooth as the stream 

of joy 
Whereof it tells, yet with some discord 

hlent. 
Which, hearkened rightly, makes the 

music irne 
To man's mysterious instincts ^n<l his 

fate : 

In the strange valley of Anostan dwell 
Th».' far .Meropes. tliiougli whose nuir- 

miu'ons icalm 
Two mighiy rivers — omc a stream of 

l)i\inc anil periVcl : one a stream of 

l.alr — 
Flowed side l»y side, 'iwixl forest shades 

and llnwcis 
(Hrigiil sliadfs and sonil)r«>. poison 

llow.'rs an<i pni.'). 
Down lo a disi.iiii iiiid an unknown sea. 

On eillier bank weiv rinit-trers and ripe 

fiuil, 
'0'1i.-i-eof nien pinrked and ale: bnl 

w lioxi at'- 
Ol ihe wan fruilaue of llie .>1ivani ol" 

l.al." 
W'nit <'\ej- allcr w.'.-piim uall toi- hMi's. 
'I'ill death -IiomM lind liiin: l.ui wlio.'< r 

I'aitook 
( M" the rare fruilau.- of tlir sttv.iin nt 

.j"y 

Mraiuhtwav was lapped in ^\\<\\ <•< si.jir 
p.ae.'. 

Sn<-h fond ol)li\ion of all hasi- d. -sires. 



His soul grew fresh, dew-like, and sweet 
again, 

And throtigh his piist, his golden yester- 
days, 

lie wandered back and back, till yontlu 
regaineil. 

Shone in the candid radiance of his eyes. 

That still waxed larger, holier, crystal- 
clear, 

With resurrection of life's tendere^i 
<lawn 

Of childlike faith; by which illumed ami 
warmed. 

He walks, himself a dream within a 
dream, 

Yearning for infancy. This found at 
last, 

(Jently he ]»asses upwaril unto (iod. 

Not tln-ough death's portal, wrapped in 
storms and wrath, 

lint the fair archway of the gates of 
birth! 



TIVO SOX(»S. 
FIRST SON(i. 

I Lkt me die by the sea! 

I Wlien his billows are haughty and high, 

I And the siornt-wind's abroad, — 

1 When his dark passion grasps at the >ky 

With the i)ower of a god, — 

I Wlirn all his ti<M-ce forces are f ree — 

' I. el nie die by the sea. 

' Let nie die by ilie s<'a! 
' 'id bis riiytbnis of tc-mpest and rain, 
I would I'ass from the earth. 
Tiiroimb death that is travail and pain, 

Ibrouub death that is l>irtli; 
'Miii ili«- t bunders of waves and of lea. 
I,.-: lue die by the 5ea. 

Ld ni.' di'- b\ the sea! 
When the uiv:<t dei'])s are snndered and 

slined. 

.\i;il lb.' nielli eometh fast, 
J.rt iii\ sjiiiii nirtunt up like a bird, 
On ib<- w Jul:- ot the blast. 
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O'er the tumults of wave and of lea, 
O'er their ravage and roar, 
She would soar, she would soar, 
Where peace waits her at last: 

Oh ! Fate, let nie die by the sea. 

8KCOND SONG. 

Ah, no! Ah, no! I would not go 
While eartli and heaven are black: — 

When all is wildly drear and dark, 
Guanl, guard, O God! this vital 
spark ! 

But I would go when winds are low. 

And distant, dreamy rills 
Are heard to lapse with lingering flow. 

Between the twilight hills: 
With earth, and wave, and heaven at 
peace, 

Tfien let these outwoni pulses cease. 



SOXXETS. 
ON VARIOUS THEMES. 



FRESHXESS OF POETIC PERCEPTION. 

Day followed day; years i)erish; still 

mine eyes 
Are opened on the self-same round of 

space ; 
Yon fadeless forests in their Titan grace. 
And the large splendors of those opulent 

skies. 
1 watch, unwearied, the miraculous dyes 
Of dawn or sunset; the soft boughs 

which lace 
Round some coy dryad in a lonely place, 
Thrilled with low whispering and strange 

sylvan sighs: 
Weary ? the poet's mind is fresh as dew, 
And oft re-filled as fountains of the 

light. 
Ills clear child's soul finds something 

sweet and new 
Even in a weed's heart, the carved 

leaves of com. 



The spear-like grass, the silvery rim of 

morn, 
A cloud rose-edged, and fleeting stars at 

night! 



LAOCOON. 

A GNARLED and massive oak log, shape- 
less, old, 

Hewed down of late from yonder hill- 
side gray, 

Grotesquely curved, across our hearth- 
stone lay; 

About it, serpent-wise, the red flames 
rolled 

In writhing convolutions; fold on fold 

They crept and clung with slow portent- 
ous sway 

Of deadly coils; or in malignant play, 

Keen tongues outflashed, 'twixt vapor- 
ous gloom and gold. 

Lo! as I gazed, from out that flaming 
gyre 

There loomed » wild, weird image, all 
astrain 

With strangled limbs, hot brow, and 
eyeballs dire. 

Big with the anguish of the bursting 
brain : 

Laocoon's form, Laocoon's fateful pain, 

A frescoed dream on flickering walls of 
fire! 

III. 

AT LAST. 

In youth, when blood was warm and 

fancy high, 
1 mocked at death. IIow many a quaint 

conceit 
I wove about his veiled head and feet. 
Vaunting aloud. Why need ice dread 

to die f 
But now, enthralled by deep solemnity. 
Death's pale phantasmal shade I darkly 

greet : 
Ghostlike it haunts the hearth, it haunts 

the street. 
Or drearier makes drear midnight's 

mystery. 
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Ah, soul-perplexing vision! oft I deem 

That antique myth is true which pic- 
tured death 

A. masked and hideous form all shrank 
to see ; 

But at the last slow ebb of mortal 
breath, 

Death, his mask melting like a night- 
mare dream, 

Smiled, — heaven's high-priest of Im- 
moitality ! 

iv. 

A PHANTOM IN THE CLOUDS. 

All day the blast, with furious ramp 

and roar, 
Sweeps the gaunt hill-tops, piles the 

vapors high. 
Thro' infinite distance, up the tortured 

sky — 
Till to one nurtured on the ocean- 
shore. 
It seems — with eyes half-shut to hill 

and moor — 
The anguished sea waves' multitudinous 

cry — 
It changes! deepening . . Christ! what 

agony 
Doth some doomed spirit on these 

wild winds outpour! 
At last a lull! stirred by slow wafts of 

air! 
When lo! o'er dismal wastes of stormy 

wreck, 
Cloud-wrought, an awful form and face 

abhorred ! 
Thine, thine, Iscariot! smitten by mad 

despair, 
With lurid eyeballs strained, and writh- 
ing neck. 
Round which is coiled a blood-red 

phantom cord ! 

V. 

JAPONICAS. 

Beneath the sullen slope of shadowy 
skies. 

Midmost this flowerless, wind-bewil- 
dered space 



(Once a fair garden, now a desert- 
place) 

Ah! what voluptuous hues are these 
that rise 

In sudden lustre, on my startled eyes ? 

They glow like roses on an orient face. 

Glimpsed in swift flashes of enchant- 
ing gi-ace, 

'Twixt the shy harem's gold-wrought 
tapestries ! 

Ye bright Japonicas! your glorious 
gleam 

Tints with strange light the enamored 
waves of air, 

And wafts of such coy fragrance round 
you float 

Fancy transcends these boundaries 
blanched and bare, 

For beauty lures her in a ravishint^ 
dream 

Of roseate lips, dark locks, and swan- 
white throat! 

VI. 
THE USirRPER. 

Fob weeks the languid southern wind 

had blown. 
Fraught with Floridian balm; thro' 

winter skies 
We seemed to catch the smile of April's 

eyes; 
A queenly waif, from her far temperate 

zone 
Wayfaring — half bewildered and alone. 
Yet, by the delicate fervor of her grace. 
And the arch beauty of her changeful 

face, 
Making an alien empire all her own. 
So day by day that sweet usurper's rel^n 
Gladdened the world. One eve the 

south wind sighed 
Iler soft soul out ; the north wind raved 

instead ; 
All night he raved; when moniing 

dawned again. 
Winter, rethroned, looked down with 

scornful pride 
Where April, dying, bowed her golden 

head ! 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



SONNETS, 



259 



vu. 

DECKMBEK SONNET. 

Round the December heights the clouds 

are gray — 
Gray, and wind-driven toward the 

stonny west, 
They fly, like phantoms of malign mi- 

rest. 
To fade in sombre distances away. 
A flickering brightness o'er the wreck 

of day, 
Twilight, like some sad maiden, grief- 
oppressed. 
Broods wanly on the farthest mountain 

crest ; 
All nature breathes of darkness and 

decay 
Xow from low meadow land and drowsy 

stream. 
From deep recesses of the silent vale. 
Night-wandering vajwrs rise formless 

and chill, 
When, lol oVr shrouded wood and 

shadqwy hill, 
I mark the eve's victorious planet 

beam. 
Fair as an angel clad in silver mall! 

VIII. 
A COMPARISON. 

I THINK, ofttimes, that lives of men may 
be 

Likened to wandering winds that come 
and go, 

Xot knowing whence they rise, whither 
tliey blow 

O'er the vast globe, voiceful of grief or 
glee. 

Some lives are buoyant zephyrs sporting 
free 

In tropic sunshine; some long winds 
of woe 

Tliat shun the day, wailing with mur- 
murs low. 

Through haunted twilights, by the un- 
resting sea; 

Others are ruthless, stormful, dnmk 
with might, 



Born of deep passion or malign desire : 
They rave 'mid thunder-peals and clou. Is 

of fire. 
Wild, reckless all, save that some power 

unknown 
Guides each blind force till life be 

overblown. 
Lost in vague hollows of the fathomless 

night. 

IX. 
FATE, OR CJOD ? 

Beyond the record of all eldest things. 
Beyond the rule and regions of past 

time, 
From out Antiquity's hoar>'-headed 

rime. 
Looms the dread phantom of a King of 

kings: 
Round His vast brows the glittering 

circlet clings 
Of a thrice royal crown; beliind Him 

climb. 
O'er A-tlantean limbs and breast sublime 
The sombre splendors of mysterious 

wings ; 
Deep calms of measureless power, in 

awful state. 
Gird and uphold Him; a miraculous rod. 
To heal or smite, anns His infallible 

hands : 
Known in all ages, worshipped in all 

lands, 
Doubt names this half-embodied mys- 
tery — Fate, 
While Faith, with lowliest reverence, 

wliispers — God ! 

X. 

SONNET. 
Written on a fly-leaf of "The Rubaiyat" 
of Omar KMyy^m, the astronomer-poet 
of Persia. 

Who deems the soul to endless death is 
thrall. 

That no life breatlies beyond that mo- 
ment dire, 

When evei-y sense seems lost as out- 
blown fire; — 
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Must walk, clothed round with darkness 

like a pall, 
Or on false gods of sensual i-apture call ; 
Pluck the rich rotse-leaceft! lift the wine 

cup higher! 
Wed delicate Juntinct to maliyn Deaire, 
{Like some Greek yirl clasped by a bar- 
barous Gaul!) 
Thus Omar preiiched, thus practised, 

centuries since ; 
Wine, beauty, idlesse, orgies crowned 

by lust; 
All these he chanted in volui)tuous song; 
Yet who shall vow, deep Tlnnker! 

poet Prince I 
Thy rhythmic creed the unnatural voice 

of wrong, 
If man, dust-born, shall still return to 

dust ? 

XI. 
EARTH ODORS— AFTER RAIN. 

Life-yielding fragrance of our mother 
earth I 

Benignant breath exhaled from summer 
showers! — 

All Xature dimples into smiles of flowers, 

From unclosed woodland, to trim gar- 
den girth; — 

These perfumes softening the harsh 
soul of dearth. 

Are older than old Shinar's arrogant tow- 
ers, — 

And touched with visions of rain-fresh- 
ened hours, I 

On Syrian hill-slopes ^ere the patriarch's I 
birth ! j 

Nay ! the charmed fancy plays a subtler ' 
part ! — I 

Lo! banished Adam, his large, wonder- 
ing eyes | 

Fixed on the trouble of the firet dark 
cloud! ' 

Lo! tremulous Eve, — a pace behind, 
how bowed, — 

Xot dreaminsf, 'midst her painful pants 
of heart, i 

What balm shall fall from yonder omi- 
nous cloud ! 



XII. 
SONNET. 

I LAY in dusky solitude reclined, 

The shadow of sleep just hovering 
o'er mine eyes, 

When from the cloudland in the west- 
ern skies 

Rose the strange breathings of a tremu- 
lous wind. 

As sound upborne o'er water, throni;!i 
some bliiul. 

Mysterious forest, so this wind did riso. 

Laden, methought, with half-articii- 
l.ite sighs, 

Wafted like spirit-memories o'er the 
mind. 

Then the night deepened; through my 
window-bai-s 

I saw^ the gray clouds billowing fast and 
free, 

Smit by the splendor of the solemn 
stars. 

Then the night deepened; wind and 
cloud became 

A blended tumult, crossed by spears of 
flame, 

"While the great pines moaned like a 
moaning sea. 

XIII. 
POVERTY. 

Once I beheld thee, a lithe mountain 
maid, 

Embrowned by wholesome toils in lasty 
air; 

W'hose clear blood, nurtured by strong, 
primitive cheer, 

Through Amazonian veins, flowed una- 
fraid. 

Broad-breasted, pearly-teethed, thy pure 
breath strayed, 

Sweet as deei>uddercd kine's curled in 
the rare 

Bright spaces of thy lofty atmosphere. 

O'er some rude cottage in a flr-grown 
glade. 

Xow, of each brave ideal virtue stripped, 

O Poverty! I behold thee as thou art, 
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A ruthless liag, the image of woeful 

dearth 
Or brute despair, gnawing its own 

star\'ed heart. 
Thou ravening wretch I ficrce-eyed and 

monster-lipped, 
Why scoui^e forevermore God's beaute- 

teous earth ? 

XIV. 
WASTE. 

Ilow many a budding plant is bom to 

fade! 
How many a May bloom wilt with quick 

decay ! 
Ofttimes the ruddiest rose holds briefest 

sway. 
While heart and sense are evermore be- 
trayed 
Alike in nature*s shine and nature's 

shade. 
Vainly earth-tendered seeds have sought 

tlie day, 
And countless threads of rivulets wind 

astray, 
For one that joins the vast main unem- 

bayed. 
O prodigal nature, why this spendthrift 

waste 
Of light, strength, beauty given to earth 

or man ? 
Thy richest realm may lie in trackless 

seas, 
Thy tenderest loves, perchance, die un- 

embraced ; 
While faith and reason watch thy 'wil- 

dering plan. 
The baffled soul's cloud-compassed Hy- 

ades! 



A MORNING AFTER STORM. 

All night the north wind blew; the 
harsh north rain 

Lashed like a spiteful whip at roof and 
sill. 

Now the pale morning lowers, bewil- 
dered, chill. 



Leaning her cheek against the misted 

pane, 
liike some worn outcast, sick in heart 

and brain. 
The wind that raved all night, though 

muttering still. 
Moans fitfully, with faint, irresolute 

will, 
Through dreary interludes, its low re- 
frain. 
In desolate mood I turn to rest once 

more. 
Closing my senses to this hopeless 

mom. 
This dismal wind. Still must the 

morning gloom, 
Still the low sighing pass sleep's muffled 

door. 
Till her veiled life is fflled with dreams 

forlorn. 
With hollow sounds and bodeful shapes 

of doom. 

XVI. 
DEAD LOVES. 

Whene'er I think of old loves wan and 

dead. 
Of passion's wine outpoured in senseless 

dust. 
Of doomed affection's and long-buried 

trust, 
Through all my soul an arctic gloom is 

shed ; 
And ah ! I walk the world disquieted. 
Thou, my own love! white lily of Aprill 

must 
Thy beauty, perfume, radiance, all be 

thrust 
Earthward, to cramble in a grass-grown 

bed? 
Yea, sweet, 'tis even so! How long, how 

long 
Tlie dust of her who once was tender 

Ruth, 
Hath mouKlered dumbly! And how oft 

the clod, 
Which binds, like hers, all perished love 

and tmth, 
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Strives with pale weeds to veil death's 

hopeless wrong, 
Or through chill lips of flowers appeals 

to God! 

XVII. 
NATURE AT EASE. 

I FEEL the kisses of this lingering 
breeze, 

Wann, close, and ard:i . as the lips of 
love, 

I quaff the sunshine streaming from 
above. 

Like mellow wine of antique vintages; 

Xow, serene nature, at luxurious ease, 

Her deep toils perfected, and richly 
rife 

With subtlest meanings — all her opu- 
lent life 

Reveals in tremulous brakes and whis- 
pering seas. 

If, then, the reverent soul doth lean 
aright, 

Close to those voices of wood, wind, and 
wave, 

"Wliat wondrous secrets bless the spir- 
itual ear, 

Born, as it were, of music winged with 
light. 

Sweeter than those strange songs which 
Orpheus gave 

To earth and lieaven, while both grew 
dmub to hear! 

XVIII. 
THE CNYDIAN ORACLE. 

** What though the Isthmus lacks an 

ocfan-yatCy 
Delve not the soil ! If Jove had loilled 

it so, 
His watchful poicer had opennl long ago 
The channelled pathways of a billowy 

strait:' 
Thus spake the Cnydian Oracle but too 

late; 
For men are blinder than blind winds 

that blow 
Round midnight waves, yet idly dream 

they know 



Some Hennes' trick to steal the goods of 

fate. 
Fools! trench your Isthmus, delving fai^t 

and deep ; 
And as ye toil uplift your boastful 

breath 
O'er swift inmshings of the turbiUeat 

sea-— 
Too swift, by heaven! for, lo! its 

treacherous sweep 
Overwhelms the graded dykes, the oppos- 
ing lea, 
While ye that mocked at fate, fate 

whirls to death ! 

XIX. 
TUE IIYACIXTIl. 

Here in this wrecked stonn-wasted gar- 
den-close 

The grave of infinite generations lied 

Of flowers that now lay lustreless and 
dead, 

As the gray dust of Eden's earliest rose. 

What bloom is this, whose classical 
beauty glows 

Radiantly chaste, with the mild splen- 
dor shed 

Round a Greek virgin's i^oised and per- 
fect head. 

By Phidias wrought 'twixt rapture and 
repose ? 

Mark the sweet lines whose matchless 
ovals curl 

Above the fragile st€m*s half shrink- 
ing grace. 

And say if this piu-e hyacinth doth not 
seem 

(Touched by enchantments of an an- 
tique dream) 

A flower no more, but the low droop- 
ing face 

Of some love-laden, fair Athenian girl ? 

XX. 

THE WOOD FAR IXLAXD. 

I CLOSE mine eyes in this lone inland 

place. 
This wood, far inland, thronged with 

sonibrous trees — 
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Our southland pines — in whose dark 
boughs tlie breeze 

Mourns like a spirit shorn of joy and 
grace ; 

The same wild genius whose half- 
veilM face 

Dawns on tlie barren brink of wave- 
washed leas, 

Fraught witli the ancient mystery of the 
seas, 

Wliose hoary brow bears many a 
8lonn-lK)lt's trace; 

1 close mine eyes; but lo! a spiritujil 

Steals round me: I behold through foam 
and mist 

A dreary reach of wan, slow-shifting 
sand, 

By transient glints of flickering star- 
beams kissed. 

And hear upborne ailiwart the desolate 
strand 

Voices of ghostly billows of the niglU. 

XXI. '\ 

[ConiiKWinl ju:*t aftor iiiHiiiiffht. on the :{l!<t^ofc 
iK'ceialuT, l^Ts.] 

A MOMKXT since his breath dissolved in 

airl 
And now tlivorced from life's last hectic 

glow, 
He joins the old ghostly years of long 

ago. 
In soiiic cloud-folded realm of vague de- 

si)air; 
Ah me! the unsceptred years that wan- 
der there ! 
With cold, wan hands, and faces white 

as snow. 
And echoes of dead voices quavering low 
The phantom-burden of long-peiished 

care ! 
IVrchance all unsubstantialized and 

pray. 
Time's earliest year now greets his last, 

deceased : 
Or he that dumbly gazed on Adam's 

fall. 
Palely emerging f/om the shadowy east. 



With flickering semblance of cold orown 

and pall. 
Clothes the dim ghost of him just passed 

away ! 

XXII. 

MAGNOLIA GARDENS. 

Yes, found at last, — the earthly para- 
dise! 

Ilere by slow currents of the silvery 
stream 

It smiles, a shining wonder, a fair dream, 

A matchless ndracle to mortal eyes : 

What whorls of dazzling color flash and 
rise 

From rich azaleaii flowers, whose pet- 
als teem 

With such harmonious tints as bright- 
ly gleam 

In sunset rainbows arched o'er perfect 
skies! 

But see! Ix'yond those blended blooms 
of tire, 

Vast tier on tier the lortlly foliage tower 
^Vhicii crowns the centuried oaks' broad 
crested calm: 

Thus on bold beauty falls the shade of 
power; 

Yet beauty still unquelled, fidflls desire. 

Unfolds her blossoms, and outbreathes 
her balm ! 

xxiir. 

ENGLAND. 

Cloud-girded land, brave land beyond 

the sea! 
Land of my father's love! how oft I 

yearn 
Towanl thy famed ancestral shores U 

turn. 
Roaming thy glorious realm in liberty; 
All English growths would sacred seem 

to me. 
From opulent oak to flickering wayside 

fern: 
Much from her delicate daisies could I 

learn. 
And all her home-bred flowers by lake 

or lea. 
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But most I dream of Shropshire's mead- 
ow grass, 

Its grazing lierds, and sweet hay-scented 
air; 

An ancient hall near a slow rivulet's 
mouth ; 

A church vine-clad ; a graveyard gloom- 
ing south; 

These are the scenes through which i 
fain would pass ; 

There lived my sires, whose sacred dust 
is there. 

XXIV. 
DISAPPOINTMENT. 

All ! phantom pale, why hast thou come 

with pace 
Thus slow, and such sad deprecating 

eyes? 
What! dost thou dream thy presence 

could surprise 
One the born vassal of thy realm and 

race ? 
I looked in boyhood on thy clouded face; 
In youth dissevered from all cordial 

ties, 
Heard the deep echoes of thy murnnared 

sighs 
In many a shadowy, grief -enshrouded 

place; 
Therefore, O sombre Genius, be not 

coy! 
When have we dwelt so alien and apart 
I could not faintly feel thy muffled 

heart ? 
Till even should hope's fruition softly 

shine, 
I well might deem beneath the mask 

of joy 
Lurked that sad brow, those twilight 

eyes of thine! 

xxA^ 

THE LAST OF THE ROSES. 

A ROYAL rose ! A rose how darkly red ! 

A proud, voluptuous, full blown flower, 
that sways 

Her sceptre i/er the wind-swept gar- 
den-ways, 



With mantling cheek and bold, imperious 

head! 
Al«ne she lifts above yon desolate bed 
A beauty past all terms of raptui-ed 

praise, 
Tlie statelier that she ndes in autumn 

days. 
When every rival flower is dimmed or 

dead! 
A haughty Cleopatra! there shesmih^s. 
Unwitting that her sovereign love is 

lost — 
Her Antony! a gorgeous smiflowcr 

bloom ! 
Ah! vain henceforth lier beauty and 

sweet wiles! 
Queen! art thou blind ? Thy lord halh 

met his doom ; 
His Actium came with winter's van- 
guard — Frost ! 

XXVI. 
THE AXE AXD PIXE. 

All day, on bole and limb the axes riuii. 
And every stroke upon my start UmI 

brain 
Falls with the power of sympath(»tio 

pain; 
I shrink to view each glorious forest - 

king 
Descend to earth, a wan, discrowned 

thing. 
Ah, Heaven! beside these foliaged giants 

slain, 
How small the human dwarfs, whose 

lust for cain 
Hath edged their brutal steel to smite axul 

sting! 
Hark! to those long-drawn murmuring>, 

strange and drear! 
The wail of Dryads in their last distress; 
O'er ruined haunts and ravished loveli- 
ness 
Still tower those brawny arms; tones 

coarsely loud 
Rise still beyond the greenery's waning 

cloud. 
While falls the insatiate steel, sharp, 

cold ami sheer! 
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XXVII. 
BETROTHAL NIGHT. 

Through golden languors of low glim- 
mering light, 
Deep eyes, overbrimmed with passion's 

sacred wine, 
IIeart-ix»rf umed tears — ^yearning towards 

me, shine 
Like stars made lovelier by faint mists 

at night; 
Her fheeks, sweet lilies change to roses 

bright, 
Blown in love's realm, fed by his breath 

divine; 
And even those virginal tremors seem 

the sign 
Of i)erfect joy through love's michal- 

lenged right : 
O happy breast, that heavcst soft and 

fair 
Through silvery clouds of luminous silk 

and lace ! 
O, gracious han^s, O flower-enwoven 

head, 
O'er which hope's charm its delicate 

waiTiith has shed I 
While smiles and blushes wreathe her 

dimpling face, 
bet in the splendor of dark Orient hair ! 

XXVIII. 

*'the old max of the sea." 
Ghievois, in sooth, was luckless Sind- 

bad's plight, 
Saddled with that foul monster of the 

sea; 
But who of some soul-harrowing weight 

is free ? 
And though we veil our woe from public 

sight. 
Full many a weary day and dismal 

night. 
It chafes our spirits sorely! Yet, for 

thee. 
Whato'or, O friend, thy special grief 

may be, 
r:Mr:»» thou against it all thy manhootrs 

niiuhl. 



Thus, though thou may'st not smite on 

brow or breast 
That irksome incubus, be sure some 

day 
The load that blights shall droop and fall 

away. 
And thou, because of torture borne so 

. well, 
Shall pass from out thy long, malign 

unrest 
And walk thy future paths invincible ! 

XXIX. 

two pictures. 

She stood beneath the vine-leaves flushed 

and fair; 
The dimpling smiles around her tender 

mouth, 
Seemed born of mellow sunshine of 

the South ; 
A light breeze trembled in her unbound 

hair; 
Xo young Greek goddess, in the violet 

air 
Of vales immortal, shone with purer 

grace; 
A delicate glory touched her fonn and 

face, 
^Vhence the sweet soul looked on us, 

nobly bare, — 
As Heaven itself, unclouded : — thus she 

stood, 
Rut when I saw her next (O God! the 

woe!) 
Love, mirth, and life had fled forever 

more ; 
Prostrate she lay, about her a dark wood. 
And many a helpless mourner, wailing 

low; 
The cruel waves which drowned her 

lapped the shore. 

XXX. 

THE MIGHT HAVE BEEN. 

Once in the twilight hour there stole on 

me 
A strange, sweet spirit ! In her tender 

eyes 
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Shone a far beauty, like the morning 

skies, 
And tranquil was she as a summer sea ; 
An air of large, divine benignity 
Breathed, like a living garb of spiritual 

dyes 
About her — with the gentle fall and 

rise 
Of her heart pulses tuned to mystery — 
But, as I gazed, a sadness deep as death 
Crept o*er the beauty of her brow serene's 
And a faint tremor stirred her shadowy 

lips; 
** Thou know'st me not, ** she sighed, 

with mournful breath ; 
"IIow can' St thou kno.v me? Lo, 

through Fate's eclipse, 
Thou seest, too late, too late, thy Might 

Have Been!" 

XXXI. 
XIGllT-WIXnS IN AVINTEK. 

Winds! are they winds? — or myriad 
ghosts, that shriek ? 

Ghosts of poor mariners, drowned in 
Northern seas, 

Beside the surf-tormented Hebrides, 

Whose voices now of tide-born terror 
speak 

In tones to blanch the boldest listener's 
cheek ? 

Hark ! how they thunder down the far-off 
leas, 

Sweep the scourged hills, and smite the 
woodland trees, 

To die where towers yon glittering moun- 
tain-i)eak ! 

A moment's stillness! Then with lus- 
tier might 

Of wing and voice, these marvellous 
wraiths of air 

Fill with dread sound the ondnous 
heights of nii;ht. 

Athwart their stormful breath the star- 
throngs fade : 

How dimmed is Cassiopana's radiant 
chair, 

While Perseus droops, touched by trans- 
figuring shade! 



XXXII. 
TO THE QLERULOUS POETS. 

Throw by the trappings of your tixLsel 
rhyme ! 

Hush the crude voice, whose never- 
ending wail 

Blights the sweet song of thrush, or 
nightingale, — 

Set to the treble of our querulous time : 

Is earth grown dim? Hath heaven 
her grace sublime. 

Her pomp of jclouds, and winds, and 
sunset showers 

Merged in the twilight of funereal hours. 

And Time's death-signal struck its iron 
•j[^himc ? 

O! false, frail dreamer! not one tiniest 
note 

From yonder green-girt copse, but whis- 
pers •* shame!" — 

Love, beauty, rapture, swell tlie war- 
bler's throat, — 

The self-same joy, the passion blithe 
and young. 

Thrilled by the force of whose iunnacn- 
late flame. 

The first glad stars, the stars of mom« 
ing, sung! 

XXXIII. 
IX THE PORCH. 

In this old porch, fast moiddering to de- 

But wreathed in vines and girt by shad- 
owy trees. 

All day I hear the dreamfid hum of 
l)ees. 

Soft-rustling foliage, and the fragrant 
sway 

Of breezes borne from some far ocean 
bay; 

And oft with half-closed eyelids, 
stretched at ease — 

The pines above me voiced like distant 
seas — 

I seem to mark a coy young Dryad stray 

Out from the tangled greenery over- 
head, 
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Her brow leaf -crowned, her eyes of twi- 
light fire 

Deep with Arcadian mysteries softly 
shed; 

Aid near hor, wafted from the ambro- 
sial 8oiitli, 

A white-limbed Nereid, round whose 
balmy mouth 

Breathe the wave's freshness and the 
wind's desire. 

XXXIV. 
THE PII A NTO M — SO NO. 

I.v museful hours, when thoughts of 

grace divine 
Koll wave-like up the stormless stmnd 

of di-eams; — 
When that whioh in grows vague as that 

which Heentity — 
I mark, far-oiT, a railiant shade incline 
From heaven to earth, — whose face of 

marvellous shine, 
{Half veiled in mysiic beauty), softly 

beam 3 
With delicate lustres, and elusive 

gleams, 
Caught from some viewless Eden — hy- 
aline: — 
Kthereal, as the wavering hues that start 
From chonled rainbows; — lingering 

scarce so long 
As the last sun-ray flashed in twilight's 

eyt*, 
I hail this phantom of a perfect song; — 
And I, some day, shall pass the phantom 

by,- 
To feel the embodied music next my 

hedi't ! 

XXXV. 
SMALL OKIEFS AND GREAT. 

llow oft by trivial griefs our spirits 
tossed 

Drift vague and restless round this 
changeful world ! 

Vet when great sorrows on our lives are 
hurled. 

And fate on us has wreaked his utter- 
most, 



0*er wounded breasts our steadfast arms 
are crossed; 

We front the blast, silent, with un- 
bowed head 

And stoic mien; for fear with hope is 
dead; 

And calm the voice which whispei-s: 
''All is lost!'' 

Thence to the end, our being, stripped 
and bare 

Of love, and peace, and gracious joys of 
of earth. 

Like some storm-shattered tree, its with- 
ered might 

May lift defiant, dauntless in its dearth, 

Seeming Death's bolt, that final stroke, 
to dare, 

A dreary watclier on a blasted height! 

XXXVL 
THE SHALLOW HEART ! 

"Pity her," say'st thou, "pity her!" 
nay, not I ! 

Her heart is shallow as yon garndous 
rill 

That froths o'er pebbles: grief, true 
grief is still, 

Deathfully soleuui as eternity 

Thro* whose dreail realm its silent fan- 
cies fly 

Seeking the lost and love<l ; soitows that 
kill 

Life's hope, ai-e like those poisons which 
distil 

Their noiseless dews l)eneath the mid- 
night sky: — 

Their venom works in secret! gnaws the 
heart. 

And withers the worn spirit, albeit no 
sign 

Shows the sad inward havoc, till some 
day, 

(Pledging our calm friend o'er the pur- 
pling wine). 

Sudden, he falls amongst us, and we 
start 

At a low whisper, **IIe has passed 
away!" 
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XXXVII. 

TIIK STOUMY NIGUT. 

[Written on u stormy Christmas iiight (1873).] 

How roars this wintry tempest, fierce 
ami luud, 

Borne fioni far passes of the ice-locked 
hills! 

How raves this desolate rain, whose tu- 
mult tills 

The whole dark heaven up-piled with 
cloud on cloud ; 

While yonder quivering pine-trees, 
drenclied and bowed, 

Blend their strange moaning with the 
noise of rills. 

And one swift stream, whose angry 
clarion shrills, 

Pierchig the mists which o'er itchng and 
crowd ! 

Roar, mighty wind ! rave on, thou mer- 
ciless rain I 

Uproot, and madly ravage — wliilst ye 
may; 

Your furious voices smite mine ears in 
vain. 

For, housed and warmed by this briglit 
fireside cheer. — 

Safe as on some calm springtide's calm- 
est day, 

I mock your ire, nor heed your wild de- 
spair. 



PERSONAL SOXXETS. 



TO IIKXKY W. LONGFELLOW. 

I THINK earth's noblest, most pathetic 
sight 

Is some old poet, round whose laurel- 
crown 

The long gray locks are streaming softly 
down ; — 

Whose evening, touched by prescient 
shades of night. 

Grows tranquillized, in calm, ethereal 
light: — 



I Such, such art thou, O master! uortiiitr 

grown 
In the fair sunset of thy full renown, — 
Poising, perchance, thy spiritual wvul.- 

for flight! 
Ah, heaven! why shouldsl thou fuin li > 

place depart ? 
God's court is thronged with min.^^irl . 

rich with .song; 
Even now, a new note bwt lis the :n.ii.;.< 

ulate choir, — 
But thou, whose strains have filhd t.iu 

lives so long. 
Still from the altar of thy revert'in 

heart 
Let golden dreams ascend, and thoni:lu:> 

of fire ! 

II. 

TO GEORGE IL BOKKK. 
Addressed to (Jeorge H. Hoker, of Phihulel- 
pliia — nfter the perusal of Sonnets con tallica 
in his " Plays and Poems." 

It hath been thine to prove what u«. 

and power, 
What sweetness, and what glorious 

strength belong 
To the brief compass of that slanden-J 

song 
We term the Sonnet. Thine hath Ik n* 

the dower 
Whereby its richly fruitful, fair\' showei 
Of poesy hath flooded o'er our heaits: 
And thine the dominant magic whicli 

imparts 
Life to its thrilling nmsic. Hour l.y 

hour, 
>ry soul from this sniall fountain, in 

Avhose deep 
The sunshine of thy passionate ge:iiui> 

plays. 
Doth drink delight, till fancy melts in 

sleep. 
Charmed by the witchery of thy perfect 

lays, — 
Not dreandess, but flushed through with 

joys that keep 
Some fervent gleam of youth's volup- 
tuous days. 
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TO ALGEKNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 

Not since proud Marlowe poured his 
potent song 

Tlirougli fadeless meadows to a marvel- 
lous main, 

Has England hearkened to so sweet a 
strain — 

So sweet as thine, and ah! so subtly 
strong! 

Whether sad love it mourns, or w reaks 
on wrong 

The rhythmic rage of measureless dis- 
dain, 

Dallies with joy, or swells in fiery pain. 

What ravished souls the entrancing 
notes prolong! 

At thy chanued breath pale histories 
blush once more: 

Soc! Rosamond's smile! drink love from 
Mary's eyes; 

Quail at the foul Medici's midnight 
frown. 

Or hark to black Bartholomew's an- 
guished cries! 

Blent with far horns of Calydon widely 
blown 

O'er the grim death-growl of the ensan- 
guined boar! 

But crowned by hope, winged with 

august desire. 
Thy muse soars loftiest, when her breath 

is drawn 
In stainless liberty's ethereal dawn, 
And "songs of simrise" her warm lips 

suspire: 
High in auroral radiance, high and 

higher. 
She buoys thee up, till, earth's gross 

vapors gone. 
Thy proud, flame-girdled spirit gazes on 
The unveiled fount of freedom's crystal 

fire. 
When thou hast drained deep draughts 

divinely nurst 
'Mid lucid lustres, and hale haunts of 

mom. 



On lightning thoughts thy choral thun- 
ders burst 

Of rapturous song! Apollo's self, new- 
born. 

Might thus have sung from his Olympian 
sphere ; 

All hearts are thrilled; all nations 
hushed to hear! 

IV. 
TO EDGAR FAWCETT. 

Art thou some reckless poet, fiercely 

free. 
Singing vague songs an errant brain 

inspires ? 
Mad with the ravening force of inward 

fires, 
"Whose floods o'erwhelm him like a 

masterless sea ? 
No! art and nature wisely blend in 

thee! 
Thy soul has learned from lays of loftiest 

lyres 
\Vhat laws should bind weird fancy's 

wild desires, 
Rounded to rhythmic immortality! 
Thus golden thoughts in golden har- 
monies meet: 
Thy fairy conceptions reel not with false 

glow, 
Through frenzied realms by metrical 

motley swayed ; 
But passion-curbed, with voices strong 

and sweet, 
Bom of regret or rapture, love or woe. 
Pass from rich sunshine to dew-haunted 

shade! 

V. 

CARLYLE. 

O GRANITE nature; like a mountain 
height 

Which pierces heaven I yet with found- 
ations deep. 

Rooted where earth's majestic forces 
sleep, 

In quiet breathing on the breast of 
night : — 
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Proud thoughts wei'e his that scaled the 

infinite 
Of loftiest grasp, and calm Elysian 

sweep ; 
Fierce thoughts were his that burnt the 

donjon keep 
Of ancient wrong, to flood its crypts 

with light: 
Yet o^er his genius, firm as Ailsa's 

rock, 
Large, Atlantean, with grim grandeur 

dowered, — 
Love bloomed, and buds of tender 

beauty flowered: — 
Yet down his rugged massiveness of 

will 
Unscarred by alien passion's fiery shock, 
Mercy flowed melting Hke an Alpine 

rill! 

VI. 
TO JEAN INOELOW. 

Brave lyrist! like the sky-lark, heaven- 
possessed, 
Thy glance is sunward; and thy soul 

grown wise, 
Fronts the full splendor of Apollo's 

eyes, 
AVhile following still thy muse's high 

behest: 
Strength, sweetness, subtlety, are all 

expressed 
la thy clear lays, — whether they dare 

the skies, 
O'ertopping radiant dawns, or rill-like 

rise, 
To thread with rhythmic pulse earth's 

pastoral breast! 
Proud inspiration, hand in hand with 

act 



Ilath made thy winged feet beautiful 

along 
The haloed heights of thine eternal song: 
So near our human love, though bom 

afar. 
Its mellow concord on the listener's 

heart 
Melts with the softness of a falling star! 

VII. 

TO M. 1. p. 

YouB gracious words steal o'er like the 

breeze 
That blows from far-off southland i.Nh's 

benign, — 
All steeped in perfume, sweet as fairy- 
wine. 
Yet touched with salt keen breathing^ 

of the seas ! 
What smiling thoughts of tender min- 
istries 
Passionless service, and strong faith 

divine, 
Rest with this pictured sister's face of 

thine. 
And sister's love: — (blent fire anil 

balms of ease!) 
O love! a two-faced shield of light thoii 

art, 
Whose golden-sided glamour long hath 

shone. 
In wedded bliss and atlluence on my 

life; 
A sister's love — the fair shield's silvery 

zone, 
Turns on me now! — thy deathless 

fervor, wife, 
Blends with the sweetness of this new 

found heart! 
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MAC DOS ALUS JIAID. — A,D. 1780. 
AS NARRATED MANY YEAKH AFTER BY A VETEHAX OF "MARION'S BRIGADE.'* 

[The hero of the following btillail, though a .Scotchman by birth, M'as a determined, enthusi- 
astic Whig. Marion's men, among whom he served during the whole of the war for Indepen- 
dence, regarded him with an admiration bordering sometimes uik)u awe. His gigantic size and 
tii/ength, and a 8i>ecies of " Berserker rage " whicii came over him in battle, were the means by 
which he performe.l many a feat of " »lerring-do," characteristic rather of the Middle Ages 
t lan the times of practical " Farmer George." Of all his desperate escapades, the raid through 
(;(>orgetown. South Carolina, with a force of only four troopers (Georgetown being a fortified 
|H)Mt, defended by a garrison of three hundred English regulars), proved, naturally enough, the 
iiKMt notorious. Authorities differ as to the origin and details of this remarkable alfair. Some 
i.ifonn us that Ser<;eant Macdonalvl had been commanded by Marion to take a small party of his 
men and merely reconnoitre the enemy's lines, and that he chose to exceed his orders ; while 
(»t:iers affirm that Macdonald himself, acting indeiiendently, as lie often did, proi>osed the mu.i 
Kvvierae of " bearding tlie Britisli lion in his den," as a charming relief to the tnnui of camp li!e. 
The latter authorities have furnished thegroumlwork of our ballad. ** Nothing," observes Horry, 
in his Lift) of (General Marion, " ever so mortified the British as did this mad frolic. * That half 
a dozen d^^-d young rebels,' they exclaimed, ' should thus dash in among us, in open daylight, 
and fall to cutting and slashing the kimfs troops at this rate ! And after all, to-gallop away 
without the least harm in hair and hide ! *Tis high time to turn our bayonets into pitchforks, 
and go to foddering the cows.' "] 

1 UEMK.MBKII it well; 'twas a mom dull and gray, 

And the legion lay idle and listless that day, 

A thin drizzle of rain piercing chill to the soul, 

And with not a spare buhiper to brighten the bowl, 

When Macdonald arose, and unsheathing his blade, 

Cried. " Who'll back nie, brave comrades ? I*m hot for a raid. 

Let the carbines be loaded, the war harness ring, 

Then swift death to the Kedcoals, and down with the King'.*' 

We leaped up at his summons, all eager and bright, 

To our finger-tips thrilling to join him in fight; 

Yet he chose from our nmnbers four men and no more. 

*' Stalwart brothers," quoth he, " you'll be strong as fourscore, 

If you follow me fast wheresoever I lead. 

With keen sword and true pistol, stanch heart and bold steed. 

Let the weapons be loaded, the bridle-bits ring, 

Then swift death to the Redcoats, and down with the King! " 

In a :rice we were mounted; Macdonald's tall form 

Seated finn in the saddle, his face like a storm 

When tlie clouds on Ben Lomond hang heavy and stark, 

And the red veins of lightning pulse hot through the dark; 

His left hand on his sword-belt, his right lifted free. 

With a prick from the spmred heel, a toucli from the knee, 

His lithe Arab* was off like an eagle on wing — 

Ha! death, death to the Redcoats, and down with the King! 



• Macdonald ownetla magnificent horse, named Selim, of pure Arabian blootl, which lie 
obtalneti iM)sse8sion of through a cunnir.g trick played at the expense of a certain wealthy (. ar- 
o'.ina Tory. ^^-^ I 
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'Twas three leagues to the town, where, in insolent pride, 

Of theh* disciplined numbers, their works strong and wide, 

The big Britons, oblivious of warfare and arms, 

A soft dolce were wrapped in, not dreaming of harms, 

When fierce yells, as if borne on some fiend-ridden rout, 

With strange cheer after cheer, are heard echoing without, 

Over which, like the blast of ten trumpeters, ring, 

" Death, death to the Redcoats, and down with the King!" 

Such a tumult we raised with steel, hoof-stroke, and shouiL, 

That the foemen made straight for their inmost redoubt. 

And therein, with pale lips and cowed spirits, quoth they, 

" Lord, the whole rebel army assaults us to-day. 

Are the works, think you, strong ? God of heaven, what a din! 

'Tis the front wall besieged — have the rebels rushed in ? 

It nmst be; for, hark! hark to that jubilant ring 

Of * death to the Redcoats, and down with the King! ' " 

Meanwhile, through tlie town like a whirlwind we sped, 

And ere long be asswed that our broadswords were red ; 

And the ground liere and there by an ominous stain 

Showed how the stark soldier beside it was slain: 

A fat sergeant-major, who yawed like a goose, 

With his waddling bow-legs, and his trappings all loose, 

By one back-handed blow the Macdonald cuts down. 

To the shoulder-blade cleaving him sheer through the crown. 

And the last words that greet his dim consciousness ring 

With "Death, death to the Redcoats, and down with the King!" 

Having cleared all the streets, not an enemy left 
Wliose heart was unpierced, or whose headpiece uncleft, 
Wliat should we do next, but — as careless and calm 
As if we were scenting a summer morn's balm 
*Mid a land of pure peace — just serenely dropdown 
On the few constant friends who still stopped in the towTL 
What a welcome they gave us! One dear little thing. 
As I kissed her sweet lips, did I dream of the King ? — 

Of the King or his minions ? No; war and its scars 

Seemed as distant just then as the fierce front of Mars 

From a love-girdled earth; but, alack! on our bliss. 

On the close clasp of arms and kiss showering on kiss. 

Broke the rude bruit of battle, the msh thick and fast 

Of the Britons made ' ware of our rash ruse, at last ; 

So we haste to our coursers, yet flying, we fling 

The old watch- words abroad, " Down with Kedcoats and Klngl" 
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As we scampered pell-mell o'er the hard-beaten track 
We had traversed that morn, we glanced momently back, 
And l)elield their long earth-works all compassed in Hame: 
With a Vile plungt; and hiss the huge musket-balls came, 
And the soil was ploughed up, and the space 'tvvixt the trees 
Seemeil lo hum with tiie war-song of Brobdiuguag bees; 
Yet above tliem, beyond them, victoriously ring 
The shouis, ** Death to the Kedcoats, and down with the King I 

Ah I that was a feat, lads, to boast of! What men 
Like you weaklings to-day had durst cope with us then ? 
Though 1 say it who should not, 1 am ready to vow 
I'd o'ermatch a half score of your fops even now — 




"I remember it well ; 'twas a morn cold and gray, . . . 
A thin drizzle of rain piercing chill to the soul." 

The poor puny prigs, mincing up, mincing down. 
Through the whole wasted day the thronged streets of the town: 
Why, their dainty white necks 'twere but pastime to wring— 
Ay! my muscles are firai still; /fought 'gainst the King! 

Dare you doubt it ? well, give me the weightiest of all 

The sheathed sabres that hang there, unlooped on the wall; 

Hurl the scabbard aside; yield the blade to my clasp; 

Do you see, with one hand how I poise it and grasp 

The rough iron-bound hilt ? With this long hissing sweep 

I have smitten full many a focman with sleep — 

That forlorn, final sleep ! God ! what memories cling 

To those gallant old times when we fought 'gainst the King. 
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THE BATTLE OF KING'S MOUNTAIN. 

Supposed to have been narrated by an aged volunteer, who had taken part in the 
fight, to certain of his friends and neighbors, upon the fiftieth anniversary of the coiiHict, 
viz. Oct. 7. 1830. 

[Written for the Centennial Celebration of the battle on Oct. 7, 1880,] 

Ofttimes an old man's yesterdays o'er liis frail vision pass, 

Dim as the twilight tints that touch a dusk-enshrouded glass; 

But, ah! youth's time and manhood's prime but grow more brave, more bright. 

As still the lengthening shadows steal toward the rayless night. 

So deem it not a marvel, friends, if, gathering fair and fast, 
1 now behold the gallant forms that graced our glorious past, 
And down the winds of memory hear those battle bugles blow, 
Of strifeful breath, or wails of death, just fifty years ago. 

Yes, fifty years this self-same morn, and yet to me it seems 
As if time's interval were spanned by a vague bridge of dreams. 
Whose cloud-like arches form and fade, then form and fade again. 
Until a beardless youth once more, 'mi J stern, thick-bearded men, 

I ride on Rhoderic's bounding back, all thrilled at heart to feel 

My trusty "smooth-bore's" deadly round, and touch of stainless steel — 

And quivering with heroic rage — that msh of patriot ire 

Which makes our lives from head to heel, one seething flood of fire. 

There are some wrongs so blackly base, the tiger strain that runs. 
And sometimes maddens thro' the veins, of Adam's fallen sons, 
Must mount and mount to furious height, which only blood can quell, 
Who smite with hellish hate must look for hate as hot from hell! 

And hide it as we may with words, its awful need confessed, 

War is a death's-head thinly veiled, even warfare at its best; 

But tc<?— heaven help us!— strove with those by lust and greed accurst, 

And learned what untold horrors wait on warfare at its worst. 

You well may deem my soul in youth dwelt not on thoughts like these; 
Timed to strong Rhoderic's tramp my pulse grew tuneful as the breeze, 
The hale October breeze, whose voice, borne from far ocean's marge. 
Pealed with the trumpet's resonance, which sounds " To horse, and charge!" 

A mist from recent rains was spread about the glimmering hills; 
Far off, far off, we heard the lapse of streams and sw'ollen rills. 
While mingling with them, or beyond, from depths of changeful sky, 
Rose savage, sullen, dissonant, the eagle's famished cry. 

We marched in four firm columns, nine hundred men and more, 
Men of the mountain fortresses, men of the sea-girt shore; 
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Rough as tlieii* centuried oaks were these, those fierce as ocean's shocks, 
When luad September breaks her heart across the Hatteras rocks. 

We marchcil in four firm colunuis, till now the evening light 
Glinted through rifting cloud and fog athwart the embattled height. 
Whereon, deep-lined, in dense array of scarlet, buff or dun, 
The haughtiest British " regulars'* outflashed the doubtful sim. 

Horsemen and footmen centred there, unflinching rank on rank. 
And the base Tories circled near, to guard each threatened flank; 
liut, pale, determined, sternly calm, our men, dismounting, stood. 
And at their leader's cautious sign, crouched in the sheltering wood. 

What scenes come back of ruin and wrack, before those ranks abliorred! 
The cottage floor all fouled with gore, the axe, the brand, the cord; 
A hundrcil craven deeds revived, of insult, iitjury, sliame — 
Deeds earth nor wave nor fire could hide, and crimes without a name. 

Such thoughts but hardened soul and hand. Ha! *'dour as death" were we, 
Waiting to catch tlie voice which set our unleashed passion free. 
At last it came deep, ominous, when all the mountain ways 
Burst from awed silence into sound, and every bush ablaze, 

Sent forth long jets of wavering blue, wherefrom, with fatal dart, 
The red-hot Deckhard bullets flew, each hungering for a heart; 
And swift as if our finders held strange magic at their tips. 
Our guns, reloaded, spake again from their death-dealing lips, 

Again, again, and yet again, till in a moment's hush, 
We heard the order, **Bay'nets charge!'* when, with o'ermastering rush, 
Their *• regulars" against us stormed, so strong, so swift of pace, 
They hurled us backward bodily for full three furlongs' space. 

But, bless you, lads, we scattered, dodged, and when the charge was o'er. 
Felt fiercer, pluckier, madder far, than e'er we had felt before; 
From guardian tree to tree we crept, while upward, with proud tramp, 
The British lines had slowly wheeled to gain their 'leaguered camp. 

Too late; for ere they topped the height, Hambright and Williams sirode 
With all their armed foresters, across the foeman's road, 
What time from right to left there rang the Indian war-whoop wild. 
Where Sevier's tall Waturga boys through the dim dells defiled. 

"Now, by God's grace," crieJ Cleavelanjl (my noble colonel he) 
Resting (to pick a Tory off) quite coolly on his knee — 
** Now, by God's grace, we have them! the snare is subtly set; 
The game is bagge.l ; we hold them safe as pheasants in a net." 
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And thus it proved ; for galled and pressed more closely hour by hour, 
Their army shrank and withered fast, like a stonn-smitten flower; 
Blank-eyed, wan-browed, their bravest lay along the ensanguined land, 
While of the living, few had 'scaped the bite of ball or brand. 

Yet sturdier knave than Ferguson ne'er ruled a desperate fray: 
By heaven ! you should have seen him ride, rally* and rave that dav. 
His fleet hoise scoured the stormy ground from rock-bound wall to \>aix, 
^And o'er the rout shrilled wildly out his silvery signal call. 

" That man must die before they fly, or yield to us the field." 
Thus spake I to three comrades true beneath our oak-tree shield; 
And when in furious haste again the scarlet soldiers came 
Beside our fasnu'ss like a fiend, luulling through dust ami flame. 

Their sharp deuun-rers on the wiml our steadfast rifles hurled, 

And one boM life was stricken tht-n from out the living world. 

But, almost sped, he rearcil his head, grasping his silver call, 

And one long blast, the faintest, last, wailed round the mountain wall. 

Ah, then the white flags fluttered high; then shrieks and curses poured 
From the hot throats of Tory hounds beneath the avenger's sword — 
Those lawless brutes who long had lost all claims of Christian men, 
Whereof by sunset we had hanged the worst and vilest ten. 

We sl(»pt upon the field that night, 'midmost our captured store. 
That seemed in gloating eyes to spread and heighten more and more. 
Truly the viands ravished us; our clamorous stomachs turned 
Eager toward the provender for which they sorely yearned. 

Apicius! what a feast was there blended of strong and sweet, 
Cured venison hams. Falstaffian pies, and fat pigs* pickled feet: 
While here and there, with cunning leer, and sly Silenus wink, 
A stoutish demijohn peered out, and seemed to gurgle, "Drink!" 

Be sure we revelled memly. till eyes and faces shone; 

Our lowliest felt more lifted up than any king on throne; 

Our singers trolled ; our jesters' tongues were neither stiff nor dumb; 

And, by Lord Bacchus I how we quaflfed that old Jamaica rum! 

Perchance (oh, still, through good and ill, his honest name I bless!) — 
Perchance my brother marked in me some symptoms of excess; 
For gently on my head he laid his stalwart hand and true, 
And gently led me forth below the eternal tent of blue ; 

lie led nu* to a <lewy nook, a soft, sweet, tranquil place. 

And there I saw, upturned and pale, how many a pulseless face! 
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Our comrades dead — they scarce seemed fled, despite their ghastly scars. 
But wrapped in deep, pure folds of sleep beneath the undying stars. 

My blood was calmed; all being grew exalted as the night, 

Whence solemn thoughts sailed weirdly down, like heavenly swans of white, 

With herald slrahis ineffable, whose billowy organ-roll -— 

Thrilled to the loftiest mountain peaks and suuunits of my soul. 

Then voices rose (or seemed to rise) close to the raptured ear. 
Yet fraught with music marvellous of some transcendent sphere, 
While fancy whisi)ered : These are tones of Iieroes, saved and shriven, 
Who long have swept the harps of God by stonnless seas in heaven ! 

Hei'oes who fought for right and law, but, purged from selfish dross, 
AI)ove whose conquering banners waved a shadowy Christian cross: 
Whose mightiest deed no ruthless greed had smirched with sad mistrust, 
And whose majestic honors scorn all taint of earthly dust. 

Doubt, doubt who may! but. as I live, on the calm mountain height 
Those voices soared, and sank, and soared up to the mystic night. 
A dream I perhaps; but, ah! such dreams in ardent years of youth 
Transcend, as heaven transcends the earth, your sordid daylight truth. 

The voices soared, and sank, and soared, till, past the cloud-built bars, 
They fainted on the utmost strand and silvery surge of stars. 
Then somethinfj spoke: Your friends who strove the battle tide to stem, 
Who died in striving, have passed up beyond the stars with them. 

Wliat, lads! you think the old man crazed to talk in this high strain, 
Or deem the pimch of years gone by still buzzes in his brain ? 
Down with such carnal fantasy! nor let your folly send 
Its bhmted shafts to smite the tnith you may not comprehend. 

Would ye be worthy of your sires who on King's Mountain side 
Welcomed dark death for freedom's sake as bridegrooms clasp a bride ? 
Then must your faith be winged above the world, the worm, the clod, 
To own the veiled infinitudes and plumbless depths of God ! 

The roughest rider of my day shrank from the atheist's sneer, 
As if Iscariot's self were crouched and whispering at his ear; 
The stormiest souls that ever led our mountain foi-ays wild 
Would ofttimes show the simple trust, the credence, of a child. 

True faith goes hand in hand with power — faith In a holier charm 
Than fires the subtlest mortal brain, the mightiest mortal arm; 
And though 'tis right in stress of fight ** to keep one's powder dry," 
What strength to feel, beyond our steel, burns the great Captain's eye! 
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THE HANGING OF BLACK CL'lJJO. 

(1780.) 

A DIALECT BALLAD. 

The incidents of thfs Ballad are literally true. Our readers will find them circumstantially 
recorded in Horry's " Life of Marlon." Captain Suipet* (Phoebus! what a name) wu£ a notable 
patriot during the Revolutionary war, but is likely to be knovu to the future, rather as the mas- 
ter of Cud jo, than as an active member of a Partisan Band. 

He resided in the low country of South Carolina; ami Cudjo's quaint patois is an exact rep- 
resentation of the broken English spoken by the slaves of that section in the antr tfeltum times: 

" Well, Maiissa! if you wants to lieer, I'll tell you 'bout uui 'true. 
Doh dc berry taut ob dat bad time is fit to tun lue blue ; 
A sort ob brimstone blue on black, wid jist a stare o' wite, 
As when dem cussed Tory come fur wuck deir hate dat nite ! 

" Mass Tom and me was born, I tink, 'bout de same year and day, 
And we was boys togedder,BossI in cbbery sport and play — 
Ole missis gib me to Mass Tom wid her las' failin bret : 
Aud so I boim' — in conscience boun\ fur stick to him till det. 

" At las' ole Maussa, he teck sick wid chill and feber high, 
And de good Doktcr shake 'e head, and say he surfur die, 
And so true 'nuff de sickness bun' and freeze out all he life. 
And soon ole Maussa sleep in peace long side e' fatef td wife. 

** Den ebbeiy ting de Ian' could show, de crap, de boss, de cows. 
Wid all dem nigger in de fiel', and all dem in de house, 
Dey b'long to my Mass Tom fur true, aud so dat berry year, 
He pick me out from all de folks to meek me Obersheer ! 

" I done my bes', but niggars, sir — dey seems a lazy pack, 
One bucki-a man will do mo' wuck dan five and twenty black, 
1 jeered dem and I wollopod dem, and cussed dem too — but law! 
De Debbie self could nebber keep dem rascal up to taul 

" But still we done as good as mose, wid cotton, rice and com, 
Till in de year dat 'Nuttin'' tall ' * (my oldest chile) was bom, 
De Tory war, de bloody war, 'bout which you've heerd dem tell, 
Come down on all de country yeh, as black and hot as hell! 

" Mass Tom he jine de Whig, you know; in course I follow him, 
And Gor' a mighty! how he slash dem Tory limb from limb, 
Wlien fust I heer the war-cry shout and see de flow ob blood'— 
I long fiu" hide this woolly head like cootah in de mud! 

• The negro is a humorout* creature. AVe liave credibly heard of a negro father whose son 
being abnormally fttnali, at birth, coolly lin«l the clwny youngster christened, **A'uttin* J\ill 
{Nothing at all). We have borrowed s«» characteristic a name, and bestowed it upon CudJo*8 sup- 
poeititiouB " son and heir.** 

This is the single touch of fancy in the whole ballad. 
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" But Lawd! 1 soon git u'liseil to blood, do broadswed and de strife, 
And nebber care a pig tail etmd fur 'lUvlder folks's life; 
Only, I lieeixl my Maussa yell thro' all dem battle-call. 
And sneaked dij big fat karkiss up betwixt Idm and de ball! 

** Well, sir! one day Mass Tom come home, 'o clt se and boss blood red, 
And say sense all dem Tory kill, he gwine dat cnce to bed; 

* I needs a long tine snooze,' sez he, ' so don't you wake me soon, 
'liut Cud jo! let me snore oncalled till late to-morrow noon !' ; 

*' Somehow, my mine misgib me dem; so by de kitchin light, 

1 sot and smoked, with open ears, a listenen' truede nite: 

And when de fus cock crow, I heer a fur soun, down de road. 

And knowed *um fur de bosses' trot, and de cla-sli ob spur and sword: 

*' Quick I nm outside in de yad, and quick outside de gate — , 
And there I see de Tory come as fas' and sho' as fate; 
I run back to my Maussa room, and den wid pull and push 
1 shub 'umby de side way out, and hide 'um in de bush! 

*' lie only hab he nite shut on, and how he rabe and cuss! 

* But Maussa! hush,' sez I, * l)efore you meek dis matter wuss;' 
I tun to fin' some hidin' too, but de moon shine bright as sim. 
And de d — d Tory ride so swif ', dey ketch me on de run. 

** Den, dey all screech togedder, loud, * Boy, is your Boss widin ? 

* Say where he hide, or by de Lawd ! your life not wut a pin ! ' 
I trembled at dese horrid tret, but sweer my Boss was fled. 
Yet when, or where, poor (^udjo knowed no better dan de dead. 

" One Tory debble teck my head, another teck my foot 

To drag me like a C'hrismass hog to de ole oak tree root; 

Dey fling a tick rope roiui' my neck, dey drawed me quick and high, 

I seed a tousan' million star a-flashin' from de sky. 

" And den I choke, and all de blood keep nishin' to my head 
I tried to yell, but only groaned, and guggled low enstead; 
Till ebl)ery ting growed black as nite. aiul my last taut was, sho, 
Dis nigger is a gone coon now, he'll see de wuld no mo' ! 

"But, Boss! I was a hale man den, and tough as tough could be; 

Dey loose de rope and let me down quite safely from de tree; 

But when 1 seed and heered agen, come de same furious cry, 

*Say where your Maussa hide, you dog, quick, quick, or else you die! * 

" I gib dem de same answer still, and so, dey hang me higher; 
I feel de same hot chokin' sob ; see de same starry fire ; 
Dey heng me twice, tree time dey heng; but de good Lawd was dere, 
And Jesus self, he bring me safe from all de pain and fear. 
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" Mose dead dey lef me, stiff and cole, stretched on de swashy groun' 
While all de house, big house and small, was blazin', fallln' roun\ 
When pore Mass Tom from out de briar creep in he half-torn shut, 
To bless and ring me by bote hau' dere in de damp and dut! 

" And when de war was ober, Boss, Mass Tom, he come to me, 
And say, 1 sabe he life dat time, and so he meek me free; 
* I'll gib you house and Ian' (sez he,) ' and wid dem plough and mule,' 
1 tenk him kind, * but Boss,' (says 1,) ' wha' meek you tink me fool ?' 

" ' If you, Mass Tom, was like," (sez I,) nome buckra dat I know, 
Cudjo bin run and hug de swamp — Lawd bless you! — long ago, 
But I got all ting dat I want, wid not one tax to pay; 
Now go long, Maussa! why you wish for dribe ole Cuj away ? 

** * 1 nebber see free nigger yet, but what he lie and steal, 
Lie to 'e boss, 'e wife, 'e chile, in de cabin, and de fiel' — 
And as for tieffin', dem free cuss is all like * lightfoot Jack,' 
Who carry de lass blanket off from he sick mudder back ! 

" * I stays wid you, (sez I again,) I meek de nigger wuck, 
I WTick myself, and may be, Boss, we'll bring back deole luck; 
But don't you pizen me no more wid talk ob '* freedom sweet," 
But sabe dat gab to stuff de yeai-s of de next fool you meet!' " 



CHARLES Toy JtE TA KE^. 



Dkc. M, 1782, 



As some half-vanquished lion. 

Who long hath kept at bay 
A band of sturdy foresters 

Barring his blood-stained way — 
Sore-smitten, weak and wounded — 

Glare;^ forth on either hand ; 
Then, cowed with fear, his cavernous lair 

Seeks in the mountain land : 

So when their stern Cornwall is, 

On Yorktown heights resigned, 
Ilis sword to our great leader, 

Of the stalwart anu and mind — 
So when both fleet and army 

At one grand stroke went dowTi 
And Freedom's heart beat high once 
more 

In hamlet, camp and town; — 



Through wasted Carolina, 

Where'er from plain to hill 
The Briton's guarded fortresses 

Uprose defiant still, 
Passed a keen shock of terror. 

And the breasts of war-steeled men 
Quailed in the sudden blast of doom 

That smote their spirits then. 

"Our cause is lost!" they muttered. 

Pale browed, with trembling lips; 
*' Our strength is sapped, our hope o'er- 
whelmed, 

In final, fiei-ce eclipse; 
And what to us remaineth 

But to blow our earthworks high, 
Anl hurl our useless batteries 

In wild fire to the sky ? " 
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'Twas done! each deadly fastness 

111 flaming fragments driven 
Fiirtlier than e'er their souls could 
climb 

Along the path to heaven — 
(eastward the Britons hurried, 

In reckless thrones that flee 
Wild as December's scattered clouds 

Storm-whirled toward the sea. 



In Charleston streets they gathered, 

Each dazed wiseacre's head 
Wagging, perchance in prophecy, 

Or more perchance in dread. 
Horsemen and footmen mingled. 

They talked with bated breath 
Of the shameful fate that stonned the 
gate, 

Of wrack, and strife, and death I 




•'Three hundred noble vessels 
Rose on the rising fliK>d, 
Wherein with sullen apathy 
Embarked those men of bhxMl.'* 



Meanwhile our squadrons hastened. 

Keen as a sleuth-hound pack 
That near their destined quarry 

By some drear wild-wood ti-ack. 
Ah, Christ! what desolation 

Before us grimly frowned! 
The roadways trencho.l and furrowed, 

The gore-ensaniruined ground, 
With many a mark (oh ! deep and dark!) 

Made ghastlier by the star-white frost, 
*Twixt broken close and thorn-hedge- 
row, 
Of desperate charge and mortal blow 

In conflicts won or lost! 

Proud manors once the centre 

Of jubilant life and mirth, 
Now silent as the sepulchre. 

Begirt by ruin and dearth ; 



Their broad domains all blackened 
With taint of fire and smoke. 

And corpses vile with a death's-head 
smile, 
Swung high on the gnarled oak. 

No sportive flocks in the pasture, 

No af tei-math on the lea ; 
No laugh of the slaves at labors 

No chant of binls on the tree; 
But all things bodeful, dreary. 

As a realm by the Stygian flood. 
With odors of death on the uplands, 

And a taste in the air of blood! 

On, on our squadrons hastened. 
Sick with the noisome fumes 

From man and l)east un buried, 
Through the dull funeral gloom 
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Till in unsullied sunshine 
One glorious morn we came 

Where far aloof, o'er tower and roof, 
We viewed our brave St. Michael's 
spire 

Flushed in the noontide flame ! 

Without their ruined ramparts, 

Beyond their shattered lines. 
Just where the soil, bent seaward, 

In one long slope declines. 
The foe had sent their messengers, 

Who vowed the vanquislied host 
Would leave unscathed our city, 

Would leave unscathed our coast! 

Only due time they prayed for 

(Meek, meek our lonis had grown) 
To range their broken legions, 

And rear ranks overthrown — 
So that, though smirched and tainted 

Their martial fame might be. 
In order meet their stately fleet 

Should bear them safe to sea. 

Who win, may well be gracious; 

We did not stint their boon, 
Though tlie white 'kerchiefs of our 
wives 

Were fluttered in the noon, 
On house-top and on parapet 

Each token fair and far 
Shone through the golden atmospliere 

Like some enchanted star ! 

Next morn their signal-cannon 

Roared from the vanward w all. 
And to the ranks right gleefully 

We gathered, one and all. 
Our banners scarred in many a flght, 

Could still flash back the winter light, 
And proud as knights of old renown. 

With sunbiunt hands and faces 
brown, 

Borne through the joyous, deepening 

hum, 
*Mid ring of fife and beat of dram, 
'Mid purpling silk and flowery arch, 
Our long, unwavering columns march; 



And yet (good sooth I) we almost s«eiu 
Like weird battalions of a dreaiu; 
Our souls bewildered scarce can deeiu 

We tread once more, 

liel eased; secure, 
With fetterless footsteps as of yoie. 
The pathways of the ancient town! 

And still, as borne through dreainlaiuL 

We glanced from side to side. 
While mothers, wives and daughtei>: 
rushed 

To gi-eet us, tender-eyed ; 
Each hoarj' patriot proudly 

Lifted his brave, gi-ay head. 
And the forms of careworn captives 
rose 

Like siJectres from the dead — 

Like spectres whom the trampets 

Of freedom's cohorts call 
To burst their grave-like dungeon. 

And spurn their despot's thrall; 
To take once moie the image 

Of manhood's loftier grace. 
And, chainless now, the universe 

Look boldly in the face! 

And the yoimg girls scattered flowers. 

And the lovely dames were bright 
With something more than beauty. 

In their faithfid hearts' delight; 
The very babes were crowing 

Shrill welcome to our bands. 
And, i)erched on matron shoulders, 
clapped 

Blithely tlieir dimpled hands: 

And naught but benedictions 

Lightened that sacred air, 
Freed from the aw ful burden 

Of two long years' * despair — 
Two years so thronged with anguish, 

So fraught with bitter wrong, 
They seemed in mournful retrospect 

Well nigh a century long. 



• The precise period of the British occupa- 
tion of Charleston was two years, seven 
months and two days. 
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Hiu if years of mortal being 

Trebled threescore ami ten. 
At the last, our souls exultant, 

WouKl recall that scene again, 
With its soft *'(;od bless you, gentle- 
men? " 

Its greetings warm and true, 
>Vnd the teai*s of bliss our lips did 
kiss 

From dear eyes black or blue. 

Xathless, despite our rapture, 
Down to the harbor-moulh 
AVe dogged the Britons doomed to 
fly 
F'orever from our South I 
They left as some foul vulture 

Might leave his m:inglerl prey. 
And pass with dottt^l beak and wing 
. Ueluf'tantly away. 

Three hundred noble vessels 

IJose on the rising flood. 
Wlierein with sullen ajKtthy 

Embarked those men of blood; 
Then streamed their admiral's pen- 
nant — 

The northwest ])reeze blew free; 
AVith sloping mast, and current fast. 

Out swept their fleet to sea. 

We strained our vision wave ward. 

Watching the white-winged ships. 
Till the vague clouds of distance 

Wi-ap])ed them in half eclipse: 
An 1 still we strained our vision 

Till, dimmer and more dim. 
The rearmost sail, a phantom pale, 

Died down the horizon's rim. 

Thus, o'er the soul's horizon, 

l)i<l thoughts of blood and war. 
Through time's enchanted distances 

Receding, fade afar. 
Thus o'er the soul's horizon, 

Our strife's last ghastly fear, 
IJke all the rest, down memor>''s west 

Did slowly disappear. 



; TO THE AUTHOR OF ''THE VICTO- 
lit AS POETS." 

So keen, so clear thy genius, that no mist 
I Of subtle sf phrase can battle or delay 
The lance li ice, .swift ilhuninatingmy, 
I Wherewith, O art-<Miamored annalist. 

Thy lightning logic cleaves the elusive 
I gist 

Of thoughts Protean; or, in lowlier 
play, 
I Smites tinscUled weakness to a red dis- 
I may — 

I As swordsmen smite by one deft turn of 
wrist. 
Yet oft that glittering and remorseless 
, blade 

' Thy logic wields is dropped tliat thou 
I may* St take 

Some gracious lyre, and sing with liquid 
breath 
By many a haunted dell and shadowy 
I lake, 

t AVhere faun and naiad wander undis- 
' mayed, 

! Lays of Arcadian love, or painless 
death. 



HE/!A, 
(IN THE HKHAECM.) 

OycK between Argos and Mycaenie shone 
Half-veiled in myrtle and mysterious 

pine, 
The ivory splendors of that holy shrine, 
Wherein embowered, majestic, and alone 
Her sculptured brow with wavering lock.* 
o'erblown. 
As if by airs ethereal and divine. 
Smiled the calm goddess of Olympian 
line. 
Girt by awed silence, like a sacred zone : 

Save that mild murmurings sounding 
vague and far. 
From suppliant women— through frail- 
hearted dread 
Touched the shy pulses of that strange 
repose, 
Till the last petal dropped from sun- 
set's rose, 
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Ami gleamed through twilight, like a 
flawless star, 
The chastened glory of proud Hera's 
head! 



JiKLOW AND ABOVE. 

1 BEE in the forest coverts 
The sheen of shimmering lights; 

They gleam from the dusky shadows, 
They liash from the ghostly heights: 

No lights of tlie tranquil homestead 
Or the hostel warm are they ; 

But warring flames of the Titan fire 
Which stormed through the woods to- 
day. 

Each darts with an aimless passion, 

Or sinks into lurid rest 
Like the crest of a wounded serpent 
drooped 

On tlie scales of its treacherous breast. 

Let them idly dart and quiver, 

Or sink into lurid rest — 
Above, like a cliild-saint-s face in heav- 
en. 

There's a sole, sweet star in the west. 

Ah I slowly the earth-lights wither; 

But the star, like a saintly face, 
Shines on, witli the steadfast strength of 
peace, 

In its God-appointed place. 



THE WOODLAXD GRArE. 

We roam, my love and I, 

'Mid the rich woodland grasses. 

Where, through dense clouds of green- 
ery. 
The softened sunshine passes ; 

But near a rivulet's lonely wave 

We come half startled, on — a grave! 



We pause, my love and I, 

Each thinking, " Who reposes 

Here, in the forest tranquilly, 
Beneath these sylvan roses ? " 

When, 'twixt the wild flowers' taiigle*l 
flame, 

Wind-parted, we beheld — a name. 

We mark, my love and I, 
With thoughts that swiftly var\'. 

Of doubt, surprise, solenmity. 
The flickering name of *' Mary ; *' 

My love's own name! — but flickeriiiL' 
thei*t\ 

Each letter burns a hint of fear. 

We shrink, my love and I, 

Pierced by prescient sorrow, 
**To think, my sweet! that thou niay'st 
die 

To-night or else to-morrow! " 
Each uuuinurs sadly, under brenth : 
**0 love, malignly watched by death!" 

We turn, my love and I, 

From that strange grave together. 
And o'er our spirits' darkened sky 

Roll mists of mournful weatlier; 
With boding grief our hearts are rife — 
Death's shadow steals 'twixt love and 
life! 



A CHARACTER. 

"The niotit iiMi>€netrttble niai«k for a ma- 
licious de»igii is— well-ftcted candor." — Froiu 
the French, of De Larrimere. 

Yes, madame, I know you better, far 
better than those can know 

Whose plummet of judgment never is 
dropped to the depths below; 

Whose test is a surface-seeming, tlie 

glitter of lights that gleam 
With a moment's rainbow lustre on the 

shifting face of the stream. 
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** We turn, my love and I, 
From that strange grave together." 
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Because you have bold, blunt manners, 
because you can broadly smile, 

With the devil's own art in veiling your 
infinite gulfs of guile, 

There are some who bring you homage, 
who vow your nature is free 

And frank as the life of summer, when 
fullest on land and sea: 

And yet your soul is a chamel where 

many a ruined name 
Hots, festering vile and loathsome in 

burial-shrouds of shame ; 

A sepulchre dark, that's crowded with 

ashes of old and young, 
Dead fames you have foully poisoned 

with your pitiless seri>ent's tongue! 

IJeware I by the (Jod above us, who part- 

eth the false from true. 
There's a curse in the future, same" 

where — an ambushed curse for ^u. 

It will burst from the wayside fiercely, 
when least you dream of a blow, 

A tigerish fate in its fury, to rend, and 
to lay you low I 

But ere it has sucked your heart's blood, 
and stifled your latest breath. 

The thought of your victims, woman! 
will sharpen the sting of death! 



L YlilC OF ACTlOy. 

'Tis the part of a coward to brood 
O'er the past that Is withered and 
dead : 
What though the heart's roses are ashes 
and dust ? 
What though the heart's music be 

fled? 
Still shine the grand heavens o'er- 
head. 



Whence the voice of an angel thrills 

clear on the soul, 
" Gird alK)ut thee thine armor, press on 

to the goal!" 

If the faults or the crimes of thy youth 

Are a burden too heavy to bear, 
What hope can rebloom on the desolate 
waste 
Of a jealous and craven despair 
Down, down with the fetters of fear! 
In the strength of thy valor and man- 
hood arise, 
With the faith that illumes and the will 
that defies. 

''Too late!'' through God's infinite 

world. 
From his throne to life's nethermost 

fires, 
" Too late ! " is a phantom that flies at 

the-dawn 
• Of the soul that repents and aspii-es. 
, Tf ptire thou hast made thy desires. 
There's no height the strong wings of 

iftim'ortals may gain 
Whicli in striving to reach thou shall 

strive for in vain. 

Then, up to the contest with fate, 

Unbound by the past, which is dead! 
What though the heart's roses are ashes 
and dust ? 
What though the heart's music be 

fled? 
Still shine the fair heavens o'erhead; 
And sublime as the seraph who rules in 

the sun 
Beams the promise of joy when the con- 
flict is won ! 



BY A GRAVE. 
IN 8PKINO. 

An, mother! canst thou feel her ? . , , 

spring has come ! 
Birds sing, brooks murmur, woods no 

more are dumb; 
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And for each grief that vexed thine 

earthly hour, 
Nature has kissed thy grave! and lol , . 

a flower. 

Here wails no nightingale against her 
thorn, 

But like the incarnate soul of May- 
flushed morn, 

The mocking-hird above thy splendor 
sings. 

With rapturous throat, and upraised 
quivering wings; 

Half drowsed between brief glooms and 

mellowed gleams, 
The sun sndles gently, like a god in 

dreams; 
His sacred light across thy place of 

rest, 
Steals with the softness of a hand that 

blessed ! 

Thro? magic ministers of spring-tide 

grace, 
Thy grave ti-ansfigured lifts a radiant 

face. 
O'er which elusive golden shadows 

rim, 
A waft of wind-wrought dimples in the 

sun ; 

Ah I if thy soul, that loved all beauty 

here. 
May yet look earthward from her holier 

sphere, 
'Twill joy to mark, from even those 

heights august. 
In what a mantle Nature wraps thy 

dust. 

And still the brown bird rears his poet- 
head, 

And pours his matchless music o'er the 
dead, 

'Till touched and wakened by the mar- 
vellous flow, 

I seem to hear a thrilled heart throb be- 
low! 



SE VEIIASCE. 

All! who can tell how strong the cie ' 
' Which subtly binds us, heart to lieai 
■ Till the dark master. Death, comes 

nigh, 
To wrench our kindred lives apart ? 

; Then, pondering on the sombre be<K 
Where one we cherished dumbly 
lies. 
With pulseless hands, low-smitten head, 
I And the wan droop of curtained eyes, 

I The torpor of the death -sleep cold. 
The mystic quiet's awful spell, 

I Whose fathomless silence seejns to lioltl 
Such pathos of supreme farewell, 

; Our clouded s|)irits throb and reel, 
j As if some viewless power in air 
; Had driven a keen ethereal steel 
! Through quivering heart-depths of 
j despair! 

j Paled is the dream of heavenly grace. 
The jasper sea, the unwaning calms; 
We can but mark that breathless face. 
Those sightless orbs and folded palms! 

A moment since, she softly spake, 
Her soul looked forth still hale and 
clear; 
Now, who her wondrous sleep can 
break? 
And she! where hath she vanished, — 
where ? 

Ah, Christ! yon shape of ice-locked 
clay, 

Yon fading image, frail and thin, 
Touched, as we gaze, by swift decay, 

Shrivelled without, and wan within, 

What is it but an empty husk. 
O'er which (at Death's mysterious 
kiss) 

Freed Psyche soars from doubt and dusk 
Beyond earth's crumbling chrysalis? 
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Ay I '* dust to dust I" — the soil slie trod 
Claims soon her outworn fleshly dress; 
*t her true life puts forth, with God, 
Fresh blooms of everlastingness ! 



TIVO GRAVES. 
I. 
It glooms forlornly 'mid wan ocean 
dunes, 
A desolate grave-mound on a dreary 
lea. 
Touched by sad splendors of gray-misted 
moons, 
Or veiled by shivering spray-drifts 
from the sea. 

There, all unmarked, the dim days come 
and go; 
No tender hand renews its crumbling 
turf. 
On which the oVrwearied searwinds 
faintly blow. 
Blent with far munnurings of the 
mournful surf. 

Vaguely the uncomi)anioned hours flit 
by, 
\\ rapped in pale clouds that some- 
times mutely weep 

Some ghost of Lethe haunts that hollow 

sky, 
Where even the doubtful noontides 
seem asleep', 

Save when autumnal tempests fiercely 
rise. 
Baring the harlK)r-mouth's black teeth 
of rocks, 
And like a Maenad, with wild hair and 
eyes, 
leaves from the North the infuriate 
Equinox. 



Here, peace divine, o*er glimmering 
grove and grass. 
Hallows the sunshine in the noon's 
warm lull; 



Ethereal shadows gently pause, or 
pass, 
Flecking with gold the hill-slope beau- 
tiful. 

This grave, all wreathed with flowei-s 
and glad witli spring 
Looks skyward like a lialf-veile.l, 
museful eye. 
Which answers subtly while the woo 1- 
birds sing 
Heaven's smile of forecast innnortal- 
ity. 

Can deathly dust pervade a sjwt so 
sweet ? 
Or hath the form it guarded stolen 
away, 
And ere its hour of ransom, gone to 
meet 
The unborn soul of Resurrection Day ? 



THE WORLD. 
QUATRAINS. 

The world is older than oiu* earliest 
dates ; 

All thoughts, all feelings, all desires, all 
fates, 

Were known and tested, long ere 
Adam's crime 

Set the keen sword of flame at Eden- 
gates! 

Billions of years on billions more have 
fled, 

Since first love's kiss a maiden cheek 
tui*ned red ; 

Since the first mother nursed her inno- 
cent babe — 

The first wild mourner wept above his 
dead. 

These ancient clods our vagrant feet dis- 
place. 

May once have held the loftiest soul of 
grace; 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



288 



LATER L'OEMS. 



This dateless dust that dims our garden 

flowers, 
May once have smiled — a beauteous 

woman's face I 

Older than all uian*s wisdom and his 

dreams, 
Older than all which is, than all which 

seems, 
Our world rolls on, where wrapped in 

cloud-like fli-e, 
Phantasmal, pale, her awful death-morn 

gleams ! 



THE MAY SKY. 

O sky! O lucid sky of May! 
0*er which the fleecy clouds have 
stolen. 
In bauds snow-white, and glimmering- 
gi-ay, 
Or heart-steeped in a lustre golden. 

O sky! that tak'st a thousand moods, 
Enshadowed now, and now out-beam- 
ing, 

Swept by low winds like interludes 
Of music *twixt soft spells of dreaming. 

Type of the poet's soul thou art 
In spring-time of his teeming fancies, 

■\Vlien heavenly glamours brim his heart, 
And heavenly glory lights his glances; 

As morning's dubious vapors form 
In wavering lines and circlets tender, 

Pure as an infant's brow, or warm 
With tintings of a primrose splendor; 

Thus o'er the poet's soul his thought 
Pale first as mist- wreaths scarce cre- 
ated, 

With fire-keen breaths of ardor fraught. 
From radiance born, to beauty mated, 

Takes shape like yonder cloud out- 
spanned 
Above the murmurous woodland 
spaces, 



Whose brightening rifts, methinks, art» 
grand 
With mystic lights and marvellous 
faces; 

Or, merges in some fancy vain. 
Yet rare beyond the worhlling*-^ 
measure ; 

Some delicate cloudlet of the brain 
That melts far up its tiuiviTins; az.iin"! 



A LYRICAL PICTL'iit:. 
COMPOSED NEAR THE SEA-COAST. 

See! see! 
How the shatlows steal along, 
Blending in a golden throng. 

Softly, lovingly; 
From each mossed and quaint tree-c»ol- 

umn, 
Stretched toward the dimpling river. 

How they quiver! 
While in low. pathetic tone 
Twilight's herald-biveze is blown 

Down the sunset solenm ! 

Hear! hear! 
Dropped from gray mists, circling high. 
The sea-wending curlew's cr>'. 

Strangely wild and drear; 
Echoed by a voice that thrills us. 
From the munnurous verge of ocean — 

Voice that fills us 
With a sense of mysteiy old, 
And vague memories which enfold 

Many a weird emotion. 

Turn! turn! 
From yon loftier cloud-land dun ; 
Mark what splendors of the sun 

Westwaixl throb and bum — 
Burn as if some glorious angel 
Blessed the air and land and river 

With his mute evangel : 
xVll things own so rich a grace 
That in Heaven's divine embrace 

Earth seems clasped forever! 
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LAMIA UNVEILED. 

Her step is soft as a fay's footfall, 
And her eyes are wonderful founts of 
blue; 
liut I've seen that small foot spurning 
hearU, 
And the soul that bums so strangely 
through 

Those orbs of blue, 
O ! isH a human soul at all ? 

I never have gazed on their cloudless 
light. 
Hut there eauie a chill to my blood and 
brain. 
And their ominous beauty hath struck 
me dumb 
With a secret and nameless pain: 
Ay, bloo.I and brain 
Grew cold as with spells of a witch's 
bli.u'lit. 

Is*t true ? Can it be that a mortal 
frame 
Of the tenderest mould, of the fairest 
grace, 
May hold but a serpent's soul in sooth ? 
That the while and red of the daintiest 
face 

May mask the trace • 
Of subtle guile, that shall wake to 
flame 

And smite with the sting of a poisoned 
jest. 
Or the sudden flashing of deadly 
scorn. 
If it be, I know that your Charmian 
there, 
In her fragile grace, is a Lamia, born 
To blight the morn 
Of the passion that clings to her f:iithless 
breast ! 

Why, look ! As we siieak, she has turned 
her wiles 
On the gilded wooer her eyes had 
sought, 



While you were steeped in the roseate 
gulf 
Of a sweet, voluptuous thought: 
Some loves are bought, 
And you'll yearn in vain for her 'wilder- 
ing smiles. 

From this night forth, until placid and 

meek, 
(Oh ! meek as a saint, as an angel bland !) 
W^ith a faint rose flushing her brow and 

cheek. 
She whispers, " Adieu! I mustyice my 

handy 

At the hearVn command. 
Win a worthier love; you have only to 

seek!'' 



nACffEL, 

INSCRIBED TO MRS. M. D., OF GEORGIA. 

"A more desolate Hachel than she of old, 
because, although her chihlren 'are not," yet 
the fountain of her tears is uealed/* 

The wan September moonbeams, strug- 
gling down 
Through the gray clouds upon her des- 
olate head, 
Tlie coldness of their muffled radiance 
shed 
Faintly alwve her like a spectral crown: 

So, glimmering ghostlike in the dreary 
light. 
Recounting her strange sorrows o'er 

and o'er. 
Her words rang hollow as far waves 
ashore 
Rolled through the sombre void of win J- 
less night. 

Nor in her mortal weakness could she win 
Even brief redemption from the soul's 

eclipse. 
She looked like suffering Patience, on 
whose lips 
Cold fingers press to keep the wild grief 
in. 
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Suddenly on the pathos and tlie woe 
Of that sad vision broke the gleeful 

noise 
From the near playground of blithe 
girls and boys, 
Through shine and shadow hurrying to 
and fro. 

A wearier shade the pallid face o'er- 
crossed : 
She shivered, drooping; but through 

flowery bars 
Of tlie nule trellis sought the distant 
stars. 
Saying, low: " WUi^rt dwell in hetfren 
my loved and loH / 

Dear Christ, I thought, if soft and iiUh- 
ful, thou 
Still reign'st beyond us, — ah! assuage 

the pain 
Of this worn soul, more laden than 
hers of Xain ; 
Ope thy deep heavens for one swift mo- 
ment now; 

And, while her very heart-throbs seem 
to eejise 
For rapture, let those hungering eyes 

behold 
Her lost beloved transfigured in thy 
fold, 
Crowned with the palm, walking the 
fields of peace ! 



THE SXOir-MESSEXOERS, 

Dedicateil to John Greeiileaf AVliittier and 
Henry WH<li*\vorth Longfellow, with pen por- 
ti'ftiUi of lK>tli. 

TnK pine-trees lift their dark bewildered 

eyes — 
Or so I deem — up to the clouded skies; 
No breeze, no faintest breeze, is heaixl 

to blow : 
In wizard silence falls the windless 

snow. 



It falls in breezeless quiet, strauiielv 

still; 
'Scapes the dulled pane, but loads the 

sheltering sill. 
With curious hand the fleecy ^kes I 

mould, 
And draw them inwanl, rounded, from 

the cold. 

The glittering ball that chills my linix«M - 

tips 
I hold a moment's space to loving lip*- ; 
For from the northward these piir<> 

snow-flakes came. 
And to my touch their coldness tlirills 

like flanic. 

Outbreathed from luminous memories 

nursed apart. 
Deep in the veiled adytum of the heart. 
The tyi)e of Norland dearth such snc»u s 

may be: 
They bring the soul of summer's wamilh 

to me. 

Beholding them, in magical light ex- 
pands 

Tlie changeful charm that crowns the 
northern lands. 

And a fair past I deemed a glorj' fle<l 

Comes back, with happy sunshine 
round its head. 

For Ariel fancy takes her airiest flights** 
To pass once more o'er Hampsliire's 

mountain heights, 
To view the flower-bright pastures 

bloom in grace 
By many a lowering hill-side*s swarthy 

base; 

The fruitful farms, the enchanted vales, 
to view. 

And the coy mountain lakes' transcen- 
dent blue. 

Or flash of sea- waves up the thunderous 
dune, 

AVith wan sails whitening in the mid- 
night moon ; 
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The cataract front of stonn, malignly 

rife 
With deathless instincts of demoniac 

strife. 
Or, in shy contrast, down a shaded dell, 
The rivulet tinkling like an Alpine 

hell; 



And many a cool, calm stretch of cul- 
tured lawn, 

Touched by the freshness of the crystal 
dawn, 

Sloped to the sea, whose laughing waters 
meet 

About the unrobed virgin's rosy fe(»t. 



*^ ■'"'^^li^f^r 




*To pass (nice more o'er Hampshire's mountain heights, . . , 
Tlie fruitful fariiiM, the enchanted vales, to view. 
And the coy mountain lakes* tran8<*«mlent blue." 



Bidy tirelesH fancy, stay the winy that 

roauiK^ 
And fold it last mar northern hearts 

and homes. 

These tropic veins still own their kin- 
dred heat, 

And thoughts of thee, my cherished 
South, are sweet — 

Mournfully sweet — and wed to memories 
vast, 

Iligh-hovering still o'er thy majestic 
past. 

But a new epoch greets us ; with it blends 
The voice of ancient foes now changed 

to friends. 
Ah! who would friendship's outstretched 

hand despise, 
Or mock the kindling light in generous 

eyes ? 



So, 'neath the Quaker-poet's tranquil 

roof. 
From all dull discords of the worhl aloof, 
I sit once more, and measured converse 

hold 
With him whose nobler thoughts are 

rhythmic gold ; 

See his deep brows half puckered in a 

knot 
O'er some hard problem of our mortal 

lot, 
Or a dream soft as May winds of the 

south 
Waft a girl's sweetness round his firm-set 

mouth. 

Or should he deem wrong threats the 

public weal, 
Lo! the whole man seems girt with 

flashing steel : 



Digitized by 



Google 



292 



LATER POEMS. 



His glance a sword thrust, and Lis words 
of ire 

Like thunder-tones from some old proph- 
et's lyre. 

Or by the hearth-stone when the day is 
done, 

Mark, swiftly launched, a sudden shaft 
of fun ; 

The short quick laugh, the smartly smit- 
ten knees, 

And all sure tokens of a mind at ease. 

Discerning which, by some mysterious 
law. 

Near to his seat two household favor- 
ites draw, 

Till on her master's shouldere, sly and 
sleek. 

Grimalkin, mounting, rubs his furrowed 
cheek; 

While terrier Dick, denied all words to 

rail. 
Snarls as he shakes a short protesting tail, 
But with shrewd eyes says, plain as plain 

can be, 
" Drop that sly cat, Vm worthier far 

than s/ie." 

And he who loves all lowliest lives to 

please. 
Conciliates soon his dumb Diogenes, 
Who in return his garment nips with 

care. 
And drags the poet out, to take the air. 

God's innocent pensioners in the wood- 
lands dim. 

The fields and pastures, know and tnist 
in him ; 

And in their love his lonely heart is 
blessed, 

Our pure, hale-minded Cowper of the 
West! 

The scene is changed ; and now I stand 

again 
By one, the cordial prince of kindly men. 



Courtly yet natural, comrade meet for 

kings. 
But fond of homeliest thoughts and 

homeliest things. 

A poet too, in whose warm brain and 

breast 
What birds of song liave filled a golden 

nest. 
Till in song's sunmier prime their wings 

unfurled, 
Have made Arcadian half the listening: 

world. 

Around whose eve some radiant grace of 
mom 

Smiles like the dew-light on a mountain 
thorn. 

Blithely he bears Time's envious load to- 
day: 

Ah ! the green heart o'ertops the head of 
gray. 

Alert as youth, with vivid, various 
talk 

He wiles the way through grove and gar- 
den walk, 

Fair flowers untrained, trees fraught 
with wedded doves, 

Past the cool copse and willowy glade he 
loves. 

Here gleams innocuous of a mirthful 
mood 

Pulse like mild fire-flies down a dusky 
wood, 

Or keener speech (his leonine head un- 
bowed ) 

Speeds lightning-clear from thought's 
o'ershadowing cloud. 

O deep blue eyes! O voice as woman's 
low! 

O firm white hand, with kindliest 
wannth aglow! 

O manly form, and frank, sweet, courte- 
ous mien, 

Reflex of museful days and nights se> 
rene! 
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Still are ye near me, vivid, actual still, 
Here in my lonely fastness on the hill; 
Xor can ye wane till coUl my life-blood 

flows, 
Anil fancy fades in feeling's last repose. 

WliatI snowing yet? The landscape 

waxes pale; 
Kound the mute heaven there hangs a 

quivering veil. 
Through whose frail woof like silent 

shuttles go 
The glancing glamours of the glittering 

snow. 

Yes, falling still, while fond remem- 
brance stirs 

In these wan-faced, unwonted messen- 
gers. 

Dumb storm ! outpour your arctic heart's 
desire ! 

Your flakes to me seem flushed with 
fali-y fire! 



TO ALKXASDER H. STEPUESS. 
Lakt of a stalwart time and race gone 

by, 

That simple, stately, God-appointed 

band, 
"Who wrought alone to glorify their 

land. 
With lives built high on truth's eternity, 
While placemen plot, while flatterers 

fawn or lie. 
And foul corruptions, wave on wave, 

expand, 
I see thee rise, stainless of heart as 

hand, 
O man of Roman thought and radiant 

eye! 

Through thy frail form, there bum 

divinely strong 

The antique virtues of a worthier day; 

Thy soul is golden, if thy head be gray, 

No yeari can work that lofty nature 

wrong; 



They s<a to concords of ethereal song 
A life grown holler on its heavenward 
way. 



THE EXCIIASTED MIRROR, 
FKOM THE PERSIAN. 

What time o'er Persia ruled that up- 
right Khan 

Khosru the Good, in Shiraz lived a 
man, 

A beggar-<!arle, to whose rough hands 
were given — 

I know not how — a mirror clear a* 
heaven 

On beauteous, vernal mornings, and 
more bright 

Than streamlets sparkling in midsum- 
mer's light; 

And, strange to say, whoso should loo!c 
therein. 

Though uglier than a nightmare dream 
of sin, 

Grew comely as the loveliest shapes we 
know; 

The while — oh, wonder! a fairfonn and 
face 

Caught straightway somewhat of celes- 
tial grace. 

Where'er in twilight dusk, or noontide 

glow 
With swift, firm pace or footstep sad 

and slow, 
Where'er he walked through the broad 

land of palms. 
Or yet his lips imclosed to plead for 

alms. 
The beggar held his mystic treasure? 

high 
To glass the forms of those who i)assed 

him by; 
And all who came within that marvel's 

range, 
l*aused spell-bound by the strangely-da^ 

zling change; 
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Lords, ladies, gazed! the prospect 
pleased them well ; 

*'Ah, heavens!" they sighed, **how 
irresistible!" 

E'en the coarse hag, foiU, wrinkled, and 
unclean, 

Beamed like a blushing virgin of six- 
teen. 

Hearts are transformed with faces; out- 

wanl beauty 
Seems to make quick the inward sense 

of duty; 
For none, of all the charmed tlirong that 

pass 
Revivified within the fairy glass. 
But pours upon the beggar pence with 

praise, 
Invoking on his head long, golden days. 
And every joy thr.t lights our mortal 

ways. 

In vain ! — the beggar sickened. While 

he lay 
In death's cold shadow, prostrate and 

forlorn, 
He bade his wife call to him, on a morn, 
His only son: ** Guard well when I am 

dead," 
Feebly, with fluttering breath, the old 

man said ; 
"This mystic glass, whereby great 

things are won — 
Be shrewd, be watchful; do as I have 

done. 
And thou shalt prosper likewise, O my 

son!" 

He took the precious gift — that brain- 
less wight — 

But, scorning to employ its powers 
aright, 

Returned all pale and penniless at night. 

**Fool!" cried the angry father, **well 

I guess 
Why thus thou seek'st mc, pale and 

penniless: 
O stupid dolt! vain peacock! arrant ass! 



Thoa hast icatched all dap thine own 

face in the (jlaas ; 
I Go to! this foolish fruit of idle pride 
I Xo human heart hath ever satisfied, 
I Far less an empty pocket lined with 

gold; 
I Thy coxcomb pate to base self-love is 
I sold! 

j Yet hearken once again: /i6'« only ?r/.vr 
'' Who dupes the world through flattrrt/'tt 

mirrored lies ; 
But past ail tenns of scorn the insnmate 

elf 
Who holds its glass therein to riein — 

himself y* 



THE IM PR I SOS ED SEA-WIXDS. 

Voices of strange sea breezes caught. 
Half tangleii in the pine-tree tall. 

With ocean's tenderest music fraught. 
Serenely rise, and sweetly fall. 

They charm the lids of wearied ej*es. 
And all the dreamy senses bless 

With breath of wave-born symphonies. 
And balms of mild forget fulness, 

'Till o'er the fragrant calms of peace. 
My soul, scarce moved, benignly 
glides, 

Or in all sorrows' soft surcease. 
Rocks tninced on the phantom tides: 

But still those faint sea voices speak, 
Those prisoned sea winds rise and fall. 

The ghost of sea foam sweeps my cheek. 
And the sea's myster>' sighs through 
all. 



BLANCHE AND NELL. 
A BALLAD. 

On, Blanche is a city lady, 
Bedecked in her silks and lace: 

She walks with the mien of a stately 
queen, 
And a queen's imperious grace. 
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liiit Neil is a country maiaen, 
Her dress from tlie farmstead loom: 

Her step is free as a breeze at sea, 
And her face is a rose in bloom. 

The house of Blanche is a marvel 
Of marble from base to dome ; 

It hath all things fair, and costly and 
rare. 
But alas! it is not — home! 

Nell lives in a lonely cottage 

On t'he shores of a wave-washed isle; 
And the life she leads with its loving 
deeds 

The angels behold and smile. 

Blanche finds her palace a prison, 
And oft, through the dreary years, 

In her burdened breast there is sad un- 
rest. 
And her eyes are dimmed with tears. 

But to Nell her toils are pastime, 
(Though never till night they cease); 

And her soul's afloat like a buoyant 
boat 
On the crystal tides of i)eace. 

Ah ! Blanche hath many a lover. 
But she broodeth o'er old regret; 

The shy, sweet red from her cheek is 
fled 
For the star of her heart has set. 

Fair Nell ! but a single lover 
Hath she in the wide, wide world ; 

Yet wannly apart in her glowing heart 
Love bides, with his pinions furled. 

To Blanche all life seems shadowed, 
And she but a ghost therein ; 

Thro' the misty gray of her autumn 
day 
Steal voicas of grief and sin. 

To Nell all life is sunshine, 

All earth like a fairy sod. 
Where the roses grow, and the violets 
blow. 

In the softest breath of God. 



What meaneth this mighty contrast 
Of lives that we meet and mark ? 

One bright as the flowers from May-tide 
showers. 
One rayless, sombre, and dark ? 

O, folly of mortal wisdom, 
That neither will break nor bow. 

That riddle hath vexed the thought per- 
plexed 
Of millions of souls ere now! 

O, folly of mortal wisdom! 
From your guesses what good can 
come ? 
We can learn no more than the wise of 
yore; 
'Tis better to trust, and — be dumb! 



THE DARK, 
A FANTASY. 

The passionless twilight slowly fades 
Beyond the gray, grim woodland glades, 
Till now, with mournful eyes, I mark 
The approaching dark : 

A clouded spirit, borne from far, 
AVliose sombre front no delicate star 
Brightens, — to lint with silvery light 
Her realms of night: 

An awful spirit! her pale lips 
Low whispering down the drear eclipse, 
Send thro' those rayless spaces chill 
An ominous thrill : 



Her 



languare none 



tongue's strange 

may know; 

We only feel it ebb and flow 

In murmurs of half-muffled sighs, 

And vague replies : 

All hail ! akin to me thou art, 
Dim angel of the veil6d heart — 
Ah! wrap me close, ah! fold me deep! 
I fain would sleep ! 
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IN THE STUDIO. 

You walk ray studio's modest round, 
With slowly supercilious air; 

While in each lift^id eyebrow lurks, 
The keenness of an ambushed sneer. 

You lift your glass, and scan the walls, 
between the pictures — with a glance 

Which takes the curtiiined drapery in, 
J3ut views theait-work all askance: 

A sigh! a shrug! and then you turn 
Homewaixl — your judgment fixed as 
fate — 

The laboi-s of a life-time gauged, 
Serenely in your shallow pate ! 



jr ASHING TON! 

Feb. 22, 1732. 

Bright natal morn! what face appears 
Beyond the roliinjj mist of years ? — 
A face whose loftiest traits combine 
All virtues of a stainless line 

Passed from leal sire to loyal son ; 
The face of him whose steadfast zeal 
Drew harmonies of law and right 
From chaos and anarchic night: 
Who with a power serene as Ifate's 
Wrought from rude hordes of turbu- 
lent States 
The grandeur of our commonweal : — 
All hail! all hail! to Washington! 

Freedom he wooed in such brave guise, 
Men gazing in her luminous eyes 
Beheld all heaven reflected shine 
Far down those sapphire orbs divine: 

And, worshipped her so cliastely won; 
If still she panted, fresh from strife. 

And blood-stains flecked her gar- 
ment's rim, 

They could not make its whiteness 
dim; 

For, shed by hearts sublimely true. 

Such drops are changed to sacred dew. 
The chrism of patriot light and life, — 

Baptizing first our Washington. 



For cloudless years, benignant still. 
This Freedom worked her bounteous 

will; — 
Mingling with homespun man and maid. 
Her pale cheek caught a browner sliade 

In fields where harvest tmh were done ; 
To theirs she tuned her rhythmics 

tongue 
Veiling in part her goddess-mien : 
The woman smiled above the quee ' : 
While stationed always by her side. 
Men saw — as bridegroom near his bride, 
(O bride, forever fair and young!) — 

Her chosen hero — Washington! 

She wove for him a civic crown; 
She made so puni his hale renown. 

All glories of the antique days, 
W'aned in the clear, immaculate blaze 

Poured from his nature's noontide 
sun ; 
No slave of folly's catchw^onl school. 

His instincts proud of blood and race 

She tempered with sweet, human 
grace, 
Till his broad being's rounded flow 

Sea-like, embraced the high and low, 
Swayed by the golden-sceptred rule. 

The equal will of Washington. 

His influence spread so wide and deep, 
Earth's fettered millions stirred in sleep; 
And murmurs born of wakening flame 
On the wild winds of twilight came 

From lands by despot-swarms o'ernm; 
They too would win the priceless boon 

Of Freedom's dower; — they too 
would see. 

And clasp the robes of Liberty; 

But, throned within the virgin west, 
She heard them not; — she loved to rest 
In dew-lit dawn and tranquil noon. 

Next the strong heart of Washington ! 

Through shower and sun the seasons 

rolled, 
November's gi*ay and April's gold; 
They only raised (more calmly grand) 
His genius of supreme command, 
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Whose course, in blood and wrath be- 
gun, 
Grew gentler, as the mellowing lights 
Of peace made beauteous sky and sod ; 
His evening came ; — he walked with 
God; 
And down life's gradual sunset-slope. 
He hearkened to a heavenly hope; — 
** Look up! behold the fadeless heights 
Which rise to greet thee, — Washing- 
ton!" 

He dies! the nations hold their breath! 

He dies! but is he thrall to Death ? — 

Thousands who quaff earth's sunshine 
free, 

Are less alive on earth than he; 
Lacking that power which thrills 
through none 

But God's elect, that winged spell 
Which like miraculous lightning darts 
Electric to all noble hearts;— 
Flashed from his soul's sublimer 

sphere, 
'Tis still a matchless influence here! 

Majestic spirit! all is well, 
Where'er thou rulest, — Washington ! 



IN AMBUSH. 

The crescent moon, with pallid glow, 
Swept backward like a bended bow : 
Across, a shaft of phantom light 
Thrilled, like an arrow winged for 
flight. 

Just when that flickering shaft was 

aimed 
Venus in mellow radiance flamed, 
Unmindful of the treacherous dart 
Which seemed upreared to pierce her 

heart; 

For, fain to smite her through and 

through, 
Dian lay ambushed in the blue: 
Half veiled from sight, still, still below, 
She aimed her shaft, she clasped her 

bow. 



For ever thus, since time was bom, 
Cold virtue points her shaft of scorn 
At passionate love, in whose warm 

beam 
•Her own but seems a crescent dream. 



SOUTH CAJiOLlNA TO THE STATES 
OF THE NORTH* 

ESPECIALLY TO THOSE THAT FORMED A 
PAItT OF THE ORIGINAL THIRTEEN. 

Dedicated to Hts Excellency , Wade Hampton. 

I LIFT these hands with ii*on fettei-s 
banded : 
Beneath tlie scornful sunlight and cold 
stars 
I rear my once imperial forehead 
branded 
By alien shame's immedicable scars; 
Like some pale captive, shunned by all 
the nations, 
I crouch unpitied, quivering and 
apart — 
Laden with coimtless woes and desola- 
tions, 
The life-blood freezing round a broken 
heart ! 

About my feet, splashed red with blood 
of slaughters, 
My children gathering in wild, mourn- 
ful throngs ; 

Despairing sons, frail infants, stricken 
daughters, 
Rehearse the awful burden of their 
wrongs ; 

Yain is their cry, and worse than vain 
their pleading: 



* This Poem was composed at a period when 
It seemed as if all the horrors of mlsgoveni- 
nient, so graphically depicted by Pike in his 
*^ Prostrate State,** woald be perpetuated in 
South Carolina. 

It was a significant and terrible epoch; a 
time American statesmen would do well to 
remember occasionally as a warning against 
patchwork political re-constructions. 
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I turn from stormy breasts, from 
yearning eyes, 
To mark where Freedom's outraged form 
receding, 
Wanes in chill shadow down the mid- 
night skies I 

I wooed her once in wild tempestuous 
places, 
The purple vintage of my soul out^ 
poured, 
To win and keep her unrestrained era- 
braces. 
What time the olive-crown o'ertopped 
the sword ; 
O ! northmen, with your gallant heroes 
blending, 
Mine, in old years, for this sweet god- 
dess died ; 
But now — ah ! shame, all other shame 
transcending! 
Your pitiless hands have torn her 
from my side. 

What ! 'tis a tyrant-party's treacherous 
action — 
Your hand is clean, your conscience 
clear, ye sigh ; 
Ay! but ere now your sires had throt- 
tled faction, 
Or, pealed o'er half the world their 
battle-cry; 
Its voice outmng from solemn mountain- 
passes 
Swept by wild storm-winds of the At- 
lantic strand, 
To where the swart Sierras' sullen 
grasses, 
Droop in low languors of the sunset- 
land! 

Never, since earthly States began their 
story. 
Hath any suffered, bided, borne like 
me: 
At last, recalling all mine ancient glory, 
I vowed my fettered commonwealth to 
free; 



Even at the thought, beside the pros- 
trate column 
Of chartered rights, which blasted lay 
and dim — 
Uprose my noblest son with purpose sol- 
emn. 
While, host on host, his brethren fol- 
lowed him : 

Wrong, grasped by truths arraigned by 
laxc, (whose sober 
Majestic mandates rule o'er change 
and time) — 
Smit by the ballot, like some flushed Oc- 
tober, 
Reeled in the autiunn rankness of his 
crime ; 
Struck, tortured, pierced — but not a 
blow returning. 
The steadfast phalanx of my honored 
braves 
Planted their bloodless flag where sun- 
rise burning, 
Flashed a new splendor o'er our mar- 
tyrs' graves! 

Wliat then ? O, sister States ! what wel- 
come omen 
Of love and concord crossed our 
brightening blue. 
The foes we vanquished, are they not 
your foemen. 
Our laws upheld, your sacred safe- 
guards, too ? 
Yet scarce had victory crowned our 
grand endeavor, 
And i)eace crept out from shadowy 
glooms remote — 
Than — as if bared to blast all hope for- 
ever, 
Tour tyrant's sword shone glittering 
at my throat! 

Once more my bursting chains were re- 
united. 
Once more barbarian plaudits wildly 
nmg 

O'er the last promise of dellveranoe 
blighted, 
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I he prostrate purpose, and the palsied 
tongue: 
j\iii faithless sisters, 'neath my swift 
undoing, 
Peers the black presage of your wrath 
to come ; 
Above your heads are signal clouds of 
ruin, 
Whose lightnings flash, whose thun- 
ders are not dumb I 

There towers a judgment-seat beyond 
our seeing; 
There lives a Judge, whom none can 
bribe or blind; 
Before whose dread decree, your spirit 
fleeing, 
May reap the whirlwind, having sown 
the wind : 
I, Ax I hat day of justice, fierce and torrid. 
When blood — your blood — outpours 
like poisoned wine, 
PoJntinrj to these chained /tm6«, this 
blasted forehead, 
May mock your ruiUf as ye mocked at 
mine ! 



THE STRICKEN SOUTH TO THE 
NORTH. 

[Dedicated to Oliver Wendell Holmes.] 

" ATeare thinking a great deal about the 
poor fever-stricken cities of the South, and all 
cortributing according to our means for their 
relief. Every morning as the paper comes, 
the ttrst question is 'What is the last ac- 
count from Memphis, Grenada, and New 
Orleans.' " — Extract from a private letter of 
Vr. Holmes. 

WuEN nithful time the South's memor- 
ial places — 
Her heroes' graves — had wreathed in 
grass and flowers; 

When Peace ethereal, crowned by all her 
graces, 
.._^-# turned to make more bright the 
summer hours ; 

When doubtful hearts revived, and 
hones grew stronger; 



When old sore-cankering wounds that 
pierced and stung. 
Throbbed with their first, mad, feverous 
pain no longer, 
While the fair future spake with flat- 
tering tongue; 
When once, once more she felt her pulses 
beating 
To rhythms of healthful joy and brave 
desire ; 
Lo! round her doomed horizon darkly 
meeting, 
A pall of blood-red vapors veined with 
fire I 

O! ghastly portent of fast-coming sor- 
rows ! 
Of doom that blasts the blood and 
blights the breath, 
Robs youth and manhood of all golden 
morrows — 
And life's clear goblet brims with 
wine of death! — 
O ! swift fulfilment of this portent dreary ! 
O! nightmare rule of ruin, racked by 
fears. 
Heartbroken wail, and solemn miserere, 
Imperious anguish, and soul-melting 
tears! 
O! faith, thrust downward from celestial 
splendors, 
O ! love grief -bound, with palely-mur- 
murous mouth ! 
O! agonized by life's supreme surren- 
ders — 
Behold her now — the scourged and 
suffering South ! 

No balm in Gilead ? nay, but while her 
forehead 
Pallid and drooping, lies in foulest dust, 
There steals across the desolate spaces 
torrid, 
A voice of manful cheer and heavenly 
tnist, 
A hand redeeming breaks the frozen 
starkness 
Of palsied nerve, and dull, despondent 
brain ; 
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Kolls back the curtain of malignant 

darkness, 
And shows the eternal blue of heaven 

again — 
Revealing there, o'er worlds convulsed 

and shaken, 
That face whose mystic tenderness 

enticed 
To hope new-born earth's lost bereaved, 

forsaken ! 
Ah! still beyond the tempest smiles the 

Christ! 

Wliose voice ? Whose hand ? Oh, thanks, 
divinest Master, 
Thanks for those grand emotions 
which impart 
Grace to the North to feel the South's 
disaster, 
The South to bow with touched and 
cordial heart ! 
Now, now at last the links which war 
had broken 
Are welded fast, at mercy's channed 
commands; 
Now, now at last the magic words are 
spoken 
Which blend in one two long-divided 
lands ! 
O North ! you came with warrior strife 
and clangor; 
You left our South one gory burial 
ground ; 
But love, more potent than your haughti- 
est anger. 
Subdues the souls which hate could 
only wound I 



THE RETURN OF PEACE. 

[Written by request of the committee of 
arrangements, for the openinj,- ceremonies of 
the International Cotton Expt^Uion, in At- 
lanta, Georgia, Oct. 5, 1881. 

I HAD a vision at that mystic hour. 
When in the ebon garden of the Night, 

Blooms the Cimmerian flower 
Of doubt and darkness, cowering from 
the light. 



I seemed to stand on a vast Icn*?':' 
height, 
Above a city ravished and o'erthrown 
The air about me one long lin<;erin»; 
moan 
Of lamentation Uke a dreary sea 
Scourged by the stonu to nuunuiroiir 
, weariness ; 

; Then, from dim levels of mist^foldeil 
I ground 

j Borne upward suddenly. 

j Burst the deei>-rc)lling stress 

Of jubilant drums, blent with the &il- 
I very sound 

I Of long-drawn bugle notes — the clash of 
• swonls 

I (Outflasheil by alien lords) — 

I And warrior-voices wild with victory. 

i 

I They could not quell the grieved p.p*- 
shuddering air. 
That breathed about me its forlorn de- 
; spair : 

It almost seemed as if st«m Triumpb 

sped 
To one whose hopes were <lead. 
And flaunting there his fortune's ruddier 

grace, 
Smote — with a taunt — wan Misery in 
the face! 

Lo! far away, 
(For now my dream grows clear as !"a 

minous day,) 
The victor's camp-flres gird the c\% 

round ; 
But she, unrobed, discrowned — 
A new Andromeda, beside the main 
Of her own passionate pain ; 
Bowed, naked, shivering low — 
Veils the soft gleam of melancholy eyes. 

Yet lovelier in their woe, — 
Alike from hopeless earth and hopelesa 

skies. 
No Perseus, for her sake, serenely tieec. 
Shall cleave the heavens with wirip** 
and shining feet: — 
Ah me! the maid is lost — 
For sorrow, like keen frosc 
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8hall eat into her being s anguished 

core — 
Atlanta (not Andromeda in this), 
What outside helper can bring back her 

bliss ? 
( lui re-illume, beyond its storm-built 

bar. 
Her youth's auroral star, 
Or wake the aspiring heart that sleeps 

forever more. 

O ! lying prophet of a sombre mood, 
This city of our love 
Is no poor, timorous dove. 
To crouch and die unstruggling in the 

mire ; 

If. for a time, she yields to force and fire, 

Blinded by battle-smoke, and drenched 

with blooJ. 

Still must that dauntless hardihood 

Drawn to her veins from out the iron 

liills, 
(Nerving the brain that toils, the soul 

that wills,) 
Shake off the lotus-languishment of 

grief! 
1 see her rise and clas]) her old belief, 
In God and (goodness — with imperial 

glance. 
Face the dark front of frowning Circum- 
stance, — 
While trusting only to her strong right 
arm 
To wrench from deadly harm. 
All civic blessings and fair friuts of 
peace'. 
Iligh-souled to gain (despite her 

ravished years), 
And dragon-forms of monstrous doubts 
and fears. 
The matchless splendor of Toil's ** golden 
fleece!" 

I see her rise, and strive with strenuous 
liands firmly to lay 
The fresh foundations of a nobler 
sway — 
War-wasted lands 
Laden with ashes, gray and desolate — 



Touched by the charm of souje regener- 
ate fate — 
Flush into golden harvests prodigal; 
Set by the steam-god's fiery passion free, 

1 hear the rise and fall 
Of ponderous iron-clamped machinery, 
Shake, as with earthquake thrill, the 
factory halls; 
While round the massive walls 
Slow vapor, like a sinuous serpent 
steals — 
Through which revolve in circles, 
great or small. 
The deafening thunders of the tireless 
wheels! 

Far down each busy mart 
That throbs and heaves as with a human 
heart 
Quick merchants pass, some debonair 
and gay, 
W^ith undimmed, youthful locks — 
Some wrinkled, sombre, gray — 
But all with one acconl 
Dreaming of him — their lord — 
The mighty monarch of the realm of 

stocks ! 
And year by year her face more frankly 

bright, 
Glows with the ardor of the bloodless 
fight 
For bounteous empire o'er her 

cherished South. 
More sweet the smile uponher maiden 
mouth. 
Just rounding to rare curves of woman- 

hood: 
Because all unwithstood 
The magic of her power and stately priJe 
Hath called from many a clime 
Of tropic sunshine and of winter rime. 
The world's skilled art and science to 
her side ; 
Hence from her transient tomb. 
Three lustra since, a hideous spot to 
see — 
Grows the majestic tree 
Of heightened and green-leaveci pi"0?- 
perity. ^ , 
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Hence, her broad gardens bloom 
With rose and lily, and all flowers of 
balm. 
And hence above the lines 
Of her vast railways, droop the laden 
vines — 
A luscious lai'gess thro' the summer 
calm I 

Feeling her veins so fi:ll of lusty blood. 
That pulsed within tlieni like a rhyth- 
mic flood, 
And eager lor sweet sisterhood,— the 
bond 
Blissful and fond, 
Tliat yet may hold all nations in its 
thrall, 
Atlanta — from a night of splendid 
dreams, 
Roused by soft kisses of the morning 
beams, 
Decreed a glorious festival 
Of art and commerce in her brave 
domain; 
She sent her sunnnons on the courier 
breeze ; 
Or thro* the lightningwingbd wire 
Plashed forth her soul's desire: — 
Swiftly it passed, 
O'er native hills and streams and prairies 
vast, — 
And o'er waste barriers of dividing 
seas 
'Till from all quarters, like quick tongues 

of flame. 
That warm, but bum not, — cordial an- 
swers came. 
And waftage of benignant messages. 

Thus, ihus it is a mighty concourse 

meets 
O'erflowing squares and streets — 
Borne at flood-tide toward the guarded 

ground. 
Where treasures of two hemispheres are 

found. 
To tax the Inquiring mind, the curious 

eye I 
Grain of the upland and damp nver-bed. 



In yellow stalks, or sifted meal for 

bread ; 
Unnumbered births of Ceres clustered 
nigh; 
Beholding which — as touched by 
tropic heat,— 
(The old-world picture never can grow 

old. 
Nor the deep love that thrills it dumb 

and cold ) — 
Clear fancy looks on Uoaz in the Miioat, 
And in her simple truth. 
The tender eyes of Ruth 
Holding the garnered fragments at his 
feet! 

But piled o'er all, thro' many an un- 
bound bale 

Peering to show its snow-white softness 
pale, 

— Snow-white, yet warm, and destined 
to be furled 
In some auspicious day. 
For which we yearn and pray, 

Roimd half the nakeil misery of the 
world, 

A fleece more rich than Jason's, glances 
down. 

Ah I well we know no monarch's jewelled 
crown. 
No marvellous koh-i-noor. 

Won, first perchance, from gulfs of 
human gore, 

Or life-toil of swart millions, gaunt and 
poor. 
Hath e'er outshone its peerless sover- 
eignty. 

The wings of song unfold 
Towards thy noontide-gold : 
The eyes of song are clear, 
(Turned on thy broadening sphere) 

To mark, oh ! city of the midland-weald. 

And follow thy fair fortunes far afield — 
The years unborn, 
Doubtless Tuust bring to thee 

Trials to test thy spirit's constancy; 

(While unthrift aliens wear the mask of 
scorn ) . 
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Financial sboclcs without thee and 

within; 
Wrought by shrewd moneyed Shylocks 

hot to win 
Tiieir l)razen game of monstrous usury; 
Kavageof bandit " rings " wliose bound- 

l<»ss maw 
Can swallow all things glibly, save — the 

law! 
And many a subtler ill 
Sudden and subtle as the ambush 

laid, 



By black-browed "stranglers" 'mid an 
Orient glade; 
But thou, with keenest will, 

Shalt cut the bonds of stealthy fraud 
apart, 

And if force fronts thee with a murder- 
ous blade. 

Pien*e the nish son of Anak to the heart ! 

Oh! queen! thy brilliant horoscop" 
Was cast by Helios in the halls of 
hope; 




" War-waated lands . . . 
Touched by the cliariii of Home reKenerat« fate- 
FIu!«h into golden Iiarvcsts prodigal." 



And hope becomes fulfilment, as thy 

tread — 
Finn, placed between the living and the 
dead — 
Wins the liigh grade which owns a 
heavenward slope; 
For force and fraud undone, 
And stonnless sunmiits won. 
In thee I view heaven's purpose per- 
fected : 
Thou shalt be empress of all peaceful 
ties. 
All potent industries. 



All world-embracing magnanimities; 
A warrior-<iueen no more, but mailed 
in love, 
Thy spear a fulgent shaft of sun- 
steeped grain; 
Thy shield a buckler, the field-fairies wove 
Of strong green grasses, in the silveiy 

noon 
Of some full harvest-moon. 
Thy stainless crown, red roses, blent 

with white! 
Now, throned above the half-forgotten 



pam 
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( )f (Irradful war, and war's remorseless 

blight. 
Thy heart -throhs glad and great, 
Sending through all thy Titiin-statured 

state. 
Fresh life and gathering tides of grander 

l)ower 
From glorions honr to honr, 
Thonsands thy deeds shall bless 
With streniions pritle, toned down to 

tend('rne.>s: 
Shall bless thy d4MMls, exalt thy name: 
Till every bn'i'ze that sweejis from hill 

to lea. 
And every win«l that fnrrows the deep 

st'a. 
Shall waft the fragrance of thy sold 

abroad 
The swiM'tncss and the si)lendor of thy 

fame: — 
For tlu)n. midmost a huge and oi)nhMit 

sioiv. 
Of all thinus wrought to meet a nation's 

need. 

Thou. nol»Iy \nm\ 

Of any darkmiui; taint of sdli^h grct'd, — 
\V«'rl pr«'-ordainrd to br 
Purveyor of divjin'sl cliaiity, — 

The loVL'-commi>sioned almoner of (Joil. 



W'l ill.'ii .It th<' r.'(ju.-.t '.f tlf V.»rkt.'\\iiC<'ii- 
|.-iiiii;il < ■..iiiiiiisNi.iii. ;»ii|ii>iiil<'.| l.y ( '. .iim«-N-. 
|.. r.-lMlll.-t th'- .•.•l.-l.i.il:"ii ul \\u- MlIT.-llil-M <.t 
I...I.1 < ..rnw.llw. I'. Ill-- r..iul.iii.-.l 1..IV.-. .,1 
I r 111. •.-.11 1,1 \;n.-ii.:i, ill.. .iH li-- I'.'l h "J ••..!. 17>1, 
;.! ^ '.ik'..\\l', \ i. 

II\i;k. li.iil.! 'Inwii ill.' <'..ntiir\"v Imi- 

r-Mi-liiiu -lt.]>.' 
'!"(. iIk.m' ir.m-i'oii- nt (rinii)].li. i1mi>-»- 

|-;i|.III!V-. (M li(.]..-. 
'I'll.' Vnicr-s nt lIMill llll'l yA )l 1' •• Hi ! ,1 1 11 

r.. ml. ill. -I 
III ul.ld lr-()||,ll|.'i l...l'l|.' oil tli<- \villL'- ot 

1 h.' w iiiii, 



The bass of the ilruni and (he tnin)i»i»^ 

tliat thrills 
Through the multiplied echoes of jubi- 
lant hills. 
And mark how the years melting \\\y- 

ward like mist 
Which the breath of scmie splendid en- 
chantment has kissed. 
Reveal on the ocean, reveal on the sliore 
The proud pageant of concinest that 
graced them of yore. 
I When blended forever in love as in 
I fame 

, See, the standard winch stole from the 
1 starlight its flame, 

1 And tyjH' of all chivalry, glory, romance. 
The lilies, the luminous lilies of Frain'<\ 

I ()\\, stubborn the strife ere the contliet 

was won ! 
I And the wild whirling war wrack lialf 
' stifled tho sun. 

The thundei>5 of cannon that lK)<)nu' 1 
' on the h'a, 

' Hut re-echoed far thunders pealed up 
I from tlie sea. 

Where guarding his sea lists, a knight 
1 on the waves, 

I IJold Dc (hmssc kept at hay the hlniy 
I bull-dogs of (Jj-aves. 

I The day turned to darkness, the niglit 
j ehaugfd to tire. 

I Still more tierce waxed the eouibat, 
' more d»'adly the in*. 

t'luliuiuH'd by tln^ gloom, in majestic 

ailvance. 
Oil. behold where they ride o'er tin- r<>d 

battle tide. 
Tliov,. Imuners united in love as in 

lame, 
riie ])r;i\e standard which dr«'W from 

the star-beams their flame. 
Vii.l ty]>e ut all i'hiN airy, glory, romanev. 
Till' liliis. the luminous lilies of Fi-anee. 

\.t j.'>].iie. no p:iuse: by the York's 

lorture.l fl(M»(l, 
Tlir uriiii I,i(.u of Kugland is writlnng 

in I.Io.mI. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ON THE PERSECUTION OF THE JEWS IN liUSSIA. 



305 



Comwallis may chafe and coarse Tarle- 

ton aver. 
As he sharpens his broadsword and 

buckles his spur, 
*' This blade, which no oft has reaped 

rehelH like yrain, 
iJhall now harvcntfor death the rude yeo- 
men again. " 
Vain boast! for ere sunset he's flying in 

fear, 
With the rebels he scouted close, close 

in his rear, 
While the French on his flank hurl such 

volleys of shot 
That e'en Gloucester's redoubt must be 

growing too hot. 
Thus wedded in love as united in fame, 
Lo I the standanl which stole from the 

starlight its flame, 
And type of all chivalry, glory, romance, 
The lilies, the luminous lilies of France. 

O morning superb! when the siege 

reached its close; 
See! the sunilawn outbloom, like the 

alchemist's rose! 
The last wreaths of smoke from dim 

trenches upcurled, 
Are transformed to a glory that smiles 

on the world. 
Joy, joy! Save the wan, wasted front of 

the foe. 
With his battle-flags furled and his arms 

trailing low; — 
Respect for the brave ! In stem silence 

they yield. 
And in silence they pass with bowed 

heads from the fleld. 
Then triumph transcendent! so Titan 

of tone 
That some vowed it must startle King 

George on his throne. 

When Peace to her own, timed the pulse 
of the land, 

And the war weapon sank from the war- 
wearied hand, 

Yoang Freedom upborne to the height 
of the goal * 



She had yearned for so long with deep 

travail of soul, 
A song of her future raised, thrilling 

and clear, 
Till the woods leaned to hearken, the 

hill slopes to hear: — 
Yet fraught with all magical grandeurs 

that gleam 
On the hero's high hope, or the patriot's 

dream. 
What future, tho' bright, in cold shadow 

shall cast 
Tlie proud beauty tjiat haloes the brow 

of the past. 
Oh! wedded in love, as united in fame. 
See the standard which stole from the 

starlight its flame, 
And type of all chivalry, glory, romance. 
The lilies, the luminous lilies of France. 



OX THE PEIiSECi'Troy OF THE JEWS 

ly liussiA. 

" Be advised! I>o not trample upon ray peo- 
ple. Nations and men that oppress tu do not 
thrice." — From Charles Headt'i ''Never Too 
Late to Mend" 

What munnurs are these that so wo- 
fuUy rise 
Into heart-storms of agony borne 
from afar ? 
A tempest of passion, a tumult of sighs ? 
There is dread on the earth, and stem 
grief in the skies, 
While the nations, appalled, watch the 
realm of the Czar I 

Can humanity's sun have gone down in 

an hour. 
Or a fiend have stmck mercy's soft 

key-note ajar. 
That upwhirled on the fierce winds of 

madness and power. 
This cloud — with its hail of harsh 

hatreds — should lower 
O'er those who still call on their 

*' father," the Czar? 
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Can hell liave burst upward, and 

spawned from its womb 
The worst of all demons that menace 

and mar ? 
O God! see an empire recking in 

gloom — 
Hark! the death-shock, the shriek, tiie 

wild volleys of doom — 
Ay ! the riot of hell shakes the land of 

the Czar ! 

The fields are flam%-girdled, the rivers 
roll red 
Through the sulplmrous fumes and 
swift ravage of war, 
A war on the helpless, unhelmeted head, 
Which tortures the living and spares not 
the dead ; 
Is he sleeping, or dumb, their "good 
father" the Czar? 

Ah, no ! — through the corridoi-s stately 

and vast 
Of his palace that gleams like a paie 

polar star, 
On a gale from the south these black 

tidings have passed: 
He hears I and the lightnings of justice 

at last 
Quiver hissing and hot in the hand of 

the Czar! 

The world holds its breathing to mark 
them in flapie 
On their limitless courae that no bul- 
wark can bar; 

But instead, through Ills wily state par- 
asite came 

A rescript so false, its unspeakable 
shame 
Should haunt to his death the dark 
dreams of the Czar I 

No word for the victims, all butchered 

and bare. 
By the hearth-stone defiled, un;l the | 

blood-taint-ed lar; 
Per the poor i-avished maid, whoso sole | 

shroud is her hair; 



For the mothers lament, or the father'a 
despair: 
No pity for such thrills the Ihouglit of 
the Czar; 

But his spirit leans, tender and yearn- 
ing, above 
The mad helots who riot, rage, nuiixler 
afar; 

To them ho is soft as a nest-brooclin*» 
dove; 

But the murdered! alas! they are 
stinted of love, 
Right, justice, or ruth, in the creeil of 
the Czar! 

Shall grim carnage goad onwaixl, eui- 
bruted and base. 
The black coursers that strain at lier 
iron-wrought car. 
While those of high pui-pose and fetter- 
less race 
Idly gaze on the foul medioeval disgrace 
Which poisons all earth from yon 
realm of the Czar ? 

Wake, England, your thunders! America, 

fling 
To the wind the shrewd statecrafts 

that hamper, or mar! 
Blend your voices of wrath ! your dct'p 

warnings outring. 
To smite the dulled eai-s, and blind soul 

of the king — 
Who rules — Heaven help them! 

those realms of the Czar! 



ASSASSIXATIOA\ 

O BLINDED readers of the s<!oll of 

time, 
Think ye that freedom yields her hand 

to crime ? 

Or the fair whiteness of her virginal 

bud 
Of lieavenly hope, would desecrate with 

blocd ? 
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Her eyes are chastened lightnings, and 

the fire 
Ot lier divinely purified desire 

Bums not in ambush by assassins 

trod, 
But on tlie holiest mountain heights of 

God! 

So, ye that fain would meet her fond 

embrace. 
Purge the base soul, unmask the 

treacherous face. 

Drop bowl or dagger while ye bring her 

naught 
But the grand worship of a selfless 

thought! 



ENGLAND. 

Land of my father's love, my father's 
race, 
How long must I in weary exile 
si.^h 
To meet thee, O my empress, face to 
face, 
And kiss thy radiant robes before I 
die? 

O England ! in my creed, the humblest 
dust 
Beside thy haunted shores and shadow^y 
stream 1, 
Is touched by memories and by thoughts 
august. 
By golden histories and majestic 
dreams. 

O England! to my mood thy lowliest 
flower 
Feeds on the smiles of some transcen- 
dent sky ; 
Thy frailest fern-leaf shrines a spell of 
power! 
Ah I shall I walk thy woodlands ere \ 
die? 



Thy sacred places, where dead heroes 
rest 
By temples set in ivy-twilight deep; 
Thy fragrant fields topped by the sky- 
lark's crest; 
Thy hidden waters breathing balms of 
sleep: 

Thy castled homes, and granges veiled 
afar 
In antique dells; thy ruins hoar and 
high; 
Thy mountain tarns, each like a glitter- 
ing star. 
Shall I behold their marvels ere 1 die ? 

Thine opulent towns, throned o'er the 
subject-main, 
Qirt by brave fleets, their weary canvas 
furled, 
Deep-laden argosies tlirough storm and 
strain. 
Borne from the utmost boundaries of 
the world 

O'er all, thy London ! every stone with 

breath 
Indued to question, coimsel, or reply; 
City of mightiest life and mightiest 

death, 
• Shall I behold thy splendors ere I die '^ 

But most I yearn, in body as heart, to 
bow 
Before our England's poets, strong and 
wise. 
Watch some grand thought uplift the 
laureate's brow. 
And flash or fade in Swinburne's fiery 
eyes. 

And other glorious minstrels would I 
greet 
Bound to my life by many a rhythmic 
tie. 
When shall I hear their welcomes frankly 
sweet. 
And clasp those cordial hands, before 
I die? 
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Fair blow the breezes; high are sail and 
sLoam ; 
Soou niiist I mark brave England's 
brightening lea; 
Fnlfilled at length, the large and Instrous 
dream 
Whi(!h lured me long across the sum- 
mer seal 

Alas! a moment's triumph! — false as 
vain! 
O'er dreary hills the gaunt pines moan 
and sigh; 
Pale grows my dream, pierced through 
by iuideful pain; | 

England! 1 shall not see thee ere I i 
die! 



TO LoxarL'LLoir. 

(on HKAniNC; UK WAS II, L.) 

C) Tiior, \vho^e i>()ti'nt genius (like the | 

sun I 

Tendrrly niellowid by a rii)pling j 

llM/e) 

llasi ^.liut'd ihe(^ all men's homage, 

l»)ve and piaJM', 
Surely lliy web otMife is nol oulspuu. 
Thy Lilnry rounded, lliy last guerdon 

\\(»n I 
Na>. lUM'i. nay! — frDUi thouuhrs ealui 

snnsci \vay> 
Mav new-horn notes of undemMierate 

la\s 
( iiaiin l»aek t lie t w iliuhi nlooni ere day 

iMMJone! 

iinl iM^i ill-' i'o.>r erowiird 1 s<m' the 

IlifUil — 

r'r:nik. ronrifou^. line — about wlio^e 
l..,-k> <.|- .ji.,\. 
Like -nM.Ml Ix'rs, sonie -iJiiN « >l" siininiei' 
^ir.i\ ; 
( ■|e.il--e\r(l. Willi H].- Iialf l>ois,-(l 
"l w i\t ^niilf and >i'_li ; 
A brow in uih'-.- x.ul mil ioiinu ni;in- 

lUMMJ 1.1. Mid 

(iracf. -w, .•'iii'^'.. iiowtT and ina'_;- 
naniniii\ ! 



*' PHILIP Mr Kixor^ 

*' Philip, my khig," ay, still thou art a 
king. 
Though stonns of sorrow on thy suf- 
fering head 
Have tlashed and thundered throuizh 
the midinght's dread ; 

Ah, lofty soul! fraught with the sky- 
lark's wing 

To capture heaven, the sky-lark's voice 
to sing 

Such notes ethereal through veiled 
brightness shetl 

Their gracious power to liquid pathos 
wed. 

Thrills like the soft rain- pulses of the 
spring: 

Banned from earth's day — thine hurfirtl 

sight expands 
Above the night-bound senses' birth or 

bars: 
Lord of a larger realm, of subtler scope. 
Where thou at lastshalt press the lips of 

Hope, 
And feel (Jixl's angel lift in radiant 

haiuls 
Thy life fnmi darkness to a place of 

stars! 

Meanwhile, alas! despite these inward 
spells 
Of voice and vision, ami foinl ImiH* 

to be, 
Perchance, — though vagiu'ly shadowed 
forth to tht»e. — 
Oft-iinies thy thought but echoes the 

dee}) knells 
Of liinied j«)y: oft-times thy spirit swells 
With moaning memories. like a Muilteu 

>ea. 
When the worn tempest wandering up 
the lea. 
Leaves a low wind to breathe its wild 
fai-ewells. 

• •• }'h,:>i, iini h'nni." .'Mi'^s Miilook's exqiiisiio 
-■11-. .ill l..\.-i> .if ji<M-ir\ iii\i>t rooall. Tlu' 
iiM'. Ii-i.>'.i ill n lvl•i^■\^il^ I'liilip ^larslon, 

il,. .mill .1- - -...1 s..n. 
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O brother! — pondering dreary and 


I waft, o'er seas, a whlte-whiged courier- 


apart 


dove, 


O'er the dead blossoms of deciduous 


Bearing to thee this balmy spray of love, 


years: 


Warm from the nested fragrance of my 


O poet ! fed too long on bitter tears ! 


heart. 




HiUl ]ini4,^toTii; niJiy Ik' purf^ &r blood. 



A PLEA FOR THE GRAY, 



[A diRciission hM recently been inaugurated in the city of Mobile, Ala., among the military 
companies, as to the propriety of changing the Gray for the Blue or some other uniform.] 



When the land* s martyr, mid her 
tears, 

Outbreathed his latest breath, 
The discord of long, festering years, 

Lay also dumb in death : 
Our souls a new-bom friendship drew 

With spells of kindliest sway; 
At last, at last, the conquering Blue 

Blent with the vanquished Gray ! 



Yet, who thro' this south-land of ours, 

While faith and love are free. 
But still must cast memorial flowers 

Across the grave of I^e ? 
Ajid oft tlieir ancient grief renew 

O'er ** Stonewall's " cherished clay ? 
The heart that's pledged to guard the 
Blue 

Must honor still the Gray ! 
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O veterans of Potomac's flood, 

Or Vicksburg's lurid sky, 
Old passions may be purged of blood. 

Old memories cannot die! 
They fill your eyes with fiery dew, 

Revive your manhood's May, 
And past tlie brij^ht viclorious Hlue, 

Bring back the stainless Gray! 

O martyrs of the desperate fight, 

AH weak and broken now, 
With shattered nerves, or blasted sight, 

Frail arms and furrowed brow! 
What think ye of the patriot view 

Flashed on your minds to-day ? 
Too old to don the prosperous Blue, 

Ye clasp your tattered Gray I 

From many a worn and wasted mound. 

And dust-encumbered olod, 
The voices of dead heroes sound, 

Risini? from earth to God ! 
**Our doom was dark, our lives were 
true, 

Ah! cast not quite away, 
What time ye hail the favored Blue — 

Old dreams that crowned the Gray!'' 

Can honor in his sacred i^rave 

Less fair and glorious be ? 
Can faith on fortune's fickle wave, 

Change with the changeful sea ? 
Jieware lest what ye rasbly do 

•Should end in shamed dismay. 
And all pure champions of the Blue, 

Scorn traitors to the Gray! 



UNION OF BLUE AND GRAY. 

[Suggested by the recent visit of Governor 
Bigelow and the Connecticut companies to 
Charleston, South Carolina.] 

The Blue is marching south once more, 
With serried steel and stately tread ; 

Their martial music pealed before, 
Their flag of stars fla.shed overhead. 



Ah I not through storm and stress they 

come. 
The thunders of old hate are dumb. 
And frank as clear October's ray 
This meeting of the Blue and Gray. 

A Pha?nix from her outworn fires. 

Her gory ashes, rising free. 
Fair Charleston with her stainless spires 

Gleams by the silver-stranded s<»a- 
No hurtling hail nor hostile ball 
Breaks through the treacherous battle- 

pallT 
True voices speak from hearts as true. 
For strife lies dead 'twixt (iray and Blue. 

Grim Sumter, like a Titan maimed. 
Still glooms beyond his shattei'ed keep; 

BiU where his bolts of lightning flanieil 
There brooils a quiet, mild as slee]> ; 

His granite base, long cleansed of blooJ, 

Is circled by a golden flood. 

Type of that i)eace whose sacred sway 

Enfolds the Blue, exalts the Gray. 

The sea-tides faintly rise afar. 

And — wings of all the breezre f urle<l. 
Seem slowly borne o'er beach and bar, 
Dream-murmurings from a spirit 

world. 
Through throbbing drum and bugle-trill 
The distant calm seems de«»por still — 
Deep as that faith u hose cordial dew 
Hath soothed the Gray and clianned the 

Blue. 

O'er Ashley's breast the autumn smiles, 

All mellowed in her hazy fold. 
While the white arms of languid isles 

Are girdled by ethereal gold. 
All Nature whispers: war is o'er. 
Fierce f(Mids have fled our sea and shore. 
Old wrongs forget, old ties renew, 
O heroes of the Gmy and Blue ! 

The southem Palm and northern Pine 
No longer Mash through leaf and 
bough ; 

Tranquillities of depth benign 
Have bound their blending foliage now, 
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Or, tranced by cloudless star and moon, 
Soivne they shine hi sun-lit noon. 
Their equal shadows softly play 
Above the Blue, across the Gray. 



THE Kiyr, OF THE PLOW, 

The sword is ro-sheathed in its scab- 
ban I, 
The ritle han<;s safe on the wall ; 
No longer we quail at the hunjjry 
Hot rush of the ravenous ball, 
The war-cloud has hurled its last light- 
ning, 
Its last awful thunders are still, 
While the demon of conflict in Hades 

Lies fettered in force as in will: 
Above the broad fields that he ravaged, 
What monarch rules blissfully now ? 
Oh! crown him with bays that are 
bloo<11ess. 
The king, the brave king of the 
plow! 

A king! ay! what niler more potent 
Has ever swayed earth by his nod ? 
A monarch! aye, more than a monarch, 

A homely, but bountiful God ! 
He stands where m earth's sure protec- 
tion 
The seed-grains are scattered and 
sown« 
To uprise in serene resurrection 
When spring her soft trumpet hath 
blown ! 
A monarch! yea, more than a monarch. 
Though tod-drops are thick on his 
brow; 
O! crown him with corn-leaf and wheat- | 
leaf, I 

The king, the strong king of tlie 
plow ! 

Through the shadow and shine of past 
ages, 
(Willie tyrants were blinded with 
blood > 



He reared the pure ensign of Ceres 
By meadow, and mountain, and 
flood. 
And the long, leafy gold of his harvests 
The earth-sprites and air-sprites had 
spun, 
Grew rhythmic when swept by the 
breexes, 
Grew royal, when kissed by the 
sun; 
Before the stern charm of his patience 
What rock-rooted forces must bow ! 
Come! crown him with corn-leaf and 
wheat-leaf. 
The king, the bold king of the plow ! 

Through valleys of balm-drooping 
myrtles, 
By banks of Arcadian streams. 
Where the wind-songs are set to the 
mystic 
Mild murmur of passionless dreams ; 
On the stonn-haunted uplands of Thule, 

By ice-girdled fiords and floes. 
Alike speeds the spell of his god- 
hood. 
The bloom of his heritage glows; 
A monarch ! yea, more than a monarch, 

All climes to his prowess must bow; 
Come crown him with bays that are 
stainless. 
The king, the brave king of the 
plow. 

Far, far in earth's uttermost future. 

As boundless of splendor as scope, 
I see the fair angel ! — friution, 

Outsi>ee<l his high heralds of hope; 
The roses of joy rain around him. 

The lilies of sweetness and calm, 
For the sword has been changed to the 
plowshare, 

Tlie lion lies down with the lamb! 
0/ angel-majestic! We knoio ihce^ 

Though raised and transfigured art 
thou. 
This lord of lifers grand consumma' 
tion 

Wa^ once the swaH kin a of the Mow! 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

I. 

LONGFELLOW DEAD. 

Ay, it is well I Crush back your selfish 

tears; 
For from the half-veiled face of earthly 

spring 
Hath he not risen on heaven-aspiring 

wing 
To reach the spring-tide of the eternal 

years ? 

With life full-orbed, he stands amid his 

peers, 
The grand immortals! a fair, mild-eyed 

king, 
Flushing to hear their potent welcomes 

ring 
Round the far circle of those luminous 

spheres. 

Mock not his heavenly cheer with mor- 
tal wail, 

Unless some human-hearted nightin- 
gale, 

Pierced by griefs thorn, shall give such 
music birth 

That he, the new-winged soul, the 
crowned and shriven. 

May lean beyond the effulgent verge of 
heaven. 

To catch his own sweet requiem, borne 
from earth I 

Such marvellous requiem were a paean 

too — 
(Woe touched and quivering with 

triumphant fire); 
For him whose course flashed always 

high and higher, 
Is lost beyond the strange, mysterious 

blue : 
Ah! yet, we murmur, caa this thing be 

true? 
Forever silent here, that tender lyre. 
Tuned to all gracious themes, all pure 

desire. 
Whose notes dropped sweet as honey, 

soft as dew ? 



; No tears! you say — since rounded, 
brave, complete, 

1 The poet's work lies radiant at God's 

! feet. 

j Nay! nay! our hearts with grief mimm? 

' hold their tryst: 

' How dim grows all about us and above I 
Vainly we groin* through death's bewil- 
dering mist. 
To feel once more his clasp of hum an 
love I 



ox THE DEATH OF PKEyiDEXT 
GARFIELD. 



1 I SEE the Nation, as in antique ages, 
Crouche*! with rent robes, and ashes 
on her head : 
Her mournful eyes are deep with dark 
presages. 
Her soul is haunted by a fonnle>s 
dread! 

"OGod!" she cries, ** why hast Thou 
left me bleeding. 
Wounded and quivering to the heart's 
hot core ? 
Can fervid faith, winged prayer, antl 
anguished pleading 
Win balm and pity from thy heavens 
no more ? 

*' I knelt, I yearned, in agonizing pas- 
sion, 
Breathless to catch thy * still small 
voice' from far; 
Now thou hast answered, but in awful 
fashion. 
And stripped our midnight of its la^t 
pale star. 

** What tears are given me in o'ermas- 
tering measure, 
From fathomless floods of Marah. 
I darkly free. 

While that pure life I held my noblest 
treasure 
Is plunged forever in death's tideless 
sea! 
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*' Hark to those hollow sounds of lam- 
entation, 
The muffled uuisic, the funereal Iwll ; 
From far and wide on wings of desola- 
tion 
Float wild and wailful voices of fare- 
well. 

*' The Xorth-land mourns her gi'ief in 
full libation, 
Outpoured for him who died at vic- 
tory's goal ; 
And the great West, in solemn ministra- 
tion, 
May noi recall lier hero's shining 
soul. 

*'Yea, the North mourns; the West; a 
^ stricken mother, 
Droops as in sackcloth with veiled 
brow and mouth; 
And what old strifes, what waning hates, 
can smother 
Tlie generous heart-throbs of the pity- 
ing So'.ith ? 

" Did doubt remain ? — She crushed its 
latt'st ember 
At that stern mcment when the vic- 
linrs fall 
Changed loveliest summer to a grim De- 
cember, 
Paled by the hiss of Guiteau's murder- 
ous ball. 

"Thus by the spell of one vast grief 
united 
(^Vllere cypress boughs their death- 
cold shadows wave). 
My sons, I trust, a holier faith have 
plighted, 
And sealed the compact by his sacred 
grave." 



'Twas thus she spoke; but still in pros- 
trate sorrow, 
While lowlier earthward drooped her 
brow august. 



To-day is dark; vague darkness clouds 
to-morrow. 
Ah! in God's hand the nations are 
but— dust I 

TIT. 
DEAN STAXLEY. 

Dead! dead! in sooth his marbled brow 
is cold, 
And prostrate lies that brave, majestic 
head; 
Tnie! his stilled features own death's 
arctic mould. 
Yet, by Christ's blood, I know he is 
not dead ! 

Here fades the castoff vestment that he 
wore. 
The robe of flesh, whence his true self 
hath fled; 
Whatever be false, one faith holds fast 
and sure. 
Great souls like his abide not with the 
dead : 

Eyried with God, beyond all mortal pain. 
Breathing the effluence of ethereal 
birth, 
Through deeds divine, his spirit walks 
again, 
On rhythmic feet the mournful paths 
of earth! 

In heaven innnortal, yet on earth su- 
preme, 
Tlie glamour of his goodness still sui^ 
vives. 
Not in vain glimpses of a flattering 
dream, 
But flower and fruit of ransomed hu- 
man lives. 

His hopes were ocean-wide, and clasped 
mankind; 
No Levlte plea his mercy turned apart. 
But wounded souls — to whom all else 
were blind — 
He soothed with wine and balsam of 
the heart. 
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With stainless hands he reared his Mas- 
ter's cross; 
His Master's watchword pealed o'er 
land and sea; 
And still through days of gain, and days 
of loss, 
Proclaimed the golden truce of char- 
ity. 

All men were brethren to his larger creed, 
But given the thought sincere — the 
earnest aim; 
God's garden will not spurn the humblest 
weed 
That yearns for purer air and loftier 
flame. 

This sweet evangel of the unlx)rn years, 
Seer-like he spake, as one that viewed 
his goal, 
While the world felt through darkness 
and through teal's, 
Mysterious music thrill its raptured 
soul. 

Bead! nay, not dead! while eagle 
thoughts aspire, 
Clothed in winged deeds across the 
empyreal height. 
And all the expanding space is flushed 
with fire. 
And deep on deep, heaven opens to 
our sight,— 

He cannot die ! yet o'er his dust we shed 
Our rain of human soitow; on his 
breast 
Cross the pale palms ; and pulseless heart 
and head 
Leave to the quiet of his cloistered 
rest. 

Sleep, knightly scholar! warrioi^saint, 
repose ! 
Thy life-force folded like an unfurled 
sail! 
Spent is time's rage — its foam of crested 
woes — 
And thou hast found, at last, the Holy 
Grail ! 



UIRAM H. BENNER. 

[Deiiicated to the Wife of this Hero and 
Martyr.] 

When the war-drums beat and the trum- 
pets blare, 
When banners flaunt in the stormy 

air. 
When at thought of the deeds that must 

soon be done. 
The hearts of a thousand leap up a.s 

one. 
Who could not rush through the din and 

smoke. 
The cannon's crash and the sabre stroke. 
Scarce conscious of ebbing blood or 

breath, 
With a laugh for wounds and a scofif at 

death ? • 

But when on the sullen breeze there 

conies 
No thrill of trumpets nor throb of drums. 
But only the wail of tlie sick laid low 
By the treacherous blight of a viewless 

foe — 
Who, then, will upgird his loins for fight 
With the loathsome pest in the poisoned 

night. 
No martial music his pulse to start. 
But the still, small voice of the ruthful 

heart? 
Who then ? Behold him, the calm, the 

brave. 
On his billowy path to an alien grave ! 
Serene in the charm of his God-like 

will. 
This soldier is armored to save, not kill. 
Ah! swiftly he speeds on the mist-bouud 

stream 
This pilgrim wrapped in his tender 

dream. 
His vision of help for the sick laid low 
By the evil spell of an ambushed foe. 

Ah! swiftly he speeds 'mid the hollow 

boom 
Of bells that are tolling to death and 

doom. 
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Till even the sounds of the bells grow 

still; 
For the hands of their ringers are lax 

and chill. 
And the hum of the mourners is heard 

no more 
On the misty slope and the vacant shore, 
And the few frail creatures that greet 

him seem 
But the ghosts of men by a phantom 

stream. 

8tiH the hero his own great soul enticed 
To suffer and toil in tlie name of Christ, 
He follows wherever his Lord had led, 
To the famished hut or the dying bed. 
He medicines softly the fevered pain; 
To the starving he bringeth his golden 

grain; 
And ever before him and ever above 
Is the sheen of the unfurled wings of 

love. 

3Ieanwhile, in his distant home are those 
That his going has robbed of their sweet 

repose. 
The days pass by them like leaden years; 
The nights are bitter with tears and 

fears — 
Till at last, by the lightning glamour 

sped, 
Comes a name and date, with the one 

word, **Dead!" 
And the anns of the smitten are lifted 

high. 
And the heavens are rent by an angidshed 

cry I 

Dead! dead I Vain word for the wise to 

hear I 
How falsse its eclio on heart and ear! 
'I'o the earth and earth's he may close 

his eyes. 
Hut who dares tell us a martyr dies? 
And of him just gone it were best to say 
That in some charmed hour of night or 

day — 
Having given us all that his soul could 

give — 
Brave Hiram Benner began to live. 



W. GILMORE SIMMS. 

A POEM 

Delivered on the night of the 13th of Decem- 
ber, 1H77 "at the ChArlestown Academy of 
Music," as prologue to the "Dramatic Enter- 
tainment" lu aid of the " Simms Memorial 
fund." 

TuE swift mysterious seasons rise and 
set; 

The omnii)otent years pass o'er us, 
bright or dmi; — 

Dawns blush, and mid-days bum, 'till 
scarce aware 

Of what deep meaning haunts our 
twilight air. 

We pause bewildered, yearning for the 
sun ; 

Only to find in that strange evening- 
tide. 

By the last sunset pathos sanctified. 

Pale memory near us, and divine re- 
gret! 

Then memory gently takes us by the 

hand ; 
And doubtful boundaries of a faded 

time. 
Half veiled in mist and rime. 
Emerge, grow bright, expand; 
The past becomes the present to our 

eyes; 
Poor slaves of dust and death, 
(As if some trump of resurrection 

clear 
Somewhere outpealed, our senses could 

not hear) 
Rise, freed from churchyard tahit and 

mortal stain ; 
Old friends! dear comrades! have we 

met again ? 
God! how these dismal years 
Of anguished desolation, and veiled 

tears. 
Of fettered feeling, and despondent 

sighs, 
Wither and shrivel like a parchment 

scroll 
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JSeized by the fury of consuming tire, 
Before the rapture of the ilknnined 

soul, 
Lifted and lightened by our love's 

desire I 

Cld friends! dear romrades! Artre we 

met onei' more ? 
Come I let us fondly maik 
In tins \v«Mnl iru(v. Avliose moments 

soon must lire. 
'Twixt the charmed heart and dreail 

reality. 
Those well-hejovc'd features that ye wore 

Onee on this earthly shore. 
Now leseiied fi'oni the void and treaeh- 

erous dark I 
OI faces soft or strong. 
Familial faces! how ye pi'es> and throuii: 
Closely about ns. while the enchanted 

li-iit 
<'lianu-es to noonday our lorn;- >i)iritual 

iiiuht! 
'J'lie faillifiil eyes thai beanu'd in onrs of ' 

yore. I 

Shine on us in their ancient i^Miilcless | 

way, I 

rudimnii'il. I'.iislmni uf mic benelicent | 

ra>. I 

And \ ital s.'rinini; as miu' own, to-day: j 
\a\)s siiiil.'. ;is (Mire liiey smiled with ! 

iliiincciit /e>l, I 

W'li.-ii round tin- >oeial l»(fai-d j 

'I'lic iniiietiKMK llood-tide ].nni-ed I 

( )!" eiiil.los niiiih. and keen spai-klinix | 

\ aii!>-lird lil<e w iiu'-tiiain on its uolden , 
cn-M! 

We tVrl llir lo\al --asp 

( M' iiianv a warm hand, vi.'idiiiu- clasp 

h.i-cla^p: " ! 

Ihit iiia\ iidl •-la\. ala>! wc may not 

•-lay 
'j'o "_:rcet yi- oiir li\- one, 
("onnadc>! I'lliiriMd tViHu realms h.yond 

the ^\\\\ ; 

Fr»i"lo! ill li-liifnl prccriln ..t' ]»o\\.r. 

*'A Saul aiiioii^vi lii> hi'ct lifu." ti-iu 

the ivst 



Loftier, if ruder in his natural might, 
Tlie man wlio toiled tlirougli fonuiit s 

bitterest hour, 
As calmly steadfast and supremely 

brave, 
As if above a fair life's tranquil wave. 
Brooded the lialcyon witli unrutlled 

breast ; 
The man whose stiu'dy frame upheM 

aright. 
We meet, (() friends), to conse<'rate ii>- 

night ! 

All pregnant ])owei*s tliat wait 
On intellectual state, 
Flavored ami loved him; earliest, dear- 
est came 
Imagination, robed in mystical flame: 
Her clear eyes searching all cn.Mted 

things 
Heavenly and earthly; with vast breatiih 

of wings 
Engirdled by the magic of a spell inefi'a- 

hie: 
And like the sportive nymph of woimI- 

land bowtM-s. 
Fan<*y stole on him coyly, pranked with 

ilowers. 
Whereof the fairest her white fingers 

shed. 
To crown his bended head. 
UlntT humor true, if broad, 
Placed in his hand a mirth-evokiniz n»<l. 
While satire, from the heights of reason 

proud. 
Flashed a keen gleam, like lightning fn »m 

a cloud 
The levin-bolt so sheerly cuts in two. 
Tiie cloud disparts, to leave — a Innii- 

nous blue! 

All that he was, all that he owned, we 

know 
\Va- lavished freely on tmv s;icn-d 

sliiine, 
i he >hiine of home and country! frrjni 

the tirst 
I'rt sii l)lnsh of youth, when merged in 

>a]mnine glow, 
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His life-path scorned a shadowless steep 
to shine, 

I.i'ading forever upwanl to the stare; 

Through many a desperate and embit- 
tered strife 
That raging, rose and hurst 

Above the storm-wrdcked waste of mid- 
dle-life. 



Down to the day, a few sad years ago, 

When a grave veteran with his age's 
scars, 

lie move<i among us, like a Titan 
maimed ; 
Only one glorious goal. 

Through fate, grief, change, the pure al- 
legiance claimed 




"Palo memory near us." 



Of his unconquered and majestic soul; 
The goal of honor; not that he might 

rise 
Alone and dominant; hut that all wen'^s 

eyes 
Miyht nVtc, perchance through much 

hrare foil of hitt, 
Ilis country stripped of every filthy weed 
Of crime imputed ; in thought, icord and 

deed^ 
A noble people, none would dare despise 
In their unsullied PalinffenesiSy 
(Which he with blissful awe. 



And all a poet's prescient faith foresaw;) 
A noble people, o'er their subject-lands 
Ruling with constant hearts and stain- 
less hands: 
Their feet firm planted as McGregor's 

were, 
Deep in the herbage of their native sod, 
And every honest forehead free to rear 

A front unquelled by fear, 
Untouched by shame, unfurrowed by- 
despair, — 
High in man's sight, or bowed alone to 
God! 
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80, let us rear tlic shaft, and poise the 1 

bust I 

Above the mouldering, but ah! priceless ' 

dust I 

Of vanished genius! Let our homage be I 
Large as tliat splendid prodigality | 

Of force and love, wherewith he 

stanchly wrought I 

Out from the quarries of his own deep | 

thought, 
Unnumbered shapes ; whether of goo<l or | 

ill, I 

No puny puppets whose false action 

frets I 

On a false stage, like feeble Marion- 

vttcH ; 
But life-like, human still; j 

Types of a by-gone age of crime and [ 

lust; 
Or, grand historic forms, in whom we 

view 
Re-vivified, and re-created stand. 
The braves who strove thix)Ugh cloud- 
encompassed ways. 
Infinite travail, and malign dispraise, 
To guard, to save, to wrench from tyrant 

hoixles. 
By the pen's virtue, or the lordlier 

sword's 
Unravished Liberty, 
The virgin huntress on a virgin strand! 

I, through whose song your hearts have 

spoken to-night, 
Soul-present with you, yet am far away ; 
Outside my exile's home, 1 watch the 

sway 
Of the bowed pine-tops in the gloaming 

gray. 
Casting across the melancholy lea, 

A tint of browner blight; 1 

Outside my exile's home, borne to and 

fro, I 

1 hear the inarticulate murmurs flow , 

Of the faint wind-tides breathing like a ' 

sea ; I 

When, in clear vision, softly dawns on 

me, 
(As if in contrast with yon slow decay). 



The loveliest land that smiles beneath 

the sky. 
The coast-land of our ]\>.stern Itah/ ; 
I view the waters quivering; quaff the 

breeze. 
Whose briny raciness keeps an un*J* r 

tast(» 
Of flavorous tropic sweets (i>erchaiir«' 

swept home. 
Across the flickering wa^te 
Of sunnner waves, capped by the \rU 1 

foam). 
From Cuba's perfumed groves. an«i yrar- 

den spiceries! 

Along the horizon-line a vapor swims. 
Pale rose and amethyst, melting into 

gold; 
Up to our feet the fawning ripples nollfd. 
Glimmer an instant, tremble, lap * . 

and die; 
The whole rare scene, its every elemeni 
Etheivalized, transmuted subtly, bU-nt 

By viewless alchemy. 
Into the glory of a golden mood. 
Brings potent exaltations, while I walk. 

(A joyful youth again). 
The snow-white l)eaches by the Atlanfe 

Main ! 
Ah! not alone! the carking curse <4' 

Time 
Far from him yet; his bold hopes unsul>- 

dued 
By the long anguish of the woes to be. 
Midmost his years, in mellow-hearle I 

prime. 
Beside me stands our stalwart-staturiMl 

Simms ! 

See! what a Viking's mien! 

Half tawny locks in careless masM>s 
curled 

Over his ample forehead's massive donu- 1 

Eyes of bold outlook, that someiime.s 
beneath 

Their level-fronted brows, shine lam- 
bent, deep, 

With insi)initions scarce aroused from 
sleep; 
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Ami soinctimes rifo with ire, 
Sent forth as sword-blades from an un- 
bared slieatli, 
Flaslies of sudden fire ! 
His whole air breathes of combat, unse- 

rene 
Profounds of feeling, by a scornful world 
Too early stirred to impotent disdains; 
(ienerous withal; bound by all liberal ties 
Of lordly-natured magnanimities; 

Whereof we mark the sign 
In the curved fullness of a mobile 

mouth, 
Almost voluptuou!<; hinting of the 

south, 
Whose suns high summer shed through 

all his veins: 
Hlending the mildness of a cordial grace 
With sterner traits of his Hei-serker f ace, 
Firm-set as granite, haughty, leo- 
nine. 

No ])rim Preeisian he! his fluent talk 
Uoved thro* all topics, vivifying all; 
Now deftly ranging level plains of 

thought. 
To sink, anon in metaphysical deeps; 
Whence, by caprice of strange transition 

brought 
Outward and upward, the free current 

sought 
Ideal summits, gathering in its course, 
Splendid momentum and imperious 

force. 
Till, down it rushed as mighty cataracts 

fall, 
Ilurled from gaunt mountain steeps! 

S|)ortive he could be as a gamesome l)oy ! 

Hy heaven! as Hwere but yesterday, I 
see 

Ilis tall frame quake with throes of jolli- 
ty; 

Hear his rich voice that owned a jovial 
tone. 
Jocund as FalstaflTs own; 

And catch moist glints of steel-blue eyes 
o'errun 

Sideways, by tiny rivulets of fun! 



Alas! this vivid vision slouly fades! 
Its serious beauty, and its flush of joy 
Pass into nothingness! . . . J5tern 

Death resumes 
His sombre empire in the dusk of 

tombs ; 
And the deep umbrage of the cypress 

glades 
Is wanly, coldly cast 
In lengthening gloom o'er the reburied 

past! 
What then ? the spirit of him 
We mourn and fain would honor, grows 

not dim ; 
On earth w-ill live with consummated 

toil 
Worthily wrought, despite the hot tur- 
moil 
Of open enmity, the secret guile, 
That mole-like burrowed 'neath the 

fruitful soil 
Of his broad mental acres, but to show 
Marks of its crawling littleness between, 

Each far-extended row 
Of those hale harvests, glittering gold or 

green ! 

And somewhere, somewhere in the infi- 
nite space, 

Like all true souls by our Soul-Father 
priaMi, 

It dwelh forrter indivlduaHzed ; 

No ghost bewilderefl 'midst a ** No 
Man's Land;" 
Outlawed and banned 

Of fair identity's redeeming grace, 

Shivering before its wretched phantom 
self, 

MaiTed by Lethean moonshine — a pale 
elf, 

A passionless shadow, but in mind and 
heart, 

The mortal creature's marvellous coun- 
terpart.; 

Only exalted, nobler; down on us 

Gazing thro' fathomless ethers lumi- 
noiLs ; 

Watching tlie earth and earth-ways 
from afar, 
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Perhaps with somewhat of a scornful 
smile; 

Yet tempered by the tolerance which be- 
seems 

One long translated from our sphere of 
dreams, 
Hollow illusions, vacant vanities. 

To that vast actual, which beyond us 
lies. 

Where who may guess? midst yonder 
opulent skies; 

Clear ** coigns of vantage,'' in some 
deathless stiirl 

VI. 

I;ICKENS. 

Mrtiiinkh the air 
Throbs with the tolling of harmonious 
bt^lls, 
Rung by the hands of spirits; every- 
where 
We feel the presence of a soft despaii 
And tlirill to voices of divine fai-ewells. 

Sweet Fancy lost, 
Wandering in darkness, now makes sil- 
very moan; 
While Pathos, pale, and shadowy, like 

a ghost. 
Sobs upon Ilumor's breast, that 
mourns him most. 
The wizard king who leaves them all — 
alone. 

Wan genii throng. 
From earth's four quarters hurrying, 
mount and mart. 
Pure woodland i)eace, the city's din 

and wrong. 
Each breathing low a fond funereal 
song. 
Each sadly bowed o'er that grand, silent 
heart. 

The children's tears 
Mingle with manhood's woe, that falls 
like rain; 
Low lieth one who towered above his 
peers, 



And nevermore, through all the fruit- 
ful years. 
Our eyes shall greet the masters like 
again. 

Creations fine. 
His prodigal offspring, crowd so thickly 
round 
That Wit falls foul of Son*ow, C'upitLs 

twine 
Warm anns with Avarice, and Love's 
strength divine 
Hath vanquished Hate on Hate's own 
chosen ground. 

Though gone, his ait 
Trimnphant spans the thR»atenlng clouds 
of death : 
Its minbow hues forever pulse and 

start, 
titeeped in the life-blood of the human 
heart. 
And woven on heavens beyond Time's 
stormy breath. 

VII. 

TO n.VYARD TAYLOn BEYOXD US. 

A VISION OF C HRI8TMA8 KVK, 1878. 

As here within 1 watch the fer\-id coals. 
While the chill heavens without shine 
wanly white, 
I wonder, friend! in what rare realm of 
souls, 
You hail the uprising Christmas-tule 
to-night! 

I leave the fire-place, lift the curtain's 
fold. 
And peering past these shadowy win- 
dow-bars. 
See through broad rifts of ghostly clouds 
unrolled. 
The pulsing pallor of phantasmal 
stars. 

Phantoms they seem, glimpsed through 
the clouded deep, 
Till the winds cease, and cloudlaud's 
ghastly glow 
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Oives place above to luminous calms of 
sleep, 
Beneathf to glittering amplitudes of 
snow ! 

Some stars like steely l)Osks on blazoned 
shiel is, 
Stud constellationi measureless in 
mi!;ht; 
Some lily-pale, make fair the ethereal 
fiel.ls. 
In which, O friend, art thou ensphered 
to-night? 

Where'er mid yonder infuiite worlds it be. 
Its souls, I know, are clothed with 
wings of fire; 
How wouldst tlwn scorn even Immor- 
tality, 
In whose dull rest thou couldst not 
still aspire! 

There, Homer raised where genius can- 
not nod. 
Hears the orbed thunders of celestial 
seas; 
And Shakes|)eare, lofty almost as a God, 
Smiles his large smile at Aristophanes ; 

With earth's supremest souls, still 
grouiied apart, 
Great souls made perfect in the eternal 
noon, 
There thy loved Goethe holds thee to his 
heart, 
Ke-l>om to youth and all life's chonls 
in tune. 

While in the liberal air of that wide 
heaven, 
He whispers: **Come! we share the 
self-same height; 
To me on earth thy noblest toils were 
given. 
Brothers, henceforth, we walk these 
paths of light." 

Clear and more clear the radiant vision 
gleams ! 
More bright grand shapes and glorious 
faces grow ; 



While like deep fugues of victory, heard 
in dreams, 
A thousand heavenly clarions seem to 
blow! 

VIII. 
BAVARD TAYLOR (UPOX DEATH). 

" More than once 1 have met death, but 
without fear ! Nor <lo I fear now ! Without 
being able to demonstrate it, I know that my 
soul cannot die . . . Indeed, to me the inllnite 
i« more comprehensible than the finite ! " 

These words occur in a letter of Bayard 
Taylor's to me, written not many weeks before 
his death. They liave suggested the following 
9onnet : — 

** Oft have I fronted Death, nor feared 

his might! 
To me immortal, this dim Finite seems 
Like some waste low-land, crossed by 

wandering streams 
Whose clouded w'aves scarce catch our 

yearning sight: 
Clearer by far, the imi^erial Infinite I 
Though its ethereal radiance only gleams 
In exaltations of majestic dreams, 
Such dreams portray God's heaven of 

heavens aright! " 
Thou blissful Faith! that on death's 

imminent brink 
Thus much of heaven's mysterious truth 

hast told! 
Soul-life aspires, though all the stars 

should sink; 
Not vain our loftiest instinct's upward 

stress. 
Nor hath the immortal hope shone clear 

and bold, 
To quench at death, his torch in noth- 
ingness ! 



RICHARD n. DANA, SEX. 

O DEEP grave eyes! that long have 
seemed to gaze 
On our low level from far loftier days, 
O grand gray head ! an aureole seemed to 
gird. 
Drawn from the spirit's pure, immacu- 
late rays! 
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At length death's signal sounds! From 
weary eyes 
Pass the pale phantoms of our earth 
and skies; 
The gray head <h-oops; the musefiil lips 
are closed 
On life's vain questionings and more 
vain replies! 

liike some gaunt oak wert thou, that 
lonely stands 
'Mid fallen tmnks in outworn desert 
lands ; 
Still sound at core, with rhythmic leaves 
that stir 
To soft swift touches of aerial hands. 

Ah ! long we viewed thee thus, forlornly 
free, 
In that dead grove the sole unravished 
tree ; 
Lo! the dark axe man smites! the oak 
lies low 
That towered in lonely calm o'er land 
and sea! 

X. 

BRYANT dead! 

Lo! there he lies, our Patriarch Poet, 
dead ! 
The solemn angel of eternal peace 
Has waved a wand of mystery o'er his 
head. 
Touched his strong heart, and bade 
his pulses cease. 

Behold in marble quietude he lies! 
Pallid and cold, divorced from earthly 
breath, 
With tranquil brow, lax hands, and 
dreamless eyes. 
Yet the closed lips would seem to smile 
at death. 

Well may they smile; for death, to such 
as he, 
Brings purer freedom, loftier thought 
and aim ; 



And, in grand truce with immortality. 
Lifts to song's fadeless heaven his 
star-like fame! 

XI. 

THE POLK C)F DEATH. 

IX MKMORY OF SIDNKV LAXIER. 

How solemnly on mournful eyes 

The mystic warning rose. 
While o'er the Singer s forehead lies 

A twilight of reix)se. 

The twilight deepens into night, — 

That night of frozen breath. 
The rigor of whose Arctic blight, 

We recognize as — death ! 

But since beyond the polar ice 
May shine bright baths of balm; 

Past its grim barriers' last device, 
A crystal-hearted calm, — 

Thus, ice-bound Death that guards so 
well 

His far-off, secret goal. 
May clasp a peace ineffable, 

For some who reach his pole ! 

My poet — is it thus with thee. 
Beyond this twilight gray, — 

This frozen blight, this sombre sea, — 
Ah ! hast thou found the Day ? 

XII. 
THE DEATH OF HOOD.* 

The maimed and broken warrior lay. 
By his last foeman brought to bay. 

No sounds of battlefield were there — 
The drum's deep bass, the trumpet's 
blare. 

• During the terrible yellow fever senson of 
187S, (}t*iieral Hood and his wife died at ver>' 
nearly the luinie time. They left a large 
family of children unprovided for, under cir- 
cumstances which aroused the sympathy of 
the public, north and south. At the South, a 
considerable fund was subsequently raised for 
their support; while northern philanthropists, 
we understand, adopted two of the children. 
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No lines of swart battalions broke 
Infuriate, thro' the sulphurous smoke. 

Hut silence held the tainted room 
An ominous hush, an awful gloom, 

Save when, with feverish moan, he 

stirred, 
And drop])ed some faint, half-muttered 

word, 

Or outlined in vague, shadowy phrase. 
The changeful scenes of perished days! 

\Vhat thoughts on his bewildered brain, 
Must then have flashed their blinding 
pain! 

The past and future, blent in one, — 
Wild chaos round life's setting sun. 

But most his spirit's yearning gaze 
Was fain to pierce the future's haze. 

And haply view what fate should find 
The tender loves he left behind. 

**0 God! outworn, despondent, poor, 
I tarry at death's opening door. 

While subtlest ties of sacred birth 
Still bind me to the lives of earth. 

How can I in calm courage <He, 
Thrilled by the anguish of a cry 

I know from orphaned lips shall start 
Above a father's pulseless heart ?" 

His eyes, by lingering languors kissed, 
iShone like sad stars thro' autumn mist ; 

And all his being felt the stress 
Of helpless passion's bitterness. 

AVhen, from the fever-haunted room. 
The prescient hush, the dreary gloom, 

A blissful hope divinely stole 
O'er the vexed waters of his soul. 

That sank as sank that stoimy sea. 
Subdued by Christ in Galilee. 



It whispered low, with smiling montli, 
**She is not dead, — thy queenly South. 

And since for her each liberal vein 
Lavished thy life, like vintage rain, 

When round the bursting wine-press 

meet 
The Ionian harvesters' crimsoned feet; 

And since for her no galling curb 
Could bind thy patriot will superb. 

Yea! since for her thine all was spent, 
Unmeasureil, with a grand content, — 

Soldier, thine orphaned ones shall rest, 
Serene, on her imperial breast. 

Her faithful anns shall be their fold, 
In summer's heat, in winter's cold ; 

And her proud beauty melt above 
Their weakness in majestic love!" 

Ah ! then the expiring hero s face, 
Like Stephen's, glowed with rapturous 
grace. 

Mad missiles of a morbid mood, 
Hurled at his heart in solitude. 

No longer wounding, round it fell ; 
Peace sweetened his supreme farewell ! 

For sure the hannonious hope was tme, 
O South! he leaned his faith on youl 

And in clear vision, ere he died, 
Saw its pure promise justified. 



MEDITATIVE AND liELIGIOUS, 



CHRIST ON EARTH. 

Had we but lived in those mysterious 

days, 
Wlien, a veiled God *mid unregenerate 

men, 
Christ calmly walked our devious mortal 

ways, 
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Crowned with griefs bitter rue in place 
of bays, — 
Ah ! had we lived but then : 

Lived to drink in with every wondering 
breath, 
A consciousness beyond all hiunan 
ken, 
That clothed in flesh, as long conceived 

in faith, 
AVe viewed the Lord of life and Lord of 
death, — 
Ah! had we lived but then: 

To mark all Nature quickening where 
He trod. 
Whether thro' golden field, or shadowy 
glen, 
"While a strange sweetness breathed from 

leaf and clod. 
As thro' man's image they divined their 
God; — 
Ah ! had we lived but then ! 

Wild birds above him passed on reverent 
wing, 
And savage sovereigns of dark dune 
or den. 
Out stole to greet Him with mild mur- 
muring. 
Soft as a nested dove's song in the 
spring — 
Ah! had we lived but then! 

At "peace: be still!" the storm-wind 
ceased to roar. 
And the lulled waters seemed to sigh 
"amen!" 
Fear — the soul's mightier tempest — 

surged no more. 
But a strange stillness fell on sea and 
shore; — 
Ah ! had we lived but then ! 

With our own ears to hear the words He 

said, 
(Their music pondering o'er and o'er 

again!) 
The wine of wisdom (juaff from wisdom's 

head, 



I View the lame leap, and watch the up- 

I rising dead : 

I Ah! had we lived but then! 

The world grows old. Faith, once a 
' mountain stream, 

I Now crawls polluted down a poisonous 
' fen; 

I The Bethlehem star hath lost its morning 
beam ; 
Thy face, dear Christ, wanes like n 
wasted dream, — 
How changed, how cold since then. 

Ah! 'tis our sordid lives whose promise 
fails : 
These languorous lives of low, lost. 
aimless men ; 
Thro' mockery's mist our Lord's pure 

aureole pales. 
Yet tenderer than the Syrian nightin- 
gales, 
His voice sounds now as then. 



HARVEST-HOMK. 

O'er all the fragrant land this harvest 
day, 
What bounteous sheaves are garnered, 
ear and blade! 
Whether the heavens be golden-glad, or 
gray, — 
And the swart laborers toil in sun or 
shade : — 
I 
Like some fair mother in time's morning 
beams, 
j When mortal beauty lured immortal 

eyes, 
I Here, Earth lies smiling in ethereal 
I di'eams. 

While her deep-bosomed breathings 
I fall and rise! 

I Through half-closed lids she views o'er 
lawn and lea. 
Rich-fruited trees, vast piles of glim- 
mering grain, — 
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And from the mountain boundaries to 
tlie sea, 
Hears the low rumbling of the loaded 
wain. 

A magical murmur bom of ocean-deeps, 
Blent with the pine-tree's lingering 
music thrills 
Up the brown pastures to the trackless 
steeps. 
And ancient caverns of the lonely 
hills. 

Far-flashing insects flicker thro* the 
grass ; 
The humble-bee with burly bass drones 
by; 
Afar the plover pipes; the curlews pass 
In long lithe lines across the violet sky: 

A mellowed radiance rings creation 
round ; 
Plenty and peace the auspicious season 
bless; 
The full year pauses proudly, clothed 
and crowned 
In consummation of high queenliness : 

All nature seems to throb with rhythmic 
fires; 
Dawns rise harmonious ; splendid sun- 
sets roll 
Down to the chorus of invisible choirs — 
Strange winds in tune with Earth's 
victorious soul! — 

Thus, on the verge of winter's dreary 
rest. 
Nature rejoices in rare pomps of 
power ; 
To breeze and sunbeam bares her prodi- 
gal breast, 
And robes in purple her last shadowless 
hour. 

Ah, when Life's autumn nears the eter- 
nal main. 
May the heart's granary its rich depths 
unfold, — 



Brinuned with immaculate sheaves of 
heavenly grain, 
And flushed with fruitage of unfading 
gold! 

III. 

RECONCILIATION. 

[From the South to the North. Written in 
view of the new year.] 

Land of the North ! I waft to thee 
The South's warm benedicitel 
Thou camest when all was grief and pain, 
The feverish blood, the tortured bi-ain. 
When through hot veins delirium ran, 
Thou cam' St, the true Samaritan! 

The charm of nithful grace divine. 
The gohlen oil and jjerfumed wine. 
Have soothed far deeper wounds than 

those 
Which harmed the body's hale repose; 
On anguished souls diopped purely calm. 
And sweet as Mary's ** spikenard" 

balm ! 

Lo! now o'er all the world are drawn 
Clean' splentlors of the New-year's dawn ! 
O North! () South! let warfare cease! 
Hark! to that prince whose name is 

peace ! 
And ere time's new-born child departs. 
Be joined in hands and joined in 

hearts ! 

Once wedded thus, O North! O South! 
Should discord ojie her Marah mouth. 
Smile the foul lips so basely fain 
To outpour hate's salt tides again: 
Long raged the storm, long lowered the 

night,— 
O faction, fly our morning light! 



A VERNAL HYMN. 

The fresh spring bui^eons into bloom — 
And Earth with all her vernal channs 

Lies like a queenly bride enclasped 
Within her heavenly bridegroom's 
arms; 
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The storms that raved have sunk to 
peace; 

Freed rivulets weave a blithesome lay, 
And blissful Nature softly sings 

Preludings of her perfect day ! 

Meanwhile there's not a breeze that ; 
thrills 
Leaf, bud, and flower with genial 
kiss, — I 

Which does not breathe thy mystic hope, 
Oh, soul of Palingenesis : — 

Glance where we may, the symbols rise I 
Oi loftier loves and lives to be: — ' 

This marcellouH sprinfj'time seems to 
grasp 
The skirts of immortality ! 

V. 
CHRISTIAN' EXALTATION. 

O CniiiSTiAN soldier! shouldst thou rue 
Life and its toils, as others do — 
Wear a sad frown from day to day. 
And garb thy soul in hodden gray ? 
O rather shouldst thou smile elate, 
Unquelled by sin, unawed by hate, — 
Thy lofty-statured spirit dress 
In moods of royal stateliness; — 
For say, what service so divine 
As that, ah ! warrior heart, of thine. 
High ])ledged alike through gain or loss. 
To thy brave banner of the cross ? 

Yea! what hast thou to do with gloom. 
Whose footsteps spurn the conquered 

tomb ? 
Thou that through dreariest dark can 

see 



A smiling immortality ? 

Leave to the mournful doubting slave, 
Who deems the whole wan earth a grave, 
Across whose dusky mounds forlorn 
Can rise no resurrection mom, 
The sombre mien, the funeral weed. 
That darkly match so dark a creed ; 
But be thy brow turned bright on all, 
Thy voice like some clear clarion call, 



Pealing o'er life's tunuiltuous van 
The keynote of the hopes of man, 
While o'er thee flames through 

through loss, — 
That fadeless symbol of the cross. 



gam. 



solitide; in yoitu and age. 

In youth we shrink from solitude ! 

Its quiet ways we shun. 
Because our hearts are fain to dance 

With others' in the sun ; — 
Life's nectar bubbling brightly up, 
O'erfloweth towaixl our brother's cup. 

In age we shrink from solitude. 

Because our God is there ; 
And something in his *' still, small voice'' 

Doth bid our souls *' bewarcl'' 
Who flies from God and conscience, can 
But seek his fellow-shmer — man I 

VII. 
DENIAL. 

We look with scorn on Peter's thrice- 
told lie; 

Boldly we say, ^'Good- brother! you 
nor I, 
So near the sacred Loi-d, the CliriM, 
indeed. 

Had dared His name and marvellous 
grace deny." 

Oh, futile boast! Oh, haughty lips, be 

dumb! 
Unheralded by boisterous trump or 

drum. 
How oft 'mid silent eves and midnight 

chimes. 
Vainly to us our pleading Loi^ hath 

come — 

Knocked at our hearts, and striven to 

enter there; 
But we x>oor slaves of mortal sin and care. 
Sunk in deep sloth, or bound by 

spiritual sleep. 
Heard not the voice divine, the tender 

prayer ! 
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Ah! well for \\% if some late spring-tide 

liour 
Faith still may bring, with blended shine 

and shower; 
If throii{?h warm tears a late remorse 

may shed, 
Our wakened souls put forth one 

heavenly flower! 

VIII. 
LKSSOX OF SUBMISSION. 

Bkn Yoi'ssiF, bound to Mecca, day by 

day 
Toiled bravely o'er the desert's fiery 

way, 
Till its hot sands and flint-sown courses 

sore 
Pressed on the broidered sandals which 

he wore, 
Scorching and cutting! at the last they 

fell 
Loosely abroad ; — he seemed to fare 

through hell, 
So blistering now, the flame-hued rocks 

and dust : — 
** O mighty Allah! '' cried he, ** art thou 

just. 
To let thy faithful pilgrim, serving thee. 
Pass on wan! , thus, in nameless agony ? " 
With bitter thoughts and half-rebellious 

mind 
He left, at length, the desert sands 

behind. 
And still in that dark temper — far 

from grace — 
Went where his brethren midst the 

holy place 
Kneeled, by the Cadlja^s sanctity en- 
thralled;— 
Lo! there he marked a smitten wretch 

who crawled 
Nearer the shrine, on bleeding hands 

and knees. 
Yet his deep eyes were stars of prayer 

and peace ; — 
And ah, how Youssuf s heart remorse- 
ful beat, 
To find he lacked not only shoes, but — 

feet! 



IX. 

THE SUPREME HOUR. 

TiiEKE comes an hour when all life's 
joys and pains 
To our raised vision seem 
But as the flickering phantom that 
remains 
Of some dead midnight dream ! 

There conies an hour when earth recedes 
so far. 

Its wasted wavering ray 
Wanes to the ghostly pallor of a star 

Merged in the milky way. 

Set on the sharp, sheer summit that 
divides 
Immortal truth from mortal fantasie; 
We hear the moaning of time's muttled 
tides 
In measureless distance die ! 

Past passions — loves, ambitions and 
despairs, 
Across the expiring swell 
Send thro' void space, like wafts of 
Lethean airs, 
Vague voices of farewell. 

Ah, then! from life's long-haunted 
dream we part. 

Roused as a child new-bom, 
W^e feel the pulses of the eternal heart 

Throb thro' the eternal mom. 

X. 

A CHRISTMAS LYRIC. 

Tho' the Earth with age seems whitened, 

And her tresses hoary and old 
No longer are flushed and brightened 

By glintings of brown or gold, 
A voice from the Syrian highlands, 

O'er waters that flash and stir. 
By the belts of their tropic islands, 

Still singeth of joy to her! 

A song which the centuries hallow I 
Though softer than April rain 

That soweth on field and fallow, 
A spell that shall rise in grain — 
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Yot (leej) as the soa-straiii ehantod 

On the thictuaiit ooean-lyiv, 
IJy the magical wost-wind haiiiiUMl, 

With the pulse of his soul on fire! 

A promise to lift the lowly, — 

To weed the soul of its tares, 
And rhaiige into harmonies holy 

The diseord of lien-c despairs: 
A i^lory of hi^h Kvan^els, 

Of rhythniieal storms and calms; 
All hail to the voices of angels, 

Heard over the starlit palms! 

A hymn of hope to the a^es, 

The music of ilealhless trust, 
No frenzy of moital rai;«'s 

Can darken witli donl)l or dust ; 
A I'Mplnre of liiLch evangels. 

But centred in .^acred ealiiisl 
All I still the elK.rus of an^eN 

Thrills over the l>«'tldeiiem i)a]ms! 

Still heralds Uie d;»\-sl.rin^ lender. 

That iie\er can melt or eln>e. 
Till the noon of iN deepenim: splendor 

( )nl-l)looin>. like a niy->tie vw^v. 
Whose jtetals ai'e rays sinirfn.d 

Of love that hath all sullieed. — 
And who-e heart is the m'aee ei.'inal. 

Of the fathondevN peace (.f ("hiist ! 

\l. 

rm: imi.<.i:i.m. 

'i'linofoii det'iicninLL diist and dfeary 

dearth 
I walk Hie darken. d wastes of earth. 

A \\(ar\ I'il-liin sole heset. 

i5\ iio]'<-les< urj.'l's ;ind stern i-e-jret. 

Willi hiok.n sMiV and talt.-ivd -Ir.on 
I waiid'T -^low troni dawn lo iioon — 
j-'ri 'in .( rid n< -i in ! id d'-w -i!ii;"Mt I.'.!, 
Pal.' iwili^lit vi,..i]> aero^- ;1..- uoild. 

^'el •'onieilines thioii'jli dim eveninu' 

e.dni^ 
I ea'.di ll:- -].• ini ot" d"-:a!.f ]'.i'ins: 
\nil h'M". l.ir oil. ;, n;\-ri.' -.-.i 
I)i\ in*' as w ;i\. - on < .all' «•. 



I'erchaneo through paths unknown, 

forlorn, 
I still may reach an orient mom; 
To rest when Easter breezes stir. 
Around tlie sacred sepulchre. 

XII. 
PEM KL. 

Xkau .Tahbok Ford, endued with sacred 
nnght, 

The i)atriarch strove with one that silent 
came. 

Obscurely limned against tlie twilight 
llame — 

Strove thro' slow watches of the marvel- 
lous night! 

" Vii'jird fhiiir (inns, for lo! 'tis inot'u'ni'j 

I'lilhtr 
Sjiake the weird stranger! — "not/, hvt 

iirnut tin- i-liiiin, 
Mmlr [fuml thrti" si riff dh'iui\ and h!t,ss 

til!/ mime, 
^ Erf t/( f fhnn t/ofsf frnin dnuhifdJ rhisp 

mill sii/ht ! '' 

Tlins .laeoh. in the slowly ebbini:: swell 
Of powei- and ]>a.ssion, — yearning still 

to mark 
That wiesiler's face between the dawn 

and dark: 

.\uain. *' /''/7/ IhttK nnt hlfss un .'''... 

//' '/.' and !/fif.'"' 
Dropped a siill voice, what time the 

new-horn day 
Haloed an angel's head at IVmiel! 

xriT. 
i'ATn:N( K. 

Sm. hath no heanly in her face. 

rnles< the (hastened sweetness ihei'e 
And nieel: long-sntfeiing yiekl a gi'aee 

To make her mournful features fair. 

Shnnned hy the i;ay, the proud, the 
\onni;. 
.^Ih- loams throii-h dim unsheltered 
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Xor lover's vow, nor flatterer's tongue, 
Brings music to her sober days. 

At best, her skies are clou.leil o'er, 
An'1 oft she fronts the stinging sleet, 

Or feels on some tempestuous shore 
The storm- waves lash her naked feet! 

Where'er she strays, or musing stands 
By lonesome beach, by turbulent 
mart, — 

We see her pale, half-tremulous hands 
Crossed humbly o'er her aching heart. 

Within, a secret pain she bears, 
A pain too deep to feel the balm 

An April spirit finds in tears, — 
Alas! all cureless griefs are calm! 

Yet in her passionless strength supreme, 
Despair beyond her i)athway flies, 

Awed by the softly steadfast beam 
Of sad, but heaven-enamored eyes! 

Who pause to greet her, vaguely seem 
Touched by fine wafts of holier air, 

As those who in some mystic dream 
Talk with the angels unaware! 

XIV. 
THE LATTER PEACE. 

We have passed the noonday summit, 
We have left the noonday heat, 

And down the hillside slowly 
Descend our weary feet. 

Yet the evening airs are balmy, 
And the evening shadows sweet. 

Our summer's latest roses 

Lay withered long ago; 
And even the flowers of autumn 

Scarce keep their mellowed glow. 
Yet a peaceful season woos us 

Ere the time of storms and snow. 

Like the tender twilight weather 
When the toil of day is done, 

And we feel the bliss of quiet 
Our constant hearts have won — 

Wlien the vesper planet blushes, 
Kissed by the dying sun. 



So falls that tranquil season, 

Dew-like, on soul and sight. 
Faith's silvery star rise blended 

With memory's sunset light, 
Wherein life pauses softly 

Along the verge of night. 

XV. 
GAUTAMA. 

Seven weary centuries ere our star-like 
Christ 
Kose on the clouded heavens of mortal 

faith 
Gautama came, the stem high priest 
of death. 
Oblivion's sombre, dark evangelist. 
Millions of souls hath this dread creed 
enticed 
To wander lost through realms of bale- 
ful breath, 
Ghoul-haunted, rife with shapes of sin 
and scath, 
Monstrous, yet dim, as births of mid- 
night mist: 

All life, he taught, hath been, all life 
must be 
Accursed! the gift of demons! All 
delight 
Lies at the far-off goal of pulseless peace. 



Note. —We yield to none in our cordial 
admiration of Mr. Edwin Arnold's ** Light 
of Asia ; *' but we regard that most eloquent, 
pathetic, and beautiful poem, chiefly as a 
poem — and by no means as an absolutely 
authoritative presentation of Gautama's creed, 
or its tendencies. It even seems to us that 
Mr. Arnold is himself somewhat in the dark as 
to these matters. The ** prodigious contro- 
versy among the erudite in regard to Gautama's 
doctrines," Mr. Arnold confronts chiefly by his 
own firm conviction that "a third of mankind 
would never have been brought to believe in 
blank abstractions, or in nothingness, as the 
crown of Being ! " Au contraire^ we cannot 
fairly ignore the opinion of those Orientalists 
who maintain, that '* Nirvana" is essentially 
nothingness; and moreover, that the idea 
involved in it has a peculiar charm for the 
Hindoo mind. 
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** Pray/* sighed he, " that this breath of 

men sliall cease; 
Our hell is earth, our heaven eternal 

night; 
Our only godhead vague Nonentity I" 

XVI. 
CHKIST. 

The soul's physician thus the soul would 
kill, 
The soul's high priest its heaven- 
bound pinions stay. 
Bring from fresh beauty eliaos, night 
from day, 
Despair from trust, from all good prom- 
ise ill; 
The outworn heart and sickened senses 
still 
Must shroud lieaven's life in fogs of 

foul decay. 
Veil the swift angel, love, and hide the 
ray 
Born of God's smile with masks of mor- 
bid will:— 

But Truth, and Truth's great Master 

cannot die; 

While Love, the seraph, free of wings 

and eyes, 

Upsweeps the realm of calm immensity. 

A thousand times our buried Christ 

shall rise 
In prayerful souls to hush their 
anguished sighs, 
And dawn, not darkness, rule o'er earth 
and sky. 

XVII. 
A WINTER HYMN. 

O WEARY winds ! O winds that wail ! 

O'er desert fields and ice-locked rills! 
O heavens that brood so cold and pale 

Above the frozen Norland hills! 

Nature is like some sorrowing soul, 
Robed in a garb of dreariest woe ; — 

She cannot see her vernal goal 
Through ghostly veils of mist and 



I 



Her pulse beats low; through all her 
veins 
Scarce can the sluggish life-blood 
start; 
What feeble, faltering heat sustains 
The half -numbed forces of her heart! 

Above, despondent eyes she lifts. 
To view the sim-ray's dubious birth; 

Beneath she marks the storm-piled drifts 
About a waste bewildering earth! 

Ah, stricken Mother! hast thou lost 
All memory of the germs that rest 

Untouched by temi)est, rain, or frost. 
Shrined in thine own immortal breast *? 

Bend, bend thine ear; yea, bend and 
hear, — 
Despite the winds' and woodlands' 
strife, — 
Deep in £arth's bosom, faint and dear. 
The far-off murmurous hints of life : — 

Tlie sound of waves In whispering flow ; 

Of seeds that stir in dreams of light. 
Whose sweetness mocks the shrouded 
snow. 
Whose radiance smiles at death and 
night; 

So, Christian spirit! wrapt in grief, — 
Beneath thy misery's frozen sod, 

Love works, to burst in flower and leaf. 
On some fair spring-dawn fresh from 
God! 

XVIII. 
THE THREE URNS. 

List to an Arab parable, wherein 
The beauty of the Orient fancy shrines 
A star-like truth, the iconoclastic West 
Is blind to see, its shrewd material vision 
Bent over on the foulest soils of earth. 
If only gold may gild them! Hear and 
learn! 

Nimroud, the king to whom his four- 
score years 

Had brought a wisdom pure as his white 
locks. 
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(And spotless they as snow on Caucasus !) 


Dead centuries since, rose from its shat- 


One morn commanded his three sons to 


tered bulk 


grace 


Pungent, and yet so light the feeblest 


His presence chamber; there in front of 


puflf 


each 


Of failing wind hath shorn and scattered 


A mighty urn, sealed with a mystic seal, 


them 


Was duly set — the one of burnished 


Into vague air. One vase alone re- 


gold, 


mained. 


Blazed like an August noon — of amber 


Which the third son unsealing, found 


fair 


therein. 


Tlie other — but the third (dull as a 


Deep-graven, glittering like a planet 


cloud 


keen. 


Seen 'gainst the bright flash of a distant 


Thro* gulfs of envious darkness the sole 


wave. 


name 


Or 'twixt the glittering tree-tops), 


Of God, — '* which name, O! princes,'' 


seemed, in form, 


said the king. 


A rugged mould wrought from the com- 


"Doth sanctify yon vase of common 


mon earth. 


earth 




Above all precious metals sought of 


** Choose thou, my eldest," said the 


men. 


king, dtM»p-breathed, ' , . *.. . 


Since but one letter of tliat sacred 


" Choose tliou amongst these urn«, tlie 


tliree. 


urn which seems , * . 


Outweighs all worlds, from the mild star 


To thee most precious," — whereupon he 


of eve. 


chose 


. Sliining on love, to those mysterious 


The Vase of Gold, whicli bore in jewelled 


orbs. 


flame. 


AVhich gird the pathway of the Pleiade?." 


Clear leaping, the word " Empire," — 




opened it. 


XIX. 


And foimd beneath a deadly, vaporous 




fume. 


ON THE DECLINE OF FAITH. 


(Which on the instant sickened heart 


As in some half-burned forest, one by 


and sense), — 


one. 


Nought but a bubbling tide of vital 


We catch far echoes on the doleful 


blood, 


breeze. 


Hot, as appeared, that moment from the 


Bom of the downfall of its ruined 


veins 


trees; 


Of murdered manhood. The fair amber 


AVhile even thro' those which stand. 


vase. 


slow shudderings run, 


With ** Glory" written on it — "tliis 


As if Fate's ruthless liand wore laid 


forme!" 


thereon; 


Exclaimed the second prince, with eager 


So, in a world sore-smitten by foul dis- 


eyes. 


ease, 


And feverish hands clasping his treasure 


— That Pest, called Doubt — we mark by 


close,— 


slow degrees. 


Too close, alas I for as he spake, the urn 


The fall of many a faith that wooed the 


Crashed on his breast, and bruised and 


sun: 


tortured it. 


Some, with low sigh of parting bough, 


And a rare dust, the ashes of great men. 


or leaf. 
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Strain, quivering downward to the ab- 
horred ground ; 

Some totter feebly, groaning toward their 
doom; 

While some broad-centuried growths of 
old Belief, 

Sapped as by fire, defeatured, charred, 
discrowned. 

Fall with a loud crash, and long reverber- 
ant boom ! 

Thus, fated hour by hour, more gaunt 

and bare, 
(vloom the wan spaces, whence, a power 

to bless, 
Up burgeoned once, in grace or stateli- 

ness, 
Some creed divine, offspring of light and 

air; 
What then ? and must we yield to blank 

despair. 
Beholding (vod Himself wax less and 

less. 
Paled in the skeptical storm-cloud's 

whirl and stress. 
Till all is lost — love, reverence, hope, 

and prayer. 
O man! when faith succumbs, and 

reason reels. 
Before some impious, bold iconoclast. 
Turn to thy heart that reasons not, but 

feels ; 
Creeds change ! shrines perish ! still {her 

instinct saith). 
Still the soul livcsy the soul must conquer 

Death. 
Holdfast to God, and God will hold thee 

fast ! 



THE ULTIMATE TRUST. 

Though in the wine-press of thy wrath 
divine. 
My crushed hopes droop, like crude 
and worthless must. 
That love and mercy, Father! still are 
thine. 
With reverent soul, I trust I 



Though all my life be sliattered by thine 
ire. 
The mystic whirlwind of thy will 
august, 
Still, from the din, the darkness and the 
fire, 
I lift my song of trust! 

Tho' foes assail me! yea, within, with- 
out! 
Harrow my heart, and hurl its joys in 
dust, 
No forceful fear, nor fraud of treacherous 
doubt. 
Disarms my bucklere<l trust I 

Though my lost years be wrapped in 
Arctic cloud. 
And Grief on me hath wreaked li^r 
ruthless lust. 
Still, like an angel's face above a shroutl 
Smiles my celestial trast ! 

Tho', Lord ! thou wear'st a mask of hate 
('twould seem), 
And for a time, I tliink — as moitals 
must — 
That mask shall melt, as melts a night- 
mare dream. 
Before my Orient tnist I 

Yea! tho' Thou slay me, and supine, I 
cower. 
Heart-pierced and blee<ling from the 
fiery thrust, — 
I know there bides in heaven a glorious 
hour, 
To crown my sacred trust! 

XXI. 

"a little while 1 FAIX WOULD 
LINGER YET." 

A LITTLE while (my life is almost set !) 
I fain would pause along the downward 

way. 
Musing an hour in this sad sunset- 
ray, 
AVliile, Sweet ! our eyes with tender tears 
are wet; 
A little hour I fain would linger yet. 
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A little while I fain would linger 
yet, 
All for love's sake, for love that cannot 

tire; 
Though fervid youth be dead, with 
youth's desire, 
And hope has faded to a vague re- 
gret, 
A little while I fain would linger yet. 

A little while I fain would linger here: 
Behold! who knows what strange, 

mysterious bars 
'Twixt souls that love, may rise in 
other stars ? 
Nor can love deem the face of death is 

fair; 
A little while I still would linger here. 

A little while I yearn to hold thee 

fast, 
Hand locked in hand, and loyal heart 

to heart; 
(O pitying Christ! those woeful words, 

''We. pari!'') 
80 ere the darkness fall, the light be 

past, 
A little while 1 fain would hold thee 

fast. 

A little while, when night and twilight 

meet; 
Behind, our broken years; before, the 

deep 
Weird wonder of the last unfathomed 

sleep. 
A little while I still would clasp thee. 

Sweet; 
A little while, when night Jind twilight 

meet. 

A little while I fain would linger here; 
Behold! who knows what soul-divid- 
ing bars 
Earth's faithful loves may part in 
other stars ? 
Nor can love deem the face of death is 

fair: 
A little while I still would linger here. 



XXII. 
TW^ILIGHT MONOLOGUE. 

Can it be that the glory of manhood has 
passed, 
That its purpose, its passion, its 
might. 
Have all paled with the fervor that fed 
them at last, 
As the twilight comes down with the 
night ? 

Can it be I have lived, dreamed, and 
labored in vain — 
That above me, unconquered and 
bright. 
The prowl goal I had aimed at is taunt- 
ing my pain. 
As the twilight comes down with the 
night ? 

Can it be that my hopes, which seemed 
noble and fair, 
Were predestined to mildew and 
blight? 
Ah ! sad disenchantment ! that bids me 
beware 
Of a twilight which heralds the night! 

Tlie glad days, the brave years that were 
lusty and long — 
How they fade on vague memory's 
sight ! 
And their joys are like echoes of jubi- 
lant song, 
As the twilight comes down with the 
night! 

All the past is overshadowed, the present 
is dim, 
And could earth's fairest future re- 
quite 
The worn spirit that swoons, the racked 
senses that swim. 
In this dread of the twilight and night ? 

There is dew on my raiment; the sea 
winds wail low. 
As lost birds, wafted wave-wanl in 
flight. 
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And all Nature grows cold, as my heart 
in its woe, 
At the advent of twilight and night! 

From the realm of dead sunset scarce 

darkened as yet — 

Over hills mist-enshrouded and white, 

A deep sigh of ineffable, mournful regret, 

•Seems exhaled 'twixt the twilight and 

night! 

O! thou genius of art! I have wor- 
shipi)ed and blessed; 
O! thou soul of all beauty and light! 
Lift me up in thine arms, give me 
warmth from thy breast. 
Ere the twilight be merged in the 
night! 

Let me draw from thy bosom miraculous 
breath, 
And for once, on song's upi)ermost 
height, 
I may chant to the nations such nuisic 
in death 
As shall mock at the twilight and 
night! 

XXIII. 
THE SHADOW OF DEATH. 

I PRAY you, wlien the shadow of death 
draws nigh, 

To bear me out beneath the unmeasured 
heaven ; 

I fain would hear the pine-trees' slum- 
berous sigh, 

And watch the cloud flotillas drifted 
liigh, 
By slow, soft breezes driven 

Due south, perchance toward realms of 
tropic balms, 

And the warm fragrance of the Syrian 
palms. 

I pray you, when the shadow of death 

comes down. 
Oh! lay me close to nature's pulses deep. 
Whether her breast with autumn lints 

be brown. 



Or briglit with summer, or hale winter's 
I crown 

I Press on her brows in sleep; 

\ So nigh the dawn of some new, mar\el- 
lous birth, 
IM look to heaven, still clasped in amis 
of earth ! 

I pray you, when the shadow of death 

draws near. 
Give, give me freedom for my last, faint 

breath ; 
Beneath God's liberal heaven I could 

not fear. 
His merciful winds would dry my latest 
tear. 
His sunshine soften death. 
And some fair shreds of our dear earth's 
delight 
I Cling round the spirit in her upward 
I flight. 

XXIV. 
FIXIS. 

A moment's gleam, a hint of sunnier 
weather. 
Borne from the storm-clouds and the 
mists of fate; 
Dawned, with a tender " Peradventure" 
hither, 
A soft •* Perchance it is not yet too 
late!'* 

And so a transient omen magnifying. 
My soul would fain pass brightentHi, 
unto thine; 
But to my half-formed thought eonieu 
tnith replying: 
^'Xo life moimts backward from is 
wan decline." 

Would' St thou expect, drear winter, 
ashen, sober. 
To burn with blushes of a spring-tide 
noon ? 
Would' st thou expect the hectic-cheeked 
October 
To catch the virginal freshness of 
young June? 
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All mortal lives like the year's seasons 


And then death looms, that pitiless grim 


ever 


December. 


Pass from their May dawn and rare 


Bringing cold tears, a winding sheet 


summer's bloom, 


like snow, 


Down to the day when autumn winds 


Last, a carved stone, which bids the 


dissever 


world remember 


Life's latest sheaves to strew them 


One of its comitless myriads sleeps be- 


near a tomb. 


low. 




"My thoughts are wandering on the verge of dreams, 
While lower, feebler, flit the tiresiile gleams." 



XXV. 
THE SHAI>OWS ON THE WALL. 

What mournful influence chills my soul 
to-night ? 
I watch the expiring flames that fade 
and fall, 
From whiclx outleap vague shafts of 
arrowy light, 
Pmvued by spectral shadows on the 
wall. 



My thoughts are wandering on the verge^ 
of dreams, 
Mist-laden, gray, and sombre as a 
pall, 
While lower, feebler, flit the fireside 
gleams. 
And darker those quaint shadows on 
the wall. 
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The old sad voice (fraught with the cen- ' Till as the last slow emher drops in 



turies' tears) 
That seems through infmlte space and 
time to call, 
Faint with the doubts and grief of an- 
tique years, 
Years that are dim as shadows on the 
wall; 

The old sad voice is whispering to my 
heart : 
Man*s life, phantasmal, vain, illusive 
all, 
Beholds too soon its cloud-foundations 
part. 
Melting like midnight sliadows on the 
wall. 

Too soon the noblest passions, worn and 
old. 
Die, or grow dulled and languid past 
recall ; 
Even love may wane in memory's twi- 
light cold, 
Sad, wavering, wan, as shadows on the 
wall. 

And oft the loftiest nature's loftiest aim. 
Heaven-soaring once, wide as this 
earthly ball. 
Sinks, a tamed eagle o'er whose eyes of 
flame 
The death-films steal like shadows on 
the wall. 

A subtler voice whispers the conscious 
soul, 
" What of high hopes which held thy 
youth in thrall ? 
Where flash thy chariot wheels, where 
shines //ly goal ? " 
The mocking shadows answer from 
the wall. 

With deepening dusk and faded flame 
they grow 
Fantastic phantoms, hovering over all 
The tremulous space, or flickering to 
and fro 
In wild unearthly antics on the wall. 



gloom, 
Like vassals hurrying through some 

wizard's hall. 
Whirling they pass, and darkness haunts 

the room. 
No life, not even a shadow on the 

wall! 

XXVI. 

CONSUMMATUM EST. 

I've done with all the world can give, 

Whate'er its kind or measure. 
(O Christ! what paltry live« we live 

If toil be lord, or pleasure!). 
Alas! / only yearn for sleep. 

Calm rest for fevered riot — 
The sacred sleep, the shadows deep, 

Of death's majestic quiet. 

I've done with all our earth-life lends — 

False hope^ and wild ambitions. 
Brilliant beginnings, futile ends. 

And long-postponed fruitions, 
Those" hollow shows dissembling truth. 

Vain myths that mock the real, 
The dreary wrecks of peace and youth 

Above a crashed ideal. 

I've done with heavenly dreams that 
wane 

At touch of earth-bom dawnings, 
With fervid passion, useless pain. 

Brave aims and dim forewarnings; 
I've done with alien tears or smiles. 

Past days and vague to-morrows ; 
I've done with earth's unhallowed 
wiles. 

Brief joys and helpless sorrows. 

I've done with compacts sealed in dust, 

Dull cares that overweighed me. 
With promise of the Judas-trust, 

That, while it kissed, betrayed me; 
With all save love, whose matchless 
face 

Midmost a life's undoing 
Smiles in its tender angel's grace 

To sanctify the ruin. 
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I've done with all beneath the stare, 

O world! so wanly fleeting! 
How long against time's ruthless bars 

Have the soul's wings been beating, 
Till even the soul but yearns for sleep, 

Calm rest for fevered riot — 
The sacred sleep, the shadows deep. 

Of death's majestic quiet! 

xx\ni. 

THE BROKEN CHORDS. 

liiKK a worn wind-harp on a barren lea, 

Unstirred by subtle breathings of the 

sea, 

Though sweet south-breezes swell the 

floodtide's flow. 

The lyric iwwer in this worn heart of 

mine 
Droops in the twilight of life's wan 
decline. 
While the 1 Ksed chords of song grown 

lax and low. 
Are dumb to all the heavenly aire that 
blow! 

Only, sometinies along each shattered 

string 
I hear the ghost of Memory murmur- 
ing 
Old strains, as half in sadness half in 

scorn, 
So faint, so far, they scarcely pass the 

bound 
'Twixt sullen silence and ethereal 

sound, — 
Mere wraiths of murmurous tone, that 

die forlorn 
Ere yet we deem those faltering notes 

are born ! 

80, smitten chords, sink, wane, and pass 

away ! 
Yet have ye made soft music in your 

day 
On many a sea-swept strand or breezy 

lawn. 
Once more 1 hear that yearning music 

rise; 



Once more I see deep teare in tender 
eyes; 
And all my soul melts in me, fondly 
drawn 

Back to youth's love and youth's Arca- 
dian dawn ! 

XXVIII. 
THE RIFT WITHIN THE LUTE. 

A TINY rift within the lute 
Hay sometimes make the music mute ! 
By slow degrees, the rift grows wide, 
By slow degrees, the tender tide — 
Harmonious once — of loving thought 
Becomes with hareher measures fraught. 
Until the heart's Arcadian breath 
Lapses thro' discord into death ! 



IN HARBOR. 

I THINK it is over, over, 

I think it is over at last, 
Voices of foeman and lover. 
The sweet and the bitter have passed : — 
Life, like a tempest of ocean 
Hath outblown its ultimate blast: 
There's but a faint sobbing sea-ward 
While the calm of the tide deejiens lee- 
ward, 
And behold ! like the welcoming quiver 
Of heart-pulses throbbed thro' the river, 
Those lights in the harbor at last, 
The heavenly harbor at last ! 

I feel it is over! over! 

For the winds and the watere surcease ; 
Ah ! — few were the days of the rover 

That smiled in the beauty of peace ! 
And distant and dim was the omen 
That hinted redress or release : — 
From the ravage of life, and its riot 
What marvel I yearn for the quiet 

Which bides in the harbor at last ? 
For the lights with their welcoming 

quiver 
That through the sanctified river 

Which girdles the harbor at last, 

This heavenly harbor at last ? 
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I know it is over, over, 


In turn, to love and anguish, joy and 


I know it is over at last ! 


woe — 


Down sail ! the sheathed anchor uncover, 


Dear Christ ! when I am dead ? 


For the stress of the voyage has passed : 




Life, like a tempest of ocean 


Though I be dead, perchance when 


Hath outbreathed its ultimate blast: 


Spring has shed 


There's but a faint sobbing sea-ward, 


Her gentlest influence round — 


While the calm of the tide deepens lee- 


Here, where love reigned, my ghostly 


ward ; 


feet may tread 


And behold ! like the welcoming quiver 


The old accustomed patlis without a 


Of heart-pulses throbbed thro* the river, 


sound, — 


Those lights in the harbor at last, 


Perchance — when 1 am dead! 


The heavenly harbor at last! 






Though I be dead, earth's frasrrant 




wliite and red 


XXX. 


Here in spring roses met. 


FORECASTIXOS. 


May to strange spiritual senses bring the 




balms 


When I am gone, what alien steps shall 


Of tender memory and divine regret, 


tread 


Yea ! even to me — though deiui ! 


This flowery garden-close ? 




What alien hands shall pluck the violets 


Though I be deatl, with faded hands and 


sweet, 


head 


Or gather the rich petals of the rose. 


Laid in unbrcathing rest — 


When I — drear thought ! — am dead ? 


Dear cottage roof ! thou still mayst lure 




me back. 


When I am gone, toward doubtful dark- 


Among the unconscious living a wan 


ness led, 


guest. 


What voices, false or true, 


Veiled, as Fate veils the dead : 


Shall echo round these old, familiar 




haunts 


A guest of shadowy frame, ethereal 


My happiest days of tranquil manhood 


treail, 


knew. 


Amongst them, yet apart — 


Ah me! when I am dead ? 


A sombre mystery! in whose bosom 




throb 


When I am gone, what museful eyes 


The faint, slow pulses of its phantom 


instead 


heart, 


Of these dimmed eyes of mine. 


Ah, heaven ! not wholly dead ! 


Beneath yon trellised porch shall mark 




thro' heaven. 




On cloudless eves the summer sunsets 


XXXI. 


shine. 


APPEAL TO NATURE OF THE 80L1- 


When 1, alas! am dead? 


TAKY HEART. 


W^hen I am gone, and all is done and 


Dear mother, take me to thy breast! 


said. 


I have no other place of rest 


One life had wrought below — 


In all this weary world of men : 


'Mid these fair scenes what other souls 


All ! fold me in thy love again. 


shall thrill. 


Sweet mother; clasp me to thy breast! 
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Fmm out thy womb, long since, I came, 
A creature wrought of dust and flame; 
I knew no mortal mother* s grace, 
But only viewed thy mystic face, 
That softly went, and softly came! 

I knew thee in the sunset grand, 
The waveless calm, the silvery strand; 

From out the shimmering twilight- 
bars 

1 saw thee smile between the stars, 
Divinely sweet, or softly grand! 

I heard, l)eneath tlie sylvan arch, 
Thy battlinjc winds, led on by March, 
^5weeI) where the solemn pine-tops 

close 
Al)out its ravaged, dim repose — 
Hushed, awed, beneath the woodland 
arch ! 

1 h(>ard thee, 'mid some tender hour, 
In lis))ing leaf and rustling flower. 
In low lute-breathings of the breeze, 
And tidal sighs o^er moonless seas 
Star-charmed in midnight's mournful 
hour! 

I thrilled at each far-whispered tone 
That touched me from thy vast un- 
known, 
At every dew-bright hint that fell 
From out thy soul unsearchable. 
Yea, each strange hint and shadowy 
tone! 

I felt, through dim, awe-laden space. 
The coming of thy veiled face; 
And in the fragrant night's eclipse 
The kisses of thy deathless lips. 
Like strange star-pulses, throbbed 
through space! 

NortT mine own pulses, beating low, 
V.Tii8per the si)ent life: ** Thou must go; 

Ejcen 08 a wasted rlritlet^ pans 
Beyond the lights benvnth the (/rass. 
For strength grows fahit, and hope is 
low!*'' 



FOUR POEMS FOR SPECIAL OCCA- 

sioys. 



TO THE POET WHITTIER. 
ON HIS 70th UIBTHOAV. 

From this far realm of pines I waft thee 
now 
A brother's greeting. Poet, tried and 
true ; 
So thick the laurels on thy reverend 
brow, 
I We scarce can see the white locks 
• glimmering through ! 

I O pure of thought! Earnest in heart 
j as pen, 

The tests of time have left thee unde- 
flled; 
And o'er the snows of threescore years 
and ten 
Shines the unsullied aureole of a child. 

II. 

TO O. W. HOLMES, 
ox HIS BIKTHDAV. 

Dear Doctor, whose blandly invincible 
l>en 

Has honored so often your great fellow- 
men 

With your genius and virtues, who 
doubts it is tnie 

That the world owes in turn, a warm 
tribute to you ? 

Wheresoever rare merit has lifted its 

head 
From the cool country calm or the city's 

hotbed — 
You were always tlie first to applaud it 

by name, 
And to smooth for its feet the harsh 

pathway to fame. 

Wheresoever beneath the broad rule of 

the sun, 
liy some spirit elect, a grand deed has 

been done — 
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Its electrical spell like the lightning's 

would dart, 
Though the globe lay between, to thrill 

first in your heart! 

Philanthropist! poet! romancer! com- 
bined — 

Ay! shrewd scientist too — who shall 
fathom your mind, 

Shall plumb that strange sea to the ut- 
termost deep, 

With its vast imder-tides, and its rhyth- 
mical sweep ? 

You have toiled in life's noon, till the 

hot blasting light 
Blinds the eyes that would guage your 

soul stature ariglit; 
But when eve comes at last, 't will be 

clear to mankind, 
By the length of bright shadow your 

soul leaves behind! 

111. 

TO EMKRSON. 
O?? HIS 77tll BIRTIIDAV. 

" I doesteeme hiin a deepe sincere soule ; one 
that seeineth ever to be travailing after ttie 
Infinite ! " — Sir Thomas Brotnie. 

Ah! what to him our trivial praise or 
blame. 
Who through long years hath raised 
ha If -mournful eyes 
Yearning to mark some heaven-descend- 
ed tlame 
Light his soul's altar rife with sacri- 
fice ? 

The offering of far thoughts, profound 
as prayer, 
And starry dreams, still rhythmical of 
youth, 
With travail of brain that pants for lof- 
tier air, 
To the veiled mystery of immaculate 
Truth: 



No Orient seer — wild woodlands, 'round 
him furled, — 
Building his shrine 'mid virginal 
vales apart. 
E'er watched and waited in the antique 
world, 
For fii-e divine, with more ethereal 
heart! 

Can life's supreme oblations still re- 
main 
All undiscerned ? or hath some mar- 
vellous levin 
Hallowed his gift, and down his rifted 
pain 
Flashed the white splendor of God's 
grace from heaven ? 

IV. 

TO HON. R. O. H. 

UPON HIS 78th BIRTHDAY. 

Close to the verge of fourscore crowded 

years 
Your heart is strong, your soul serene 

and bright; 
As when confronting first life's hopes 

and fears — 
The star of manhood crowned your brow 

with light. 

Clear thoughts are spells to keep the life- 
blood pure. 

Brave aims are medicinal, rife with 
balm : 

What wonder then, with thee life's joys 
endure. 

And life's majestic simset smiles in 
calm! 

For thou art one whose brotherhood 
supreme 

Ilath touched all circles of benign 
desire; 

Therefore, thy days like some uncloud- 
ed dream, 

Are slowly melting into heavenly fire. 
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VALERiETS CONFESSIOX. 
TO A FRIEND. 

They declare that Fm gracefully pretty, 

The very best waltzer that whirls; 
They say 1 am sparkling and witty, 

The pearl, the queen rose-bud of girls. 
But, alas for the popular blindness! 

Its judgment, though folly, can hurt: 
Since my heart, that runs over with 
kindness, 

It vows is the heart of a flirt! 

How, how, can I help it, if Nature, 

Whose mysteries baffle our ken, 
Hath made me the tendere^t creature 

'I'hat ever had pity on men ? 
When the shafts of my luminous glances 

Have tortured some sensitive breast, 
Why, I soften their light till it trances 

The poor wounded bosom to rest ! 

Can I help It If, brought from all regions, 

As diverse in features as gait. 
Rash lovers besiege me in legions, 

£ach lover demanding his fate ? 
To be cold to such fervors of feeling 

Would pronounce me a dullard or 
dunce ; 
And so, the bare thought sets me reel- 
ing, 

Fm engaged to hU suitors at once! 

The first, — we shall call him ** sweet 
William,'' 

He's a lad scarcely witty or wise — 
The gloom of the sorrows of " Ilium " 

Would seem to outbreathe on his 



When I strove, half in earnest, to flout 
him. 
Pale, pale at my footstool he sunk ; 
But mamma, quite too ready to scout 
him. 
Would hint that "sweet Willie" was 
drunk! 

My second, a florid Adonis 
Of forty-and-five, to a day. 
Drives me out in his phaeton with po- 
nies. 
Making love every yanl of the way. 
Who so pleasantly placed could resist 
him? 
Had he popped 'neath the moonlight 
and dew 
That eve, I could almost have kissed him 
(A confession alone, dear, for you). 

Next, a widower, polished and youthful, 

Far famed for his learning and pelf: 
Can I doubt that hia passion is truthful. 

That he seeks me alone for myself ? 
Yet I know that some slanderers mutter 

His fortune is just taking wings; 
But I scorn the backbiters who utter 

Such basely censorious things! 

Could they hearken his love-whisper, 
dulcet 
As April's soft tide on the strand. 
Whose white cun'es are loath to re- 
pulse it. 
So sweet is its homage and bland ; 
Could they hear how his dead wife's de- 
votion 
He praises, while yearning for mine — 
They would own that his ardent emotion 
Is something — yes — almost dinine ! 
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My fourth — would to heaven I could 
paint him 
As next the high altar he stands — 
A Saint John, all the people besalnt 
hhn? 
Pale brow and immaculate hands, 
Ah I his tones in their wooing seem 
holy, 
Nor dare I believe it misplaced, 
When an arm of the church, stealing 
slowly. 
Is folded, at length, round my waist; 

Behold this long list of my lovers 

With a soldier and sailor complete: 
Both swear that their hearts were but 
rovers 
Till fettered and bound at my feet. 
Oh dear! but these worshippers daunt 
me: 
Their claims, their vain wishes, appall; 
'Tis sad how they harass and haunt 
me, — 
What, WHAT, shall I do icith them allf 



As the foam-flakes, when steadfastly 
blowing, 
The west wind sweeps reckless and 
free. 
Are borne where the deep billows, flow- 
ing. 
Pass out to a limitless sea, 
So the gay spume of girlish romances, 

Upcaught by true Love on his breath, 
With the fretwork and foam of young 
fancies. 
Was borne through vague distance to 
death. 

For he came — the true hero — one 
morning. 
And my soul with quick thrills of de- 
light 
Leaped upward, renewed, and reborn in 
A world of strange beauty and inijjlit: 
I seemed fenced from all earthly disas- 
ter; 



My pulses beat tuneful and fast; 
So 1 welcomed my monarch, my master 
The^r8^ real love, and the laaL 



A MEETING OF THE BIRDS. 

Of a thousand queer meetings, both 

great, sir, and small 
The bird-party / sing of seemed oddest 

of all! 

How they come to assemble — a multi- 
form show — 

From all parts of the earth, is — well 
— more than I know. 

I only can vow that, one fine night of 

June, 
In a vast, varied garden, made bright by 

the moon, 

Such bird-throngs 1 saw, with plumes 

brilliant or dark, 
As had ne'er met, I deem, since the age 

of the ark : 

There the phoenix, upborne on a tall 

jasper spar, 
His fair mate by his side, shone serene 

as a star; 

With a calm sort of pride glancing down ^ 

on all others, , 

As scorning to claim such canaille for 

his brothers! ] 

He alone of earth's creatures (more wise 

far than Adam), 
When Eve tempted him, said ** Excuse 

me, good madam ! 

"Xo juice from that fruit shall e'er 

moisten my thrapple! 
Delicious! perhaps . . but who gave 

you the apple ?"• 

* Tradition says tliat when Adam ate of the 
forbiclden fruit, at Eve's instigation, the 
plui^nlx, nhme, of all creatures, equally tempb- 
ed. did not fall. 
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Then — his tiny red optics upturned to 

this king 
Of all species that court the light air 

with a wing — 

Lo, the rooster ! his top-knot bright crim- 
son and blue. 

With his impudent strut and his cock- 
doodle-iloo, 

Is resolved, one can see, the king's hau- 
teur to balk ! 

WhaVs a phmnU, foraooih, to such cocks 
of the \calk ! 

Oh! he bustles along, and he bidlies his 

wife, 
Till the poor humbled partlet is weary of 

life — 

U'hen, phew! like a bolt of blue light- 
ning or brown, 

Outflashed from the trees, a swift bee- 
bird whirls down 

Upon cooky's great top-knot upreared 
like a dome, 

To cut, just for once, his big high- 
ness' s comb ! 

From the rooster's discomfiture, laugh- 
ing, I turn 

To where, 'mid the garden's cool 
avenues, bum 

The fair cinnamon tufts of those 

hipooes that sold 
To King Solomon, once, their true 

crownlets of gold ; * 

And beyond where the shadow waves 

dim by the sheen. 
The gay humming-bird darts — a live 

rainbow — between ; 

* The Hipooes originally had real crowns of 
gold on their heads; hut w> persecuted were I 
they because of this possession that they ' 
appealed to Solomon, who (the legend says) 
exchanged their gold crowns for crowns of i 
feathers, retaining the former as a trifling 
"compliment" for his magic skill and kiml- 



While the parrakeets glitter, the orioles 

float 
Through the moonlighted mist and fine 

vapors remote; 

And by sides of small streams and clear 
lakelets outspread 

Stalks the long-legged flamingo, all scar- 
let and red : 

In sooth, birds of all climes, whether 
wild birds or tame, 

Whether dove-hued and sad, or high- 
colored like flame, 

Walked, wobbled and sauntered, paused, 

fluttered and flew, 
With vast blending of plumes, and, ah 1 

endless ado. 

The eagle's loud anger, set deaf'ningly 

loose, 
Shrilled fierce o'er the arrogant hiss of 

the goose, 

And a peacock, who screeched till his 
gills were half black. 

Could not drown, after all, a profes- 
sional "quack;" 

The nightingale pitted his voice and his 

lore 
'Gainst the skylark, that never had 

trilled thus before; 

And the cock now recovered, and fresh, 

sir, as dew. 
Strove to bear them both down with his 

cock-doodle-doo: 

Till — one volume of strange, contra- 
dictory sound, 

Tlie air, like a millwheel, whizzed round 
us and round. 

And while still the white moonshine, on 

vapors of fleece. 
Rained down its ineffable splendors in 

peace, 
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That bird congregation broke up in a | A strident voice, " Rise! help to save the 

nation! " 
Roared in mine ear, half bellow and 
half squall; 
*' Throw by your books, why,niaii, there's 

treason brewing; 
Come, come with me. we'll block the 
march of ruin I *' 



row, 
Wliose noises, half dreaming, I catch 
even now. 

But the last glimpse of all that flashed 

quick OH my eyes, 
Ere the whole meeting faded 'twixt 

garden and skies, 



Was the cuckoo's unwearied, nefarious 

Scratching fast to discover a pluenlx's 

egu. 



My neighbor, Dobson — all the gods ctui- 
found him! 
Seized, shook and hauled me from my 
cushioned seat ; 
(Just then I could have drugged the 
I wretch, or drownetl him:) 

Which, it found, I've no doubt, was | But the next moment on bewildered 

rlose-hiddeu and pressed feet. 

By the vilr little wret<'h, with quite I I trudged with him through dirty stix^ns 



inotlirr-like breast. 

Yet I've seen other creatures than 

rreatuh's witli wini^s 
Who dared to niak«' fr«M« with tlnice 

sancliOcd tilings. 

From wlu)>«' fiils** incubation what ereeds 

caine in vogue! 
Ei'tn triffh's < <f(f i.s lunrml 'if h<ttrh('<l 

out }>!f (I roi/Kf ! 



I'l.Aixr ('/■ rill': late vnEsihi.s- 

n \L l.l.LiTIOS. 



and weather. 
That we might vote at the next poll to- 
gether. 

Vote ! vote for whom ? I'd not the faint- 
est notion: 
Little 1 recked of modern joys or wot^s : 

Wrapped in (ireek wars an<l aneii-nt 
Home's connnotion, 
Wliat passeil beneath my philosophic 
nose, 

Seemeil dim as glimmerings of a mid- 
night taper 

Marked from afar through autumn clouds 
anil vapor! 



At length we paused before a wood- w(»rk 
wicket, 
Shrining the grimy gviardian of tin- 

A M\.vof ]><';h'i>. I iH'MT dared lo iiiaiTV. l)oll: 

I.nv.TMMiaii.inil li..m->. I durli Mp:ni: l"t«» "»>' hands they thrust a printed 



;\N''iUfn dmiiiu lli.> H.iVi's aii'l Til-i.-a 
('oii|ri.vrr>\"'|. 



( )iil-i<l«' tlx" I'l'iilm \\ li<-i'<' in)i>v s<-|it'iii('s 

iiii-><;irr\ : 
y\\ (Mih li;iii«litiai-ls. Sci.-nt'c, Limii:- 

iti-- All : 
( Ml ! lioiii.' iA iil.M-iiiii ilimi^lii, of r.dni 

;itr.M-iinii. 
All l.la-I.-tl iinu l.y this \,\<.\ \ ilc •■I.M-iiMii : 

OlK' lllolMl. ;il)«iuri)('.| ill ^lU'linlH rnlllrlli 

j.laiioii 

()f wllil! 1)1 Wliolli. 1 cMiniMt linW It'. -all. 



ticket. 
An ink-besmeared, suspicious-look I ii:^ 

scroll. 
Which, ne'r-rtlieless. held names of nun 

wliose action 
\Vi)iild cow — they swore — the brazen 

front of faction! 

Willi ^cai'cc a glance, in vacant mood. I 
ca^t it: 
'llial ticket soileil into as soiled a box; 
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A box, 1 thought, half vaguely as I ' Fight, if lie knows the wily tricks of 
passed it ; ' * science, ' ' * 
Whose guaniian ** Hough" looked wily Fly, if he knows not ichen to smite, 
as a fox, and \chy; 
Willing, no doubt, for any public hero. Needless to say, in this disastrous mat- 
To cheat ad lib. — a Biiitus, or a Nero ! ter, 

Of the tw o ways, I wisely chose — the 

Well! from that day, my peace of life j latter! 
was shattered ; 

Dobson ironld come, all lowering or | I left my home; I fleil to shatles subur- 



ablaze 

With joy, to shout — (as if the issue 
mattered*) 



ban, 

Where an old aimt, as deaf as twenty 
posts. 



Now **TildeiCH icoh/" now ^'ylorioua I (A fine antique, bedecked with lace and 

U u thy JlaypH / " I turban, ) 

Vainly 1 argued, vainly vowed that d — n i Lived in a house imknown to rats or 

me, I ghosts ; 

1 didn*t care three straws for Ruth or — ; There, far from party conflicts, proud or 

Sammy ! I l>**tty, 

I I dwell at peace, with sober Madame 

** Have I not Scipio and majestic Cato, I Betty! 
With their grand deeds to ponder yet? '* 



I cried ; 
** Wliy, dunder-headed Dobson, xcill you 

prate so, 
Of modern dwarfs of time and fate 

imtried; '* 
*'Untrie<i!" quoth he, aghast at my 

iniquity; 
**ril back them hoth^ by Jove! 'gainst 

all antiquity ! " 

And still he came, morning, and noon, 

and twilight. 
Bringing, at last, his party henchmen 

too; 
O! how I yeanied to blow them through 

the skylight, 
Or, at the gentlest, beat them black 

and blue; 
Each cursed and threatened like some 

desperate Lara ; 
Meanwhile they quaflfed and quaffed my 

l)est Madeira ! 



At peace! good lack, the universal 

virus 
Of party strife had captive made the 

air. 
The light, the very sun-motes shifting 

nigh us. 
And thus, alas! it entered even 

there ; 
Up, down her stairs, how oft had I to 

stump it. 
Shrieking the news through her infernal 

trumpet. 

Baffled, once more I sought the public 
pass-ways, 
j But then, from mom to midnight's 
' "witching noon," 

Monotonous as when some blatant ass 
brays. 
The same mixed clamors rose 'neath 
I Sim and moon ; 

I Tilden and Hayes in never-ceasing wran- 



gle, 

A point there is beyond the soul's de- Who the vexed "snarl " shall ever dl»- 
fiance, entangle ? 

WTiich gained, a mortal man must 

fight, or fly; , • Ring science, of course. 
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Bank, hall, and market, counting-house 

and alley, 
Patrician parlor and low bar-room den, 
Echoed, as 'twere, cries of retreat or 

rally, 
From brassy throats of many thousand 

men ; 
Such foolish boasts were blent with 

threats as silly. 
Yet even the wise men babbled — icilly 

niUy. 

The very nurse-maids with their baby 
charges, 
Took sides, and squabbled ; newsboys 
shouting loud, 

Scuttled along the slippery pavement 
marges. 
And buret like young bulls through the 
motley crowd 

Of parsons, black-legs, dandies, hack- 
men, bunmiers; 

Swollen each moment by some rash new 
comers I 

Around the telegraph stands they surged 
and battled, 
Till direful Hades seemed miloosed on 
earth ; 

Lies were exchanged, cudgels and brick- 
bats rattled ; 
The veriest blackguard scorned the 
man of birth. 

And tweaked his nose, or knocked his 
beaver double — 

Ah me! the noise, the blows, the fiuious 
trouble ! 

I passed a gay "Bazaar," and glanced 

within it. 
Of silks and satins, what a dazzling 

maze ! 
Fair tongues were wagging smartly; 

ever>* minute, 
" Of course 'tis Tilden ! " " nay, not so, 

'tis Hayes! " 
Rose, with the rustle of bright garments 

blending — 
A strife of voices, eager and unending! 



You'd scarce believe it; but mahls fair 
and tender. 
Dancing from school, the merest slips 
of girls. 

Shrilled Uayes or Tilden, and with fin- 
gers slender, 
Caught and dragged fiercely at eacli 
others' curls; 

111 words they spake — those inconsiderat** 
misses — 

From rosebud lips just framed for love 
and kisses! 



Enough! the die is cast; from rage and 

riot, 
I'll cross o'er mountain walls and ocean 

streams. 
To seek and find again, that gracious 

quiet. 
Whose charm hath left me, save in 

transient dreams; 
In some far land and time, my spirit 

stilled then — 
I may — who knows — forgive both 

Hayes and Tilden ! 



COQUETTE AND HER LOVER, 

A "PETITE COMEDIE" IN KHYME. 

LOVER- 

Coquette! coquette! now, is it fair 
To weave for me your magic hair. 
Binding me thus, all unaware ? 
Till, wholly meshed in every part, 
From dazzled eyes to captured heart, 
Scarce can I, thro' your radiant snare, 
Inhale one waft of free-bom air; 
Answer, coquette ! now, is it fair ? 

COQl'ETTE. 

O, foolish querist! what if I, 
Beholding your enamored face 
And ever>' well-attested trace 
Of verdant, young idolatry, 
Should, after my own fashion, chooee 
To play the subtly-amorous muse, 
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Your inexperienced heart-strings touch, 
Wooing the wann chords overmuch! 
Or tempt you, 'twixt a smile and sigh, 
To enter beauty's luminous net ? 
Such snares must evermore be set 



For blinded human flies like you I 
Cease, therefore, this half-feigned ado, 
You are a natural victim ! 1 
Am by the same strange law's decree, 
Your dear, predestined enemy I 




' For full five seconds, it wonld seem 
As if you really thought, coquette, 
On something grave." 



LOVER. 

Is such the only comfort, then, 
You give to thrice-deluded men ? 
Suppose our life-plan quite upset. 
Reversed in whole, or changed in part; 
My sex your own, and feelings strong, 
(Wiled by deep passion's syren song); 
Tours the blind victim's tangled heart. 
And mine to weave the tempter's net — 
What then, OI honey-tongued coquette ? 



COQUETTE. 

Such questions ! — ah ! mon Dieu ! mon 

Dieu ! — 
Fancy I've places changed with you I 
I cannot! 'tis too hard a task 
Of any mortal belle to ask! 

[ASIDE witha?ial/-hunumm8, ?iaff-8olefnnair,} 
Fancy my person changed to his 
By some odd metamorphosis ! 
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My fairy frame to that hiige bulk 
That might befit red liory OTulke, 
Our Irish groom! — six feet, at least, 
Of stature — with that boundless waist, 
Instead of mine, Titania might 
Quite envy on a '* round-dance " night, 
By all the waltzing beaux adored ! 
My brow to that great, sabre-scored 
Brown forehead; and my cheeks of 

rose 
To bearded puffs ; my delicate nose — 
Quel horreur / 'tis a hideous dream! 

LOVEB. 

For full five seconds, it would seem 
As if you really thought, coquette, 
On something grave I Slowly about 
Your flower-like lips' delicious pout, 
Came tiny puckerings, lined with doubt; 
Your large eyes widened deep and 

blue. 
As May-skies glimpsed thro' morning 

dew; 
And shadows vague as noon-tide trance 
Stole o'er your vivid countenance: 
Coquette! show pity! — after all. 
Have you resolved to free from thrall 
Your wretched serf ? . . . Close, close 

your eyes 
For one brief, merciful minute ; try 
To turn your perfect mouth awry; 
Let those arch smiles which magnetize 
My inmost blood be changed to scorn ; 
Do all a winsome lady bom 
To loveliness and witchery, can. 
To flout a love-tormented man ! 

COQUETTE. 

You know as well as I 
What balms have soothed your slavery ; 
Besides, Vm sure, ichate^er you say. 
There never yet has dawned the day 
On which, in truth ('tis vain to frown). 
You longed to lay your fetters down. 
Surely but airy chains they are, 
And tenuous as the farthest star. 
But should you break the binding net, 
You'd come . . . (ah ! graceless, thank- 
less loon !) 



'Ere the next wax or wane of moon, 
To sigh, or call on "sweet coquette!" 

LOVER. 

Too much! by heaven! you heartless 

chit! 
I'll prove you undeiTate my wit. 
And self-respect, for all that's passed! 
I will — will break these bonds at last. 
Yes! look! you false, hard-hearted girl! 
I dash to earth the dazzling curl 
You gave me once! . . . your portrait 

too! . . . 
(O, yes! I stole it, . . . what of that? 
'Twill soon be shapeless, crushed and 

flat, 
Beneath my stern, avenging heel I 
Would it were flesh, and so could /ee/, 
. . . Where is it! where? 
[He searches frantically, but vainly for the 
likeness in one pocket after another.] 

[COQITETTE— approaching with inflnite sweet- 
ueas, T&»X% one hand upon his shoulder, while 
the forefinger of the other is archly shaken in 
his angry face, that changes with ludicrous 
quickness, from passion to bewilderment, aud 
from bewilderment to rapture] : 
. . . Why, Hal, for shame! you prayed 

just now. 
With earnest mien and solemn brow, 
That I would sting you with hot scorn; 
" Do all a winsome lady horn 
To loveliness and witchery, can, 
To flout a love-tormented wan." 
And lo! because your bidding's done; 
Half-way, and mildly; why, I've won 
Such rude abuse ! . . . I shall not stir, 
Till you have begged my pardon, sir! 
. . . Hal! do you love me? . . . 

LOVER. 

. . . Angel! saint! 

Can this be true! . . . my heart grows 

faint. 
With happiness ! ... so then, despite — 

COQUETTE {interrupting). 
Yes, dear! of feigned contempt and 

slight, 
— I have loved you always! who but you 
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Had failed thus long to I'ead me true ? 
You dear, delightful, blundering boy. 

LOVER. 

. . . Cupid be blessed ! Oh, love ! Oh, joy ! 
. . . But Where's that precious curl I 

threw 
Rashly away ? . . . Already flown 
On some liRht wind ? 

COQUETTE. 

Yes, yes, *tis gone! 

But then the whole bright, golden net 

{shakiny down her curls,) 
You've gained with me! . . . If still 

unfair 
You deem this soft, imprisoning snare; 
And self-respect, for all that's passed, 
Demands you break your bonds at last, 
Give me due warning — if you please — 

LOVER {embracing her). 
Ah ! thus a loving seal is set 
On rosy lips to keep them dumb; 
Some other eve beneath the trees 
Of golden summer, 'mid the hum 
Of forest brooks and hive-bound bees, 
I'll hearken, madcap, while you tease. 
But now, my heart the futui-e years 
Sees through a mist of blissful tears; 
My eyes with gracious dew are wet; 
Tm dreaming! . . . Nol . . . here smiles 

coquette! 



SEXEX TO HIS FRIEND. 
ABOIT THE PERIOD OF A NEW YEAR. 
Dedicated to Scan* I Lord, Jr.y Charleston, S.C. 

YouB hair is scant, my friend, and mine 

is scanter, 
On heads snowed white by Time, the 

disenchanter; 
In place of joyous beams and jovial 

twinkles. 
Behold, old boy, our faces scored with 

wrinkles! 



Sparkles your le^l lore with salt that's 

Attic! 
But, ah! those twinges (gout?), those 

pangs rheumatic! 
With muse of mine no more the public 

quarrels. 
But, Lord! how cold I feel despite the 

laurels ! 

If spiced your fame, not so your milk or 

sago: 
Only mild diet suits a sharp lumbago. 
While as for me — what critic "pitfif" 

avails one 
Whose own short breath (asthmatic!) 

almost fails one ? 

The world we deemed so rife with fade- 
less prizes — 

Which of us most its hollow show de- 
spises ? 

We'd yield our gains for just one mar- 
vellous minute 

Of our lost youth, with all youth's glory 
in it! 

Yet from this House of Life, now 
wrapped in twilight. 

Gleams 'mid the shadowy roof Faith's 
magic skylight; 

Whereby as night steals down through 
weinl gradations, 

We hail the glow of heavenly constella- 
tions. 

So, as thi-ough darkness only dawn the 

graces 
Of God's calm stars and lofty shining 

spaces, 
That night called death which shrouds 

our bodies breathless 
May flood the heaven of soul with peace 

made deathless. 



THE OBSERVANT " ELDEST** SPEAKS. 

** Pa vows that all gluttony's wicked; 

He's always for docking my meat. 
And ne'er at dessert will he give me 

Enough of what's racy and sweet: 
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Yet he'll gorge and gorge on at his din- 


Yet grandfather, who's ninety and np- 


ners, 


ward. 


As restless in mouth as in hand ; — 


He treats like an imbecile ' flat' 


Now, say, — if all gluttons are sinners. 


And once when poor grandpa, at break- 


Where — where does my 'governor' 


fast. 


stand ! 


Mistook the slop-bowl for his cup. 




Pa muttered, * 1 wish the old doterd 


"Oh! pa's most impressive on lying; 


Were locked — aomewhere — heedfully 


( 'Meanest crime in the annals of sin ; * ) 


up!' 


Yet why does he tell folk (through 




Thomas) 


"I don't know what the * governor's' 


That he's out when he knows that he's 


made of; 


inf 


But truly, if he were not he. 


And ma's done the same, when she 


(I mean if he were not my * pater' — 


meant not 


Alack! tliat tnich fathers should be,) 


From house nor from chamber to stir : 


His name would begin as I spelt it, 


I suppose what is punished in ui^, sir, 


With a big blaUnt H, if you please. 


Is all right in him or in her ! 


And conclude with the tiniest, meanest. 




But most self-sufficient of e'sl" 


**Pa says, that good men must be 




generous, 




Self-denying, benevolent, kind;' 




Then why does he give those poor beg- 


LUCIFER'S DEPUTY, 


gars 


A MEDIAEVAL LEGEND. 


Just nothing? The lame and the 




blind. 


A POET once, whose tuneful soul, per- 


Small orphan, and wan, pining widow. 


chance. 


The gold-covered head and the gray. 


Too fondly leaned toward sui, and sin's 


Unsoothed and unhelped in their sor- 


romance, 


rows. 


On a long vanished eve, so cahn and 


From him turn — how sadly — away ! 


clear 




None could have deemed an evil spirit 


"Pa counsels fair words of our neigh- 


near, 


bors;— 


Brooding ill deeds, was summoned by a 


Oh! he dotes on the pure * golden 


writ. 


rule;' — 


In the due form of Hades, to the Pit; 


Yet he calls Aunt Sellna * back-biter,' 


A red-nosed, red-haired fiend the sum- 


And he dubs Uncle Reuben * a fool." 


moner. 


And when I said, * Young Reub's like 


About whose horrent head his locks did 


his father,' 


stir 


On what text in reply did pa lean ? 


Like half-waked serpents! "W^ell," in 


Why, * Whoso thou fool shall dare utter,' 


wrath and woe, 


Must taste — well, ijou know what I 


The poet cried. " whom the De'il drives 


mean! 


must go. 




AVliate'er the goal! Yet much I wish 


"Pa says, * we must reverence our 


that he 


elders;' — 




How he harps and he harps upon 


thee, 


that;— 


Thou hideous varlet! " 
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" Come, keep cool, I say," 
Counselled the other sagely, " while you 

may ! " 
Whereon, as half in scorn and half in 

ire, 
He haled the poet to the realm of fire. 

Arrived in bounds Had^an, a vast rout 

Of fiends they met, who rushed tumultu- 
ous out. 

To roam the earth and those doomed 
spirits snare 

Who unsuspecting lived and acted 
there; 

Till in a few brief seconds the whole 
crew 

Of crowding demons — black, brown, 
green and blue — 

All but their haughty chief, his form up- 
reared 

Through the red mist, had wildly dis- 
appeared. 

Then said the dark archangel to the 

bard: 
** Thine eye is bright, thou hast a shrewd 

regard; 
And, therefore, ere I likewise o'er the 

marge 
Of Hades wing my way for some brief 

hours. 
To thee I choose to delegate my powers 
As chief and sovereign of this kingdom 

dread, 
To which, if well thou guardest, by my 

head 
Thy recompense, when I come back, 

shall be 
A luscious tid bit, garnished daintily — 
\o meaner entree than a roasted monk, 
(Before he's cooked we'll make the 

rascal drunk. 
To spice his Juices!); or, if thou'dst 

prefer 
Yon leaner and less succulent usurer, 
^Tiy, of our toil and time with trifling 

loss, 
We'll serve him up, lanled with golden 

sauce!" 



But while the absent fiends their cunning 

tasked 
To trap unwary souls, thick cloaked and 

masked. 
One entered Hades who did soon 

entice 
The heedless bard to play a game at 

dice. 
Staking the souls he held in charge 

thereon. 
The stranger played superbly— played, 

and won. 
So, gathering round him the freed souls, 

wiili care 
And kind despatch, safe to the outward 

air 
He led them triumphing; and all who 

now 
Looked on his unmasked face and 

glorious brow 
Knew that St. Peter stood amongst them 

there. 
But when the devils, trooping homeward, 

found 
Their kingdom void —its conflagrations 

drowned 
As 'twere by showers from Heaven — 

such curses rose — 
Like thunder bellowing through the 

strange repose 
Which late had reigned — the poet's 

head whirled round, 
Stunned by the tumult. But ere long, 

with whirr 
And furious whizz, his right hand 

Lucifer 
Brought in such stinging contact with 

one ciieek 
And then the other, that our minstrel, 

weak 
From pain and fear, sank trepibling on 

the floor. 
But sternly Satan pointed to the door. 
Where through his faithless guard, with 

many a kick 
And echoing thump, and one swift mer- 
ciless prick 
Of a keen pitchfork, was thrust forth in 

shame 
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From out the empire of fierce grief and ; So, brother bai-ds, whatever ye write or 

flame, ' do. 

In even more woeful plight than when i lie fearless. Hades holds no place for 

he came! I you: 

Then Lucifer upraised his arms and I Since if on earth men deem your worth 

swore I but small, 

A mighty oath that Hades' lurid door I Why there, 'tis plain, ye have no worth 

No poet's form should ever enter more I ' at all! 
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LITTLE NELLIE IN THE PRISON. 

Tlie eyes of i child are sweeter than any hymn 

we have sung, 
And wiser than any sermon is the lisp of a 

childish tongue! 

HuoH Falcon learned this happy truth 

one day ; 
TTwas a fair noontide in the month of 

May) - 
When, as the chaplain of the convicts' 

jail, 
He passed its glowering archway, sad 

and pale. 
Bearing his tender daugliter on his arm. 
A five years' darling she! The dewy 

charm 
Of Eden star-dawns glistened in her 

eyes; 
Her dimpled cheeks were rich with sun- 
ny dyes. 

*'Papa!" the child that mom while 

still abed, 
Drawing him close toward her, shyly 

said : 
** Papa! oh, won't you let yonr Nellie go 
To see those naughty men that plague 

you so, 
Down in the ugly prison by the wood ? 
Papa, I'll beg and pray them to be 

good." 
** What, you, my child ? " he said, with 

half a sigh. 
** Why not, papa ? I'll beg them so to 

tryr 

The chaplain, with a father's gentlest 
grace. 

Kissed the small ruffled brow, the plead- 
ing face; 



'' Out of the mouths of babes and suck- 
lings still, 

Praise is perfected," thought he; thus, 
his will 

Blended with hers, and through those 
gates of sin. 

Black, even at noontide, sire and child 
passed in. 

Fancy the foulness of a sulphurous lake, 
"Wherefrom a lily's snow-white leaves 

should break, 
Flushed by the shadow of an unseen 

rose! 
So, at the iron gate's loud clang and 

close, 
Shone the drear twilight of that place 

defiled, 
Touched by the flower-like sweetness of 

the child! 
O'er many a dismal vault, and stony 

floor, 
The chaplain walked from ponderous 

door to door, 
Till now beneath a stairway's dizzy flight 
He stood and looked up the far-circling 

height; 
But risen of late from fever's torture- 
bed. 
How could he trust his faltering limbs 

and head ? 

Just then, he saw, next to the mildewed 

wall, 
A man in prisoner's raiment, gaunt and 

tall. 
Of sullen aspect, and wan, downcast 

face. 
Gloomed in the midnight of some deep 

disgrace; 
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He shrank as one who yearned to fade 

away, 
Like a vague shadow on the stone-work 

gray. 
Or die beyond it, like a viewless wind ; 
He seemed a spirit faithless, passionless, 

blmd 
To all fair hopes which light the hearts 

of men, — 
A dull, dead soul, never to wake again! 

The chaplain paused, half doubting 

what to do. 
When little Nellie raised her eyes of blue, 
And, no wise daunted by the downward 

stir 
Of shaggy brows that glowered askance 

at her. 
Said, — putting by her wealth of sunny 

hair, — 
**Sir, will you kindly take me up the 

stair? 
Papa is tired, and Fm too small to 

climb." 
Frankly her eyes in his gazed all the 

time; 
And something to her childhood's 

instinct known 
So worked within her, that her arms 

were thrown 
About his neck. She left her sire's em- 
brace 
Near that sad convict-heart to take her 

place. 
Sparkling and trustful ! — more she did 

not speak ; 
But her quick fingers patted his swart 

cheek 
Caressingly, — in time to some old tune 
Hummed by her nurse, in summer's 

drowsy noon ! 

Perforce he turned his wild, uncertain 
gaze 

Down on the child! Then stole a trem- 
ulous haze 

Across his eyes, but rounded not to tears ; 

Wherethrough he saw faint glimmerings 
of lost years 



And perished loves! A cabin by a rill 
Rose through the twilight on a liappy 

hill; 
And there were lithe child-figures at 

their play 
That flashed and faded in the dusky 

ray; 
And near the porch a gracious wife who 

smiled. 
Pure as young Eve in Eden, unbeguiled ! 

Subdued, yet thrilled, 'twas beautiful to 
see 

With what deep reverence, and how ten- 
derly. 

He clasped the infant frame so slight 
and fair, 

And safely bore her up the darkening 
stair! 

The landing reached, in her arch, child- 
ish ease, 

Our Nelly clasped his neck and whis- 
pered: 

" Please, 

Won't you be good, sir ? For I like you 
so. 

And you are such a big, strong man, 
you know — " 

With pleading eyes, her sweet face side- 
wise set. 

Then suddenly his furrowed cheeks 
grew wet 

With sacred tears — in whose divine 
eclipse 

Upon her nestling head he pressed his 
lips 

As softly as a dreamy west wind's sigh. 

What time a something, imdefined but 
high. 

As 'twere a new soul, struggled to the 
dawn 

Through his raised eyelids. Thence, 
the gloom withdrawn 

Of brooding vengeance and unholy pain, 

He felt no more the captive's galling 
chain ; 

But only knew a little child had come 

To smite despair, his taunting demoD, 
dumb; 
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A child whose marvellous innocence en- 
ticed 

All white thoughts back, that from the 
heart of Christ 

Fly dove-like earthward, past our cloud- 
etl ken, 

Child-life to bless, or Uvea of child- like 
men! 

Thus he went his way, 
An altered man from that thrice blessed 

day; 
His soul tuned ever to tlie soft refrain 
Of words once uttered in a sacred fane: 
*' The little children, let them come to 

me, 
Of such as these my realm of heaven 

must be;" 
But most lie loved of one dear child to 

tell, 
The child whose trust had saved him, 

tender Nell! 



THE CHILDREN. 

The children! ah, the children! 

Your innocent, joyous ones; 
Your daughters, with souls of sunshine; 

Your buoyant and laughing sons. 

Look long in their happy faces, 
Drink love from their sparkling eyes. 

For the wonderful chann of childhood, 
How soon it witliers and dies! 

A few fast-vanishing summers, 

A season or twain of frost, 
And you suddenly ask, bewildered 

** What is it my heart hath lost ? " 

IVrhaps you see by the hearth-stone 
Some Juno, stately and proud, 

Or a Hebe whose softly ambushed eyes 
Flash out from the golden cloud 

Of lavish and beautiful tresses 
That wantonly floating, stray 

O'er the white of a throat and bosom 
More fair than blossoms in May. 



And perhaps you mark their brothers — 
Young heroes who spurn the sod 

With the fervor of antique knighthood. 
And the air of a Grecian god! 

But where, ah, where are the children. 
Your household fairies of yore ? 

Alack! they are dead, and their grace 
has fled 
For ever and ever more! 



WILL AND L 

I. 

We roam the hills together. 
In the golden summer weather. 

Will and I: 
And the glowing sunbeams bless us, 
And the winds of heaven caress us, 
As we wander hand in hand 
Through the blissful summer land 
Will and I. 



Where the tinkling brooklet passes 
Through the heart of dewy grasses. 

Will and I 
Have heanl the mock-bird singing. 
And the field-lark seen upspringing 
In his happy flight afar. 
Like a tiny winged star, 
Will and L 

III. 
Amid cool forest closes 
We have plucked the wild wood roses, 

Will and I; 
And have twined, with tender duty, 
Sweet wreaths to crown the beauty 
Of the purest brows that shine 
With a motheHove divine 
Will and I. 

IV. 

Ah ! thus we roam together. 
Through the golden summer weather, 
Will and I; 
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While the glowing sunbeams bless us, 
And the winds of heaven caress us — 
As we wander hand in hand 
O'er the blissful summer land 
Will and I. 



JAMIE AND HIS MOTHER — IS THE 
TROPICS. 

JAMIE. 

O MOTHER, what countrj' is that I see 
Far over the stream and the boulders 
gray. 
Where the wind-song pipes, and the cur- 
lews flee. 
And the little brown squirrels dance 
and play 
Through the boughs all day ? 

MOTHER. 

Why, only a forest dark and wild, 

A savage waste you must shun, my child ! 

JAMIE. 

O mother, what shapes are those that sit 
In the deep dun heart of the woodland 
gloom ? 
And what those creatures that dip and 
flit, 
£ach crowned with a golden and scar- 
let plume, 
0*er the tamarind bloom ? 

MOTHER. 

Why, only the monkeys crouched from 

sififht, 
And paroquets flashing in gay-hued 

flight! 

JAMIE. 

O mother, what children are those that 
nni 
So swift and light 'mid the tree-stems 
bare? 
They seem to twinkle from shade to sun, 
And beckon me over their sport to 
share 
In the noontide fair! 



** Go not," she cried, with a quivering; 

breath : 
" They are Pixies, child, and their sport 

is death!*' 

But there came a morn when the moth- 
er's words 
No longer dwelt in her Jamie's mind ; 
When he followed the flight of the whir- 
ring birtis 
That circled and soared on the wood- 
land wind. 
And mother and home were far behim!. 

Like one in a golden dream was he. 
Far over the stream and the boulders 

gray; 

And the wind-song pipes, and the cur- 
lews flee. 
And the little bi-own squirrels dance 
and play 
Through the boughs all day. 

But the day grew dim, and the night- 
shades fell, 
And there in the dark, drear, hunery 
wild. 
In the loneliest nook of a moimtain dell. 
Where never a tender moonbeam 
smiled, 
Lay the weary child ! 

Like one in an awful trance was he. 
In the deep dun heart of the woodland 
gloom ; 
But a trance whose shadows can never 
flee, 
Till the mystic trump of the day of 
doom 
Breaks vault and tomb. 

And they found him there with his 
bleeding hands 
So humbly crossed o'er the ragged vest , 
His spirit had goiie to the angel lands. 
But his out-worn body they laid to 

rest 
In the last sad smile of the gentle \ 
God guard his rest! 
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THE THREE COPECKS. 

Ckoiciiki) low ill a sorilid chamber, 
With a cupboard of euipty shelves, 

Half starved, and, alas, unable 
To comfort or help themselves, 

Two children were left forsaken, 

All orphaned of mortal care ; 
But with spirits too close to heaven 

To be tainted by earth's despair, 

Alone in that crowded city, 
Which shines like an arctic star, 

By the banks of the frozen Neva, 

In the realm of the mighty Czar. | 

Now, Max was an urchin of seven; 

But his delicate sister, Leeze, 
With the crown of her rippling ringlets. 

Could scarcely have reached yoiu* 
knees. 

As he looked on his sister weeping, 
And tortured by hunger's smart, 

A thought like an angel entered 
At the door of his opened heart. 

lie wrote on a fi-agmeiit of paper, 
With quivering hand and soiU, 

**Pfea«e send to me, Christ, three co- 
pecks^ 
To purchase for Leeze a roll ! " 

Then, rushed to a church, his missive 
To drop, — ere the vesper psalms, — 

As the surest mail bound Christward, 
In the unlocked box for alms I 

While he stepped upon tiptoe to reach it, 
One passed from the priestly band, 

And with smile like a benediction, 
Took the note from his eager hand. 

Having read it, the good man's bosom 

Grew warm with a holy joy ; 
*'Ah! Christ may have heard you 
already, 

Will you come to mij house, my boy ? " 



**But not without Leeze?" "No, 
surely, 

We'll have a rare party of three; 
Go, tell her that somebody's waiting 

To welcome her home to tea." 

That night in the cosiest cott^ige, 
The orphans were safe at rest, 

Each sang as a callow birdling. 
In the depths of its downy nest. 

And the next Lord's Day, in his pulpit, 
The preacher so si)ake of these. 

Stray lambs from the fold, which Jesus 
Ilad blessed by the siicred seas : 

So recounted their guileless story. 
As he held each child by the hand, 

Tliat the hardest there could feel it, 
And the dullest could understand. 

O'er the eyes of the listening fathers 
There floated a gracious mist ; 

And oh, how the tender mothere 
Those desolate darlings kissed! 

** You have given your teai*s," said the 
preacher, 

** Heart-alms we should none despise; 
But the open palm, my children. 

Is more than the weeping eyes ! " 

Then followed a swift collection, 
From the altar steps to the door, 

Till the sum of two thousand rubles 
The vergers had counted o'er. 

So you see that the unmailed letter 
Had somehow gone to its goal, 

And more than three coi)ecks gathered 
To purchase for Leeze a roll ! 



THE REASON WHY. 

I'd like, indeed I'd like to know 
W'hy sister Bell, who loved me so, 
And used to pet me day and night. 
And could not bear me out of sight, 
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Now always looks so cross and glum, 
If to her side 1 chance to come, 
"VVlien that great, gawky man is nigh; 
rd like to know the reason why? 

That man! I hate him! yes, I do. 
And, in my place, youM hate him too. 
At first, (his common name is John!) 
He brought me boxes of bon boiis, 
With books, and dolls, and tiny rings. 
And lots on lots of precious things, 
And said, of all Miss Pontoon's girls, 
Not one could match ray flowing curls. 
My rosy cheeks and rounded chin. 
With one sly dimple nestling in. 
But now, he seems so stern and high, 
I scarce may catch his scornful eye. 
While as for toys! — he has ceased to 

buy ! 
Tell me, who can, the reason why ? 

It's mean! dear me! I'm sure it's mean! 
Did I not run a ** go-between " 
From him to sister Bell so long, 
(Although I feared it might be wrong). 
With sweetmeats, flowers, and scented 

notes. 
Sealed by two doves with curving throats? 
Of course I thought him kind and nice. 
But now, he's cold as arctic ice! 
And more than once I've heard him 

say, 
" That chit's forever in the way ! '' 
While Bell — she snaps ! till 1 could 

cry. 
Will no one tell the reason why ? 

LATER. 

Think — Mr. John's my friend again. 
('Twas yesternight he made it plain), 
For most of our big household gone 
To Friday's lecture, — left alone, 
But Bell and I ; he came to tea, 
(As now he's coming constantly,) 
And spoke to me quite warmly — quite : 
** Lizzie, you ait» not looking bright; 
And since both Bell and I are here. 
Take Nurse, and see the circus, dear; 
ril pay, my love! accept of this." 



(A wee gold dollar, and — a kiss!) 
"Why don't you come with Bell?" 

asked I; 
He smiled, but would not answer why. 

LATER STILL. 

Good news ! good news ! I'm almost mad , 
I feel so pleased, so proud and glad. 
To-morrow is the wedding-<lay ; 
Papa will give our Bell away. 
And I'm a bridesmaid! — oh, my dress! 
"Soft waves of white silk loveliness." 
Bell says, "with grace in every tuck!'' 
And isn't Brother John a duck ? 
(I call him Brother now, you see,) 
lie gave this dainty dress to me. 
And said, his " little friend must look 
Fair as a picture in a book,'* 
I answered gayly, " I shall try! " 
What need to ask the reason why ? 



THE SILKEX SHOE, 
" Hie on the holly-tree ! " — Oltl BaUad, 

The firelight danced and wavered 
In elvish, twinkling glee 

On the leaves and crimson berries 
Of the great green Christmas Tree; 

And the children who gathered round it 
Beheld, w-ith marvelling eyes. 

Pendant from trunk and branches 
How many a precious prize. 

From the shimmer of gold and silver 
Through a purse's cunning net. 

To the coils of a rippling necklace. 
That quivered with beads of jet. 

But chiefly they gazed in wonder 
Where flickered strangely thit>ugh 

The topmost leaves of the holly 
The sheen of a silken shoe! 

And the eldest s^Mike to her father: 
" I have seen — yes, year by year. 

On the crown of our Christmas liollies, 
That small shoe glittering clear; 
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** But you never have told who owned it, 

Nor why so loftily set, 
It shines through the fadeless verdure. 

You never have told us yet ! " 

'Twas then that the museful father 

In slow sad accents said. 
While the firelight hovered eerily 

About his downcast head : 



" My children — you had a sister; 

(It was long, long, long ago), 
She came like an Eden rosebud 

*Mid the dreariest winter snow, 

" And for four sweet seasons blossomed 
To cheer our hearts and hearth. 

When the song of the Bethlehem angels 
Lured her away from earth — 




* My shoe, papa, please hang it 
Once more ou the holly bough.' 



** For again 'twas the time of Christmas, 
As she lay with laboring breath; 

But— our minds were blinded strangely, 
And we did not dream of death. 

** A little before she left us, 
We had deftly raised to view. 

On the topmost branch of the holly 
Yon glimmering, tiny shoe; 

** We knew that no toy would please her 
Like a shoe so fair and neat. 

To fold, with its soft caressing 
Her delicate, sylph-like feet ! 

** Truly, a smile like a sunbeam 
Brightened her eyes of blue. 

And once — twice — thrice — she tested 
The charm of her fairy shoe! 



*' Ah! then the bright smile flickered, 

Faded, and drooped away. 
As faintly, in tones that faltered, 

I heard our darling say : 

** * My shoe, papa, please hang it 
Once more on the holly bough. 

Just where I am sure to see it. 
When I wake — an hour from now. 

'* But alas! she never wakened ! 

Close shut were the eyes of blue; 
Whose last faint gleam had fondled 

The curves of that dainty shoe. 

"Ah, children, you understand me; 

Your eyes are brimmed with dew. 
As they watch on the Christmas holly 

The sheen of a silken shoe." 
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THE BLACK DESTRIKIi. \ 

A BALLAD OF TlIK Tllllil) CUrSADE. 

FmsT 'mid the lion Ricliard's host, 
Sir Aymer fought in Holy Land; 

And they loved him well for his honest 
heart, 
And tliey feared, for his stalwart hand. 

Once on a glorious battle eve, 
The Paynini legions wildly flying. 

Sir Aymer paused from his work of 
blood, 
Where an eastern kniglit lay dying. 

He was the latest guard of one. 
The Soldan's fair and favorite britle. 

And there on the trampled and crimson 
sod 
She moaned by the warrior's side. 

No strength had he to shield his charge; 

But mild the Christian victor's face; 
And the lady knew, as she gazed thereon, 

That his mercy woidd grant her grace. 

The Paynira died: *' I am thy guide," 
The brave Sir Aymer softly said; 

** By my father's faith thou art safe from 
scaith, 
Wheresoever thou would' st be led." 

True to his word, through friend, through 
foe. 
He bore the lady fast and far. 
Till tlie hostile sheen of the Moslem 
speara 
Flashed under the evening star. 

The Soldan's self with speechless joy, 
W^ith glistenin fit eyes and batctl breath, 

The queen of his house and lieart em- 
braced. 
As if claiming his Love from death! 

'*Xow, Christian kniglit, by this pure 
light, 
No vain nor empty thanks are mine: 
So, name thee the guenlon a kin^ may 
grant. 
And believe me, it shall be thine." 



*' No guerdon, prince, for simple nith 
The Christian warrior deigns to take; 

He has vowed to rescue the lorn and 
weak. 
For his own sweet lady's sake.' 

"All proofs of zeal the gi-ateful feel, 
Smely, fair knight, thou would'st not 
shun? 
An honored guest, thou wilt tarry and 
rest, 
At least till the morrow's sun ? " 

Thus, in the Soldan's tent he stayed — 
What time the queen with pa^ssionate 
eyes. 
Stiiick blinil to the harem's splendor, 
dreamed 
Of his beauty with love-sick sighs: 

And ere that morrow's sun had set. 
With scarce a blush her love she told ; 

But Sir Aymer hearkenetl with haughty 
mien. 
And the woitls that he spake were cold. 

Then flushed the imperious forehead 
high, 

A dark flame glittered in her eyes. 
And the hale of the deadly orient quelled 

The breath of her tendei* sighs. 

**Sir knight, enough; thou scorn* st my 
love I 
But ere thou goest. Lake instead 
This marvellous steed of the jet-black 
breed, 
In the land of the Magi bred. 

" O stem in fight! O swift in flight! 

This matchless steed will serve ihee 
well. 
Whether thy lure be a lady's bower. 

Or the vanward wjir-trump's swell." 

He took the gift, he bowed him low. 
And gained the Chnstian camp at 
noon ; 

•' O courser of might in strifeoj flight!'' 
Quoth he, '* 1 shall prove thee soon." 
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The conflict joins; the hosts are hot; 
That gallant Destrier ''holds his 
own;" 
Aghast at the rush of his whirlwind 
course, 
^Vllole legions are overthrown. 

In twice three mortal combats more 
The same fell ruin marked his path, 

Till the Saracens deemed, as their life- 
blood streamed, 
'Twas a fiend of hell in his wrath. 

But once, alas ! alas ! the day ! 

The Moslem's sudden war-cry rose, 
And the knight bis **Ave'* forgot to 

say, 
Ere he hastened to meet his foes. 

St. Paul! what wizard spell is this? 
The Destrier spurns the hands that 
guide, 
And full on the front of the Christian 
host 
Sweeps back through the battle tide. 

Gramercy! 'twas a dreadful sight 
Which met the gathering thousands 
there, 
"When the war-horse charged like a blaz- 
ing star. 
Through a halo of blood-red air. 

With bristling mane, and hot disdain 
Against the mail-clad lines he came; 

And his red orbs burned with a frenzied 
ire, 
And his nostrils darted flame. 

Thus raging from the heathen van, 
Strange steed and awful rider rushed, 

And the souls of the boldest shrank 
apimlled. 
And the wildest voice was hushed ; 

Till swift towards King Richard's camp 
The fiery-fronted portent l>ore. 

From the fetlock firm to the horrent crest 
All reeking with Christian gore. 



There, on a sudden paused the barb, 
Still, as if carved in marble black, 

And from silent knight and terrible steed 
The pale throng shuddered back: 

But now from out the trembling crowd 
A priest with holy water passed. 

He sprinkled the knight, he sprinkled 
the steed 
With the pure lymph free and fast : 

When lo! the fatal charm dissolved — 
Prone, witli a hollow, rattling sound 

In the clasp of his unscathed annor, fell 
The knight to tlie bloody ground : 

They loosed his hauberk and his helm. 
But dead and wan his eyeballs shone. 

As if they had gazetl on a namelosj 
dread 
Which had frozen their life to stone I 

They felt his pidseless heart, his brow 
Dim with the death-shade's mystic 
gloom. 
While ruthless and stem are the looks 
they turn 
On the demon that wrought his doom. 

But pallid as a waning cloud 

Athwart the summer moon-disc blown, 
The shadowy form of a demon steed 

In the ghost-like eve had grown: 

Only — his supernatural eyes 
One moment shot a vengeful spark. 

Ere the glimmering Syrian twilight 
closed 
On the steps of the sudden dark. 



THE ADVEN'rriiES OF LITTLE BOB 
liOXXiFACE. 

Little Bob Bonnyface went out one 

day 
Into his father's fields to play; 
Twas a morn undarkened by mist or 

cloud. 
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With the thrush and the blackbird 

piping loud ; 
The locust, deep in the pine-tree wood, 
Shrilled, as only a locust could ; 
And borne on the waft of a summer 

breeze, 
Swarmed by him an army of honey-bees. 
Delighted he saw, delighted he heai'd 
The morn, the bees, and the singing 

bird; 
He also sang, as he roamed through the 

clover, 
Feeling so jolly, and free all over! 

But Bob — I must tell you the honest 

truth — 
Was a terribly mischievous thoughtless 

youth ; 
Whatever he wanted to do or say, 
He did and he said in the boldest way, 
Not seeming to ponder, even to care 
How naughty his words or his actions 

were; 
For the only aim of this reckless elf 
Was — everywhere, always, to please — 

himself ! 

'Twas to please himself, without license 
or leave 

Nor a thought how his poor sick moth- 
er might grieve, 

If she missed too long, on her suflfering 
bed. 

The golden gleam of his curly head, 

That he left his home through the fields 
to stray, 

On that sunny and beautiful summer's 
day, 

As the air breathed over him, blithe- 
some, but calm. 

All laden with fragi-ance and meadow- 
balm. 

And the sunshine warmed his young 
blood through. 

While it dazzled and danced from the 
stainless blue, 

Bob felt that a jollity, wholesome and 
sweet, 

Possessed him wholly, from head to feet. 



He looked around, and what should his 

eye 
In an open space 'mid the clover spy. 
But an ant-hole, wrought in the sandy 

drouth. 
Out of its busy, populous mouth. 
The dwarfish tenants — an endless train. 
Emerging, covered the tiny plain ; 
Eastward and westward, north and 

south. 
They toiled, with a constant will, to 

gain 
The fairy stores of their winter s grain: 
Yet Bob in his recklessness deemed it 

fun 
The ants and their mansion to overrun. 
By millions down in the crumbling sod 
The frightened creatures he swiftly 

trod; 
Filled up with dust, and grasses, ami 

stone. 
The entrance-waj's to their home, o'er- 

thrown 
Not one of the innocent horde, not oiip. 
Was left to toil in the laughing sim — 
But still Bob shouted, and thought it — 

fun! 

Next on his wandering way he came 
To a furze-bush, gleaming like yellow 

flame; 
A spider as ugly and fierce as sin. 
Had spread the snares of his web there- 
in; 
But — cunning and sly — as Bob rushed 

up, 
He hid himself deep in a thistle's cup, 
Leaving above, in his worship's stead, 
A bee, caught fast in his poisoned 
thread! 

Now, here was a chance for Bobby to 

free 
From his pain and prison this harmless 

bee; 
But bless you! no! 'twas a finer thing 
He thought, to pierce him from wing to 

wing; 
On a pin's keen point to whirl him high. 
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And behold the quivering insect die, 
This, too, when tlie barbarous act was 

done, 
Seemed nothing to Bob but a moment's 

— fun. 

More gleeful than ever, Bob onward 

pressed * 
In the wayside thickets he found a nest, 
The eggs half hatched; but he took 

them out. 
And with rude hand scattered them all 

about, 
Laughing to see how the egg-shells 

broke. 
But hey ! what's this ? with a buffeting 

stroke, 
The wings of the outraged mother-bird 
(Who down from her neighboring perch 

had whirred, ) 
So smartly smote him on forehead and 

eyes, 
That Bobby in his turn trembling — 

flies! 

(Don't you think that his was a wretch- 
ed plight ? 
Just picture a hoy from a bird in flight I 
His heart and his knee-joints weak with 
fright.) 

But soon recovered, he trudged along, 
Humming the words of a ballad-song, 
Till reaching a place where the grasses 

bred 
Tall "hoppers" in thousands, he staid 

his tread. 
And cunningly crouching, as quick as 

thought, 
A "grandfather hopper" was deftly 

caught. 
Bob squeezed his body, and pulled his 

thighs, 
And i>oked a straw in his winking 

eyes; 
Then, with shrill laughter, and merry 

scoff. 
He wrenched both legs of the creature 

off; 



And next (could the rascal have had a 

heart?) 
Its head from the body was snatched 

apart, 
Till, a pitiful image of death and dearth, 
Its cai'cass lay on the verdant earth ! 

I haven't the leisure to stop and tell 

What other pains and evils befell 

The defenceless tenants of wood and 

dell; 
All wrought by an urchin's uncurbed 

will, 
At length as an evening fair and still, 
Shone over the wood, Bob strolled be- 
yond 
The wooded glades to a quiet pond, 
The home of eels, mud-fishes, and 

things 
Half frog, half fish, all covered with 

stings, 
And scaly armor, as bright as brass ; 
Then and there, reader, it came to pass 
That a terrapin, lazily crawling o'er 
The moistened ways of its native shore, 
Bob shrewdly captured — he turned his 

back 
HeedfuUy down on the sandy track. 
And — need we say it ? — at once began 
To practise as ever, his teasing plan. 
He pinched the flesh of the terrapin 

sore 
Racked it behind, and racked it before; 
And strove — tho' just with a touch of 

awe. 
The reptile's head from its shell to draw. 
When hark I the sound of a vicious 

snap! 
And the juvenile's fingers were in a trap 
As ruthless as fate, and as shai'p as 

steel; 
Tlien, followed a piteous discord! 

Squeal, 
Bellow, and shriek, the echoes around, 
Woke up from the startled wave and 

ground. 
Bob struggled and panted, kicked and 

cried, 
Tet, his enemy's hold all efforts defied ; 
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He thought to rise, but he would not do 

it, 
For fear that his mangled flesh might 

rue it; 
And still more agonized, angry, and 

loud, 
His yells went up to a whirling cloud, 
Which in a moment from out the 

blue, 
[Or such was hiafanri/), darker grew. 
Whence peered a head and a face to 

fear; 
But what shall I say of the monsters 

leer. 
His huge mouth stretching from ear to 

ear ? 

"You have tortured," (it said) "and 

torn all day 
God's helpless creatures in wanton 

play; 
Now, learn, oh! cruel ami coward elf! 
A useful lesson of pain, youi-self ! 
Does it burn and sting to the deepest 

nerve ? 
Wliat less do your brutal deeds dosen-e ? 
How! groaning again! for shame! be 

done ! 
You only tortured, you know, — in 

fun!'' 



When he gained from the terrapin's 

clutch release 
While resting, that night, on his couch 

in peace. 
There softly dawned thro' the twilight 

gloom, 
A face more fair than a white-rose 

bloom ; 
And a voice that seemed like the under 

speech 
Of the waters that swoon on a breezeless 

beach. 
Whispered as low as low could be; 
"Look up! I charge thee! and worship 

me; 
And yet not me, but the Master — 

Christ! 



" My name is Pity ! — I am enticed 
From even the Heaven of Heavens to 

bring 
Soft balms for mortal suflPcring; 
And whosoever the frailest thing 
With strength within it to feel or love, 
Womids here — he is torturing ine 

above ; 
And worse — for the pangs of that 

anguish dart 
Through mine, to the tender Saviour "^^ 

heart!" 

Silence! — but just as sleep was won. 
And over the boy's bright eyes of brown. 
The delicate lashes came drooping down. 
Thro' the silvery eddies of moonligliL 

mist. 
There stole the shadow of lips that 

kissed 
The stain from the childish soul away, 
That sadly sinning, had deemed it — 

play! 



KISS ME, KATIE; 

Katie, Katie, little Katie! 
Mouth of rose and eyes of blue, 
(Eyes that look one frankly through!) 
When I'm absent don't you miss me ? 
Now I'm near you, come and kiss me! 
Katie, little Katie, kiss me! 
Katie, do! 

Katie, Katie, pretty Katie ! 
Prettier far than Jane or Lu, 
Madge or Margaret, Maud or Prue; 
Graceful as a spring-born fair>% 
Tmieful as your pet canary — 
Katie, pretty Katie, kiss mel 
Katie, do! 

Katie, sly, deceptive Katie! 
If you fly me I'll pursue. 
(Whattliough corns or ^out should me!) 
Then, if I can overmatch you, 
Running fast can clasp and catch you. 
Captured Katie, won't you kiss me ? 
Katie, do! 
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Katie, mute, day-dreaming Katie, 
If I tell your thoughts to you, 
Guess your dreams and make them true. 
Won't you cease your coy defiance, 
Vanquished by such wondrous science — 
Won't yoii kiss me, Katie darling ? 
Katie, do! 

Katie, captious little Katie! 
Why that quickly tapping shoe. 
Heady shrug and scornful moue f 
Can it be you mean to scout me ? 
Just because Tni grayish, flout me ? 
Are you muttering, "Kiss him! never! 
No, I canH ! and no, I won't ! " 
O, you petulant, changeful Katie! 
Katie, don't ! 



CAGED, 

You think he sings a gladsome soiig! 

Ah, well, he sings ! but only see. 
How oft on glossy neck and breast 

His bright head droops despondingly; 
Or note the restless, eager bird 
When a/ree minstrel's voice is heard. 

You think because he pecks his grain 
With vigorous mien and active bill, 

This long captivity has trained 
To tame content his roving will. 

But watch, as some wild pinion flies. 

Flashed near his cage, from siuumer 
skies: 

He lifts his crest, his eyes dilate 
To yearning orbs of passionate fire; 

His whole small body seems to thrill. 
And vibrate to the heart's desire: 

The deathless wish once more to roam 

The broad blue heaven God made his 
home. 

Mark, next, the weary pant, the sigh 
Of hope deferred, that follows then; 

Perchance your captive's pain is deep 
As that which haunts imprisoned men, 

Pining behind their cruel bars 

For sunlight or the holy stars. 



Come! ope the door! he owns a soul 
As tender, sensitive and fine 

As yours or mine — for aught we know. 
And dowered with rights scarce less 
Divine; 

Come ! let him choose, at least, between 

God's azure and yon gilded screen! 

Free<l! yet he flies not ! — Wait ! — his 
brain 
Is dazed ! — he compreliends not yet 
How earnest is your proffered boon, — 

How surely his the glorious debt 
Of freedom and all free-bom things : 
Wait! — ha! he primes his doubtful 
wings. 

Hops, perch by perch, to gain the door; 

Then, as if first conviction came. 
Full-faced, and whispered, "f/iou art 
free!'' 

He darts without, a winged flame. 
And soon from far, fair cloudland floats 
The rapture of his grateful notes! 



LITTLE LOTTIE* S GRIEVANCE, 

Mamma's in heaven! and so, you see 
My sister Bet's mamma to me. 
Oh! yes, I love her! — that's to say, 
I love her well the whole bright day; 
For Sis is kind as kind can be. 
Until, Indeed we've finished tea — 
Then (why did God make ugly night? ) 
She never, never treats me right, 
But always says, ** Now, sleepy head, 
'Tis getting late! come up to bed!' * 

Just when the others, Fred and Fay, 
Dolly and Dick, are keen for play — 
Card-houses, puzzles, painted blocks. 
Cat-corner, and pert Jack-in-the-box — 
I must (it's that bad gas, I think. 
That makes me somehow seem to wink !) 
Must leave them all to seek the gloom 
Of sister Bet's close-curtained room. 
Put on that long stiff gown I hate, 
And go to bed — oh, dear! at eight! 
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Now, is it fair that I who stand 
Taller than Dolly by a hand, 
(1*11 not believe, howe'er 'tis told, 
That cousin Doll is ten years old! 
And just because I'm only seven, 
Should be so teased, yes, almost driven, 
Soon as I've supped my milk and bread, 
To that old drowsy, frowsy bed ? 
I've lain between the dusky posts. 
And shivered when I thought of ghosts: 
Or else have grown so mad, you know. 
To hear those laughing romps below. 
While there I yawned and stretched 

(poor me!) 
With one dim lamp for company. 
I've longed for courage just to dare 
Dress softly — then tiip down the stair, 
And on the parlor pop my head 
W^ith " No, I will not stay abed I " 

I'll do it yet, all quick and bold, 
No matter how our Bet may scold. 
For, oh! I'm sure it can't be right, 
To keep me here each dismal night, 
Half scared by shadows grimly tall 
That dance along the cheerless wall, 
Or by the wind, with fingers chill. 
Shaking the worn-out window-slU 
One might as well be sick or dead, 
As sent by eight o'clock to bed ! 



A NEW VERSION OF WHY THE 
ROBIN* S BREAST IS RED. 

Know you why the robin's breast 
Glearaeth of a dusky red, 
Like the lustre mid the stars 
Of the potent planet Mars ? 
'Tis — a monkish myth has said-^ 
Owing to his cordial heart; 
For, long since, he took the part 
Of those hapless children, sent 
Hadean-ward for punishment ; 
And, to quench the fierce desire, 
Bred in them by ruthless fire, 
Brought on tiny bill and wing, 
Water from some earthly spring, 



Which in misty droplets fell 
O'er their dwelling of unrest, 
While the sufferer's faces grew 
Softer 'neath the healing dew! 

But, too far within that hell 
Venturing, some malicious fiend, 
A small devil hardly weaned, 
Seized bold Robin in his claw, 
Striving thro' the flames to draw 
His poor body, until fled 
Sight of eyes and sense of head, 
Scorched he lay and almost dead ! 

Then, a child whose tongue and bro"w, 
Robin's help had cooled but now, 
Clutched the baby-fiend in ire. 
And in gulfs of his own fire 
Soused the vile misshapen elf. 

Fluttering upwards, scarce himself. 
After all the pain and fear 
Of his horrid sojourn there 
In that realm of flame and smoke, 
Lo ! earth's happy sunlight broke 
On the bird's dazed view at last; 
But the oi-dcal he had passed 
Left a flame-spot widely spread 
Wliere the wind-blown feathers part 
Just above his loyal heart. 
So the robin's breast is red! 



THE LITTLE SAINT. 

At the calm matin hour 

1 see her bend in prayer, 
As bends a virgin flower 

Kissed by the summer air; 
Oh, meek her downcast eyes! 

But the sweet lips wear a smile; 
How hard our little angel tries 

To be serious all the while! 

I tell her 'tis not right 
To be half-grave, half-gay, 

Imploring in Heaven's sight 
A blessing on the day; 
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She hears and looks devout — 
Although it gives her pain; 

Still, when the rituars almost out 
She*8 sure — to smile again! 

She shocks her maiden aunt, 

Who thinks it a disgrace 
That, do her best, she can't 

Give her a solemn face; 
SiieMl scold an<l rate and fume, 

And lecture hour by hour, 
Until she makes the very room 

Look passionate and sour! 

Alack, 't is all in vain! 

Soon as the sermon's done 
My fairy blooms a.^ain, 

Like a rose-bud in the sun. 
I cannot damp her mirth! 

I will not check her play; 
Is guileless joy so rife on earth, 

Hers shall not have full sway ? 

I asked her yester night, 

Why, when her prayer was made, 
Her brow of cordial light 

Scarce caught a serious shade. 
^* Father y"" she said, **yo?t /ore 

Better to meet me glad ; 
And so I thought the Christ above 

Might grieve to see jiie — sad I " 



A NEW PHILOSOPHY; OR, STAR 
SHOWERS EXPLAINED, 

One luminous night in winter, 

All crystal clear and still, 
A band of wondering children 

Were grouped by the window sill. 

The window looked out northward. 
Where through the tranquil hours 

The stars kept falling, falling. 
In a ceaseless shine of showers. 

Ah! beautiful sight! those children ! — 
As they gazed on the magic skies, 

With their tiny hands uplifted, 
And their large, bright, marvelling 
eyes. 



" What is it ? " asked curly Alfred, 

Of his elder brotlier, Gus ; 
** Does you think it is coming nearer ? 

If it comes, can it fall on us ? " 

**No, stupid!" (in tones determined,) 
But soon he was touched by doubt. 

And wished, as the flames waxed 
brighter, 
Somebody would put them out! 

For, indeed, the radiant sparkles 
Now poured from a grander height: 

And filled like a conflagration, 
The hollows and gulfs of night! 

Till at last they all grew frightened; 

And the small dark heads and light 
Were in a closer circle, 

While still they watched the night! 

All but one sturdy urchin, 
The smallest and shrewdest there, 

Whose eyes like a pert cock robin's. 
Turned up on the northward glare, 

As he lisped, with an air quite final. 
And with somewhat of scorn and 
scoff: 

"/i's the Fourth of July up yonder. 
And the wockets is whizzing off I " 



BABY*S FIRST WORD, 

We watched our baby day by day, 

With earnest expectation. 
To hear his infant lips unclose 

In vague articulation. 

But weeks, nay weary months, passed on ; 

His last wee tooth had broken 
Prom rosy gums, yet not a word, 

Not one had baby spoken. 

" O Rol !" I cried, " it cannot be 

A child so quick and clever. 
Who hears ('tis plain he hears our talk), 

Should thus stay dumb forever I" 
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Rol answered shaiply, vexed and red, 
" What wretched nonsense, Jenny! 

I never could have dreamed, my dear, 
You'd prate like such a ninny I " 

(Yes, that's the term, I must confess, 
By which, with judgment narrow. 

He dared for once, just once, you know, 
To call his ** winsome marrow.") 

But what cared I ? since as I live. 

True as my name is Jenny, 
From out tlie cradle clear and loud, 

Came back the ba<i word " Ninny 1 " 

Thence uprose baby all aglee. 
His peaceful slumbers routed. 

And thrice that naughty, naughty word 
He spoke, nay, almost shouted ! 

Rol, glancing at my startled eyes. 
His mirth could scarcely smother. 

But oh ! to think the rogue's first word 
Should thus abuse his mother! 



THE CHAMELEON. 

I KKOw that I'm likef yet I am noty a 

snake ! 
'Tis true that I glisten by boll and 

by brake. 
That I dart out and in, can glide, quiver 

and coil 
As swift as the lightning, but softer than 

oil. 
Yet a creature more innocent never was 

drawn 
From the gray of cool shadows to bask 

in the dawn ! 

If I pause by a brook the rock-currents 
divide, 

I grow silvery-white as the foam of its 
tide ; 

If 'mid dew-freshened meadows at sun- 
rise I pass, 

There's a shaft of pure emerald shot 
through the grass. 



AVhen to gay garden-closes I joyfully turn, 
'Tis mine with all hues, of their roses to 

bum; 
I reflect each bright blush that the 

petals have won 
Of their young virgin-flowers from tho 

kiss of the sun. 
My skin's a clear mirror, a glass of tbt> 

elves, 
In which all lovely tints can smile back 

on themselves! 
Stranger still! for on ugliness mirrored 

therein. 
Though it tarnish a moment, this magi- 
cal skin, 
On the dark and uncouth some slight 

beauty's bestowed; 
Why, even that dull little hunchback* 

the toad, 
I endow with faint outlines of sweetness 

and grace, 
Wliile the newt, glancing down on his 

lop-sided face, 
Reflected, — in pity ,— by softened de- 
grees. 
Almost dreams he was formed by kind 

Nature to please ! 

Ah, therefore, sweet maiden, shrink not 
when you see 

My lithe body reposing by streamlet or 
tree; 

But kneel down where I rest, and ail 
mellowed behold 

Your eyes of deep blue, and your ring- 
lets of gold. 

In my miniature mirror, my glass of the 
elves. 

Wherein all lovely things can smile back 
on themselves! 



FL7INO FURZE. 

Airily, fairily, over the meadows. 
Over the broom-grasses waving and gay^ 
O ! see how it sliimmers. 
How wavers and glimmers, 
Flying, and flying away. 
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Hastef ully, wastef uUy, over the copses, 
Over tlie hedge-rows in scattered array, 
See, see how 'tis curling 
And twinkling and whirling, 
Ever and ever away ! 

Merrily, cheerily, down the far verges, 
Verges of fields growing misty and gray, 
Still, still how it shimmers, 
Grows fainter and glimmers. 
Shimmers, and glimmers away ! 



THE NEW SISTER, 

Phil. Say, Pete, do you like her? 

Pete, Like! love her you mean ! 

Phil, Ain't slie jolly and red ? 

Pete. And hurrah for her! just think of 
her head ! 

PhU. As big as a pippin, and round as 
a bullet! 

Pete. And bald ! oh! as bald as a newly- 
plucked pullet! 

Phil. Did you look at her eyes too? 

Pete. Of course; they are blue. 

Phil. Not a bit of it — black! 

Pete. Blue, I tell you — ask Jack! 

Phil. Jack! I've eyes of my own that 
see better than his! 

Pete. Brag on ! but for once they have 
led you amiss. 
Baby's eyes are blue — very! 

Phil. As black as a berry! 

Pete. Blue, you ninny ! but s'pose we 
come down to her nose ! 
It's as funny and fat with an end 
like — 

Phil. Like a rose ? 

Pete. No ! a small dab of putty just tint- 
ed with pink ! 

Phil. Now, stoo-pid! how can you! Tm 
sure that I think 
Nothing nicer than roses so 
dumpy and smug — 

Pete, Pshaw! you mean it*s a boo-ti-ful, 
boo-ti-ful pug! 

Phil. Well, you naughty old Pete! you 
can't laugh at her chin ! 



Phil. 



Pete, 
Phil, 



Pete. 

Phil. 

Pete. 
Phil. 
Pete. 
Pfiil. 



Pete. Oh, no, it's the nattiest, sauciest, 

sweetest — 
The nicest, completest. 
Of arcli little chins, with a dimple 

put in. 

That winks up like a sunbeam, 
And then her wee throat! 
Her throat like e^-foam, or a 

syllabub boat 

On a lake of clear cream ! 
And her anus ; they are nice now ; 

there's nothing can beat them! 
So plump, round, and soft! I'm 

most ready to eat them ! 
Of course, Phil, you kissed her? 
Oh, didn't 1! 
Well! 
Well, I put my mouth down ; I had 

something to tell; 
Ah ! close whispered close in the 

shy little ear. 
That seemed to turn up, Pete, half 

coyly to hear. 
And again, as I kissed her — 
Pete. You blessed the good Lord for so 

jolly a sister! 
Phil. Yes, I did! 
Pete. So did I! 
Phil. And now, Pete, 'tis but right 

We should go in once more and 

bid "Baby" good night! 



HOP, SKIP, AXD JLWP: A QUEER TRIO 
PERSONIFIED, 

O! Hop Is a sailor used up in the war. 

With a single good leg to stand on ; 
And a face as dingy almost as the tar 

He was wont to rest his liand on : 
And lie grumbles strange oaths in his 

hairy throat 
Whenever he sees a fair vessel afloat, 
Especially one with those staring round 
eyes 
(Port-holes, you know) 
Whence the hot shot flies 
At a quaking foe ; 
For then his anger, it fizzles up , 
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(Like tho sputtering; foam in a lagor-boer 
cui)), 
And he hoarsely cries, 
" May witclies lly off with tliat fellow by 

whom 
I'm reducejl to the cruel, contemptible 
doom 
Of tottering all day, 
In an imlMM-ile way, 
'Twixt a single good leg 
And this base wooilen peg, 
Far. far from the simme 
Of the gay ocean-s]>ray ! 
So, sei/.e him. and scorch him, and fiy 
him, 1 say I " 

lint Skip is a mineinu lady line; 

Mic nc\«'i- was siM'ii to breakfast or 

dine; 
And how she lives, non»* knoweth; 
Her wai^l is >o \»'ry sli-nder and thin, 
Von fear il niii-^t snap, and topple in. 

At the \\v^\ sii^hi wind Dial hloweth. 
Her favorilc ni'>l inn's an airy J«'rk. 
AVilli In-r «-\fiialls raided, anti her chin 

a-pn-k. 
And her liiilr red linulcts l)()])l>ing, 
Udl^liing and liolmoltliini:. | 

In a tri^-ndiy tashJiMi, cacli loeaeh: | 

And h«T cli.'rk is tli(» hni' of a drlicate I 

l.-arl. I 

(Tiial ii<'\>'i' a --liade <'an \"ary) : 
'- r> r/>i I intl innli'm" >lu'"'^ sonielimes ' 

r.dl,..!. I 

And ivalU . iinly <»n.' ifcl> api»allcd i 

Tn \ ifw lin- ual\ani/.«'il ^Ixipjiinu. I 

i \r\ dan. in-:, w ri-ulm-. \v liip].inLr 
( M (iiir -k;r! in an. I one skill onl. I 

Il.'i- u.-iiri-al ni;iniP-!- <•!' Lining alunil. 

Will, il li.-, i NSr.'ll. 

ilalt ].;:. Ih-.l lu-iA.'rn 
ria l\s itt.iinu. i".i--\ . - 'M-niaidi-h w ay 

( )i' Ml-- r.-ii.— .i (\ . 
And 111'' ail- '>i' a >pii-litl\ ••aiiar) ! 

Jump i< a Inn'j-limlM'd -i Mi'dv Im.\ . 

Willi -^ii'-ii ->n"nu nin-.'l.--> i>' i-a.'k 
iilm. 



That I liardly could wish the creaturi? 
joy 
Who should ever dare to attack him: 
A four-foot fence he clears in a minute: 
And if you bet from the cottage eave 
(And a very tall cottage it is in sooth). 
With your leave, or without your leavf. 
That he cannot jump 
With a dauntless thump, 
And a thundering bump, — 
Be sure that he'll quiekly win it! 
And, to whisper the truth. — the tVaiiul 

truth, 
I l)elieve if whale or dragon. 
The one on sea, and t'other on land. 
(The biggest that either could brag on). 
Came tloating, or crawling nigh. 
That this marvellous boy, 
With a ringing ciy 
Of lieree, exuberant, reckless joy. 
Would, just for the fun of il. 
Make a swift run of it 
liight down the jaws of whichever 

dread vtMinin 
The turn of chance or a thought shouki 
determine! 

So here my song ends. 

And ye. charming young friends! 

Don't endeavor to pump 

My dry fancy again; 

'Tis enough Tve made plain 

As 'J'onnuy's big nose 

Looming red o'er the snows. 
Those impalpable ideas of Hop, Skip, 
and Jump! 



1)AX< ixr;! 1 love it. niuht or day: 

'riicrr's noujiht on earth so jolly, 
AVlniheryou straightly glidt' with May, 

Or niailly whirl with Molly. 
TIk' eountry danee is smooth and sleek: 

i'nit wall/.rs (s.)m<* call vicious I) 
lliinLLcnc so near a rosy cheek. 

'i'liat. Jack, they're just delicious! 
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At every cliance, rni bound to go. 
And join our '* West End" classes, 

With all about me t-omme il/aiiL 
To captivatt' ilie las.s<^s. 



1 think they rather like me, .lack, — 
(Oh, dear! the pretty creatures!) — 

One shyly praised— behintl my back — 
iShe (//(/ — my Ro)iiau features! 




** Dniicing ! I lov 
There's uought 



e it, night or day : 
on earth so jolly." 



Yet somehow, Jack, the loveliest she 

(I mean sweet Mary Whimple) 
Has never, never turned on me 

A single charming dimple: 
But when I try the least advance. 

Her smile is changed to sneering; 
Three times she has snubbed me in the 
dance 

To please that odious Speering! 



Ah! Jack, if makes my bosom swell, 

And all my life forlomer, 
To think (while others like me well) 

She, she should be a scorner ! 
I cannot be revenged on her. 

Nor icoukL if able even; 
13ut, oh! that long-legged Speering 
cur 

1 wish he was — in heaven! 
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He has given my hopes a blighting touch 

Though lank as any mummy ; 
And as for mind, — I've seen as much 

In some poor pasteboard dummy: 
But then the best of girls are queer — 

Titania loved a donkey ; 
So Mary airs her charms to snare 

This awkward ball-room flunkey I 

Ila! now my steam is all blown off, 

Once more i*m pleased and placid; 
If Mary Whimpie still will scoff, 

Why should I too grow acid ? 
With jovial smile and heart in tune 

(III humor's best disarmers,) 
See, Jack, if I don't figure soon — 

Adonis 'mid the charmers! 



MOTES. 



Up and down, up and down, 
In the air the sunshine mellows — 
Green or yellow, gold or brown, 
See those gay capricious fellows! 
Sparkling, glittering, frisking, dancing, 
Now retreating, now advancing, 
Livelier than the jolliest clown, 
Tinier than the tiniest fairy 
That e'er robbed a farmers dairy 
Of the luscious cream which floats 
Round his frothed and brimming bowls 
Buoyant, tireless little souls! 

Who can fold them, 

Catch or hold them ? 
Evanescent, 
Omnipresent, 

Shy eluilers. 
Bold obtruders, 
Past all joking, most provoking, 

Tricksy, whisky, frisky 
Motes. 

Up and down, up and down. 
Light in sunshine, lost in shadow — 
Green or yellow, gold or brown, 
Over hill and over meadow. 

Swiftly over 
Rock-ribbed height and billowy clover, 



Still advancing, 
Still retreating, 
Glittering, fleeting, 
Never dozing, nor reposing. 
But forever dancing, dancing; 
And in numberless qimint fusions. 
And eye-dazzltug convolutions, 
Deftly sped 
Overhead — 
See (where happy sunshine mellows 
All the air) those jovial fellows! 
Ah ! ye tricksome waifs and tiny, 
Who may circumvent and bind ye ? 
Can it be such creatures antic, 
Unrestrained, grotesquely frantic. 
Are but small nymphs out of school. 
Laughing at all gi-aver rule ? 
Or loose sylphides, bent on sowing, 
Sowing, 
Sowing, 
In their thoughtless mirth o'erflowing^ 
Naughty crops of wildish oat« ? 
How they jostle, whirl and hustle. 
Up and down, up and down. 
Through the air the simshine mellows! 
Green or yellow, gold or brown. 
All those gay, capricious fellows. 
Evanescent, 
Omnipresent. 
Shy eluders. 
Bold obtruders, 
Past all joking, most provoking, 
Tricksy, whisky, frisky, 
Motes ! 



THE OnOUND SQUIRREL, 

Bless us, and save us! What's here ? 
Pop! 

At a bound, 
A tiny brown creature, grotesque in his 

grace. 
Is sitting before us, and washing his face 
With his little fat paws overlapping: 
Where does he hail from ? Where ? 
Why, there. 
Underground, 
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From a nook jiist as cosy, 
And tranquil, and dozy, 
As e'er wooed to Sybarite napping 
( But none ever caught him a-napping). 
** Don t you see his soft burrow so quaint, 
lad! and queer?" 

Gone! like the flash of a gun! 
This oddest of cliaps. 
Mercurial, 
Disappears 
Head and ears! 
Then, sly as a fox, 
Swift as Jack in his box, 
Pops up boldly again ! 
What does he mean by this frisking 

al)out. 
Now up and now^ down, and now in and 
now out. 
And all done quicker than winking ? 
What does it mean ? Why, His plain, 
fun! 
Only fun ! or, perhaps, 
Tlie pert little rascal's been drink- 
ing? 
There's a cider press yonder all day on 
the run! 

Capture him! no, we won't do it, 
Or, be sure in due time we would rue 
it! 

Sucli a piece of perpetual motion. 
Full of bother 
And potlier. 
Would make paralytic old Bridget 

A fidget. 
So you see (to my notion), 
Better leave oiu: downy 
Diminutive browny 
Alone near his *' diggings " ; 
Ever free to pursue, 
Rush round, and renew 
His loved vaulting 
Unhalting, 
His whirling, 
And curling, 
And twirling, 
And swirling, 



And his ways, on the whole, 

So unsteady ! 
'Pon my soul. 
Having gazed 
Quite amazeii. 
On each wonderful antic 
And summei-sault frantic, 

For just a bare minute, 
My head, it feels whizzing; 
My eyesight's grown dizzy; 
And both legs, unstable 
As a ghost's tipping table. 

Seem waltzing, already ! 

Capture him! no, we won't do it, 
Or In less than no time, Jioio we'd rue 
it! 



ARTISTS "AAfEN." 

They were Methodists twain, of the 

ancient school. 
Who always followed the wholesome 

rule 
That whenever tlie preacher in meeting 

said 
Aught that was good for the heart or 

head 
His hearei-s should pour their feelings 

out 
In a loud " Amen" or a godly shout. 

Three children had they, all honest boys, 
Whose youthful sorrows and youthful 

joys 
They shared, as your loving parents will. 
While tending them ever through good 

and ill. 

One day — 'twas a bleak, cold Sabbath 

morn, 
When the sky was dark and the earth 

forlorn — 
These boys, with a caution not to roam. 
Were left by the elder folk at home. 

But scarce had they gone when the 

wooded frame 
Was seen by the tall stove pipe aflame ; 
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And out of their reach, liigh, high, and 

lilgher, 
Rose tlie red coils of tlie serpent fire. 

With startled sight for a while they 

gazed. 
As the pipe gr-e\v hot and the wood- work 

blazed : 
Then up, though his lieart beat wild with 

dread, 
The eldest climbed to a shelf o'erhead, 
And soon, with a sputter and hiss of 

steam. 
The flame dietl out like an angry dream. 

When the father and mother came back 

that day — 
They had gone to a neighboring church 

to pray — 
Each looked, but with half-averted eye, 
On the awful doom which had just 

passed by. 

And then the father began to praise 
His boys with a tender and sweet amaze. 
**Why, how did you manage, Tom, to 

climb 
And quench the threatening flames in 

time 
To save your brothers, and save your- 
self?" 
** Well, fatlier, I mounted the strong oak 

shelf 
By help of the table standing nigh." 
"And what," quoth the father, suddenly, 
Turning to Jemmy, the next hi age, 
** Did yon to quiet the tiery rage ? " 
** / brought the pail, and the dipper too, 
And so it was that the water flew 
All over the flames, and quenched them 
quite." 

A mist came over the father s sight, 
A mist of pride and of righteous joy. 
As he turned at last to his youngest boy, 
A gleeful urchin scarce three years old, 
With his dimpling cheeks and his hair 

of gold. 
"Come, Artie, Fm sure you weren't 

afraid : 



Now tell in what way you tried to aid 
This fight with the fire." ** Too small 

am I," 
Artie replied, with a half-<lrawn sigh, 
" To fetch like Jemmy, and work like 

Tom ; 
So I stood just here for a minute duuil». 
iiecause, papa, / teas friyfUened some : 
But I prayed, * Our Father,* and then, 

and then 
I shouted as loud as I coidd, * Amen.' *' 



THREE PORTIiArrS OF BOVH. 

Sturdy little form, of tme 

Saxon pattern, through and through; 

Face as purely Saxon, too, 

With a smile demure and sly, 

Dimpleil cheek and twinkling eye; 

Robin head, with sideway perk, 

O'er some cunning ruse at work; 

Welcome, lad ! of wholesome ways. 

And true juvenile displays; 

Now progressing at full speed 

On your gay velocipede, 

(Yet where'er it deftly goes. 

Wronging no one's dress or toes) ; 

Now, beneath the basement liid, 

On a dwarfish pyramid 

Toiling, with scarred bricks and stone, 

After methods, all your own; 

A small Cheops ! scarce less shrewd 

In your purpose and your mood. 

Than that king of mobs and mud. 

By the old Nilotic flood! 

Or with flying scarf and hat. 

Coursing some half-frantic cat, 

Fraught with wrath, and words that rail, 

Should poor Tabby save his tail I 

For the '* old Adam's" sometimes seen 

In your actions and your mien. 

But no more than imist appear 

In his undegenerate heir. 

Grown from what seems nature's plan. 
What will Henry be as man ? 
One of healthful, menta,! range, 
Honored at the doors of 'Change ? 
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Of a quick and eager mind, 

At the rise of fortune's wind; 

Shrewd! perchance with scores of 

friends, 
And productive dividends V 

On life's middle pathway still, 

Uy extremes of good and ill. 

KvtM-more unvisited, 

Shall we see him safely tread ? 

Not ambitious of grand things, 

Or the scope of eagle's wings; 

But within the limits meet 

Of his unpretentious feet, 

A good man, perhaps a wise, 

Who — (in ledger of the skies). 

May — un smutched by blots of blame, 

Find, at last, his honest name ? 

MAKION. 

r RciiiN of the Syrian face, 
Anil half melancholy grace. 
With a look in your dark eyes, 
Sometimes deep and overwise; 
What shall be your mortal doom ? 
Desert blight, or healthful bloom ? 
Shall the lily, Virtue, shine 
On your life, made thus divine; 
Or Corinthian rose.^ shed 
Poisoned petals on your heail ? 
Ah! the soul that dwells in you. 
Heaven hath blent of flame and dew 
Mixed by subtlest art together 
In your nature's changeful weather. 
Whence a lightning-glitter warm, 
\ow and then, portends a storm ; 
Surh a storm of tropic strain. 
Scathed by fire and big with rain; 
All your being o'er anil under, 
Thrilled as if by spirit-thunder; 
Till, exhausted at the source 
Of its wild imperious course 
Passion — like a blast that dies 
Down the slowly brightening skies, 
Thro' loud sob and weary moan 
Falls to plaintive monotone ! 

Strange child-soul, but half unfurled, 
Who shall scan its complex world ? 



Glimpsed 'twixt light and shadow dim, 

Dare I prophesy of him ? 

Subtle, mystical, refined. 

Seem the thoughts that haunt his mind. 

While large forces play their part 

On the boy's embattled heart, 

Stubborn will — it irks to yield, 
Always watchful — under shield; 
Scorn of all who do him wrong, 
Keen, implacable* and strong; 
Yet — toward the fair and just, 
Love, that's crowned with generous 

trust ; 
And those graces, pure and high, 
Born of tender loyalty I 

With a finn and wise control. 

Guide the currents of his soul! 

Forceful are they, and must ride 

Ever, with impetuous tide. 

If to duty's strand they flow, 

Fi-aught with all pure flowers that 

blow, 
Or, the Syren's lotus-lea, 
Fronting death's unfathomed sea! 



Ah ! you tricksy little elf, 
How you idolize yourself! 
And believe the world was made 
Like a gay-hued masquerade. 
Just for you to sport and dance. 
Ever, in a happy trance I 
How I envy you the joy 
Of such bright abandon, boy! 
All your buoyant veins are rife 
With the sunniest wine of life! 
And if e'er a shadow strays 
O'er your glad, elysian ways, 
'Tis but like the doubtful mote 
In the morning's eye afloat; 
At the slightest breeze of fun, 
Cloudless is your spirit's sim! 

Still, my tricksy little elf, 
Idolize your blissful self; 
Dream you'll always be a boy, 
And that life's a painted toyi 
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Just for you to hasten after. 
Full of thoughtless mirth and laughter; 
Soon, alack! how grim and grum, 
Disenchantment' 8 sure to come! 
Life, with which you loved to play, 
Slowly turns from gold to gray; 
All its splendid tints are lost, 
For, experience, cold as frost. 
Dims the hues which undetiled. 
Blessed the outlook of the child ; 
And we learn in mournful wise, 
Earth's no longer — Paradise! 



BIRDS. 

That's the dove, my darling! 
Murmurous, soft and tender; 
There! she's mooning, crooning, 
On a pine-branch slender. 
And ah! it's the dove, the dove, dove, 

dove. 
That never can coo, but she pleads of 
love, 
Of love, love, love, 
In the shadows fair and tender. 

That's the wren, my fairy! 

With her wee love-pledges ; 
See her playing, straying 
Underneath the hedges. 
Ajid oh ! it's the wren, the wren, wren, 

wren, 
That is never contented too far from 
men. 
But lives, lives, lives 
Secure in the field-side hedges. 

That's the thrush, my beauty ! 

Hark! and let us hear her. 
Yonder swinging, singing. 
Higher, bolder, clearer, 
And oh! it's the thrush, the thrush, 

thrush, thrush, 
Whose loud song wakens the noon-tide 
hush. 
The deep, deep hush 
Of the meadows and wolds, to hear 
her! 



That's the mockbird, sweetheart! 

To all tones beholden, 
Which are tbrilling, filling 
Glades of woodland golden, 
And ah! it's a bird, a bird, bird, bird. 
The sweetest that ever a mortal heard. 
Ah ! sweet, sweet, sweet. 
In the sunshine, fresh and golden ! 



THE DEAD CHILD AXD THE MOCK- 
ISG-BlltD. 

Once in a land of balm and flowers, 

Of rich fi-uit-laden trees. 
Where the wild wreaths from jasmine 
bowers 

Tmil o'er Floridian seas; 

We marked our Jeannie's footsteps run 
Athwart the twinkling glade; 

She seemed a Hebe in the sun, 
A Dryad in the shade ! 

And all day long her winsome song. 

Her trebles and soft trills, 
Would wave-like flow or silvery low 

Die down the tinkling rills. 

One mom, midmost the foliage dim, 

A dark-gray pinion stirs; 
And hark! along the vine-clad limb. 

What strange voice blends with hers ? 

It blends with hers which soon is stilled ! 

Braver the mock-bird's note 
Than all the strains that ever filled 

The queenliest human throat: 

As Jeannie heard, she loved the bird. 
And sought thenceforth to share 

With her new favorite dawn by dawn, 
Her daintiest morning cheer! 

But ah! a blight beyond our ken. 
From some far feverous wild, 

Brought that dark shadow feared of 
men, 
Across the fated child I 
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It chilled her drooping curls of brown, 

It dimmed her violet eyes. 
And like an awful cloud stole down 

From vague mysterious skies ! 

At last, one day our Jeannie lay, 

All pulseless, pale, forlorn ; 
The sole sweet breath on lips of death. 

The mocking breath of morn ! 

When just beyond the o'ercurtained 
room, 

(How tender yet how strong I) 
Kose through the misty moniing gloom, 

The mock-bird's sudden song I 

Dear Christ! those notes of golden peal, 
Seem caught from heavenly spheres; 

Yet through their marvellous cadence, 
steal 
Tones soft as chastened tears ! 

Is it an angel's voice that throbs 
Within the brown bii-d's breast ? 

Whose rhythmic magic soars, or sobs. 
Above our darling's rest ? 

The fancy passed, but came once more. 
When stolen, from Jeannie's bed. 

That eve along the porchway floor, 
I found our minstrel . . . dead ! 

Hie fervor of the angelic stmin 
His life-chords burned apart, 

And blent with sorrow's e^irthlier pain. 
Broke tlie o'erburdened heart! 

Maiden and bird! the self-same grave 
Their wedded dust shall keep. 

While the long low Florid ian wave 
Moans round their place of sleep ! 



THE LITTLE GRAXD DUCHESS, 

What a pure and chastened splendor, 
What a grace of joyance tender, 
Like to starlight or to moonlight, 
Melting into fairy Junelight, 
Sleeps ray little lady sweetly, — 



In the air that answers meetly 
With each soul-illumined feature, 
Which the lovely, winsome creature 
Lifts toward us so demurely. 
That despite their candor, surely 
Something of an elfish slyness 
Sparkles 'round their shadowed shyness, 
Though a pofie that's sometimes stately, 
(Baby brows thrown back sedately,) 
Charms us by a look that such is, 
She might be a wee Grand Duchess! 

But anon that aspect changes. 
Through all moods her spirit ranges. 
Free and far as Ariel pinions 
O'er a warlock's weird dominions; 
Happy fields of dim romances: 
Woods wherein an elve-troop dances 
'Neath a noon of splendid trances. 
Culling flowers, or chanting lowly 
Songs of golden melancholy; 
Or in stretch of wildest dreamlngs, 
(Holding true their gracious seemings,) 
Wafted into blissful vision 
Of some rarer realm Elysian. 

-Well I know that mark the yearning 
Through her snowy eyelids burning. 
Shadowed by those midnight lashes, 
(Quickly closed when aught abashes, 
And as quickly flashed asunder. 
When swift anger lightens under,) 
How supreme the hidden forces 
Blindly struggling at their sources 
In her depths of nascent being: 
Insight, but half-born to seeing. 
Faint perceptions, intuitions. 
And soft-murmuring admonitions. 
Toned and mellowed down so finely 
That their voices breathe divinely. 

Ila! but see, our dainty fairy 
Freed from thought, or dreamings airy, 
All an embryo flirt's beguiling. 
Wooes us in her roguish smiling. 
Rippled into silvery laughter, 
With arch glances levelled after, 
Coy, coquettish, gay, capricious 
Sprite! thy every mood's delicious; 
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Yet amid these spirit-phases 
Whereupon tliy poet gazes, 
There is one tliat steals ahove tliee; 
Dewy pure from heavens tliat love thee. 
' I'is not when thy heart is lightest, 
'Tis not when thy glance is brightest, 
But when sober (.'onteuiplation 
Near thee takes her pensive station. 
While a strange ecstatic quiet 
Follows on thy childish riot. 

Lo ! her trifling fancies vanished, — 
Ijo\ her baby bearing banislied, 
She has grown so sweetly earnest 
That Fm sure the liarshest, sternest 
Cynic who should chance to meet her, 
Must with fond caresses greet her! 
Introspective, deep surmising, 
Glow her eyes like moonbesiui.s rising, 
And across her face, where wonder 
Seems with tremulous awe to ponder, 
Smiles a glory, as if angels 
Whispered her their soft evangels! 

So that for the moment losing 
Time and place while on her musing, 
One might say, this eerie creature 
Hardly owns our earth-])orn nature. 
For she's changeling, fay and fairj*, 
In a word, all things that vary 
Most in wizard transfonnatious. 
And the round of weiixl creations! 



ROLY POLY. 

RoLY Poly's just awakened, 

Wakened in his cosy bed; 
All his dainty ringlets tumbled 

O'er his shoulders, and his head: 
Roly Poly's cheeks are rounder 

Than a dumpling duly done, 
While they look as rich and ruddy, 

As a freshly-dawning sun. 

Roly Poly's keen for breakfast; 

Ah ! he stays, he tarries not. 
But as soon as mother's breeched him, 

Rushes for his ** hot and hot '* ; 



Such huge sups of oatmeal porridge 

Swallows he at lordly case. 
That I'm sure in stout digestion, 

He's an infant — Hercules! 

Roly Poly rises briskly 

(When repletion bids him stop). 
Shall he take his kite for tlying. 

Or, go out with cord and top ? 
Not the faintest breeze is blowing. 

So, of course, the top's preferre<l ; 
Eagerly he hastes to spin it. 

Almost flying — like a bird ! 

But unlucky Roly Poly 

Chooses — since the ground is hard — 
As the fittest place for spinning, 

Mother's well-stocked poultry-yard; 
So, what time his mammoth ** hummer '* 

Ci ivies on its nimble pegs, 
Roly feels a iHjarward something 

Dabbing, stabbing at his legs! 

Round he turns in vast amazement, 

Romui, to find erect and free, 
Ruflled, ireful, a great gander, 

Quite as tall ('twould seem), as he; 
But brave Roly Poly battles. 

Knight-like, on his sturdy thighs, 
Battles, till the treacherous monster 

Leaves his legs, to smite his eyes! 

Then, must Roly fly aflfrighted, 

Fly, the sudden wiath beyond, 
Of that ruthless, base aggressor, — 

But to tumble in — a pond ! 
Over head and ears to tumble 

In a dark, unsavory flood. 
Bubbling, doubling, kicking fiercely, 

Plucking weeds, and grasping nuid ! 

W^hile — as pitiless fate would have it — 

Ponto, panting on the run. 
Thinks that Master Roly Poly's 

Only sought the pond in fun; 
So. he dashes in, exultant. 

Paws the boy, with bark and bound. 
And instead of gallant rescue, 

Madly rolls him round and round: •» 
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When a gasping groan and sputter 

Prove to Ponto, shrewd and true, 
What is now the sacred duty 

That a faithful dog sliould do; 
See, he tugs at Roly's trowsers, 

Tugs with steadfast might and main. 
Till he brings our dripping urchin 

Safely to the shore again. 

Ponto' s teeth are sharp and potent, 

And impelled by need to speed, 
Thoy have made iKX)r Roly Poly 

In no stinted measure bleed ! 
Therefore, with his gory garments, 

And his mud-bespattered knees, 
He is like a dwarfish Sindbad, 

Sorrow-laden, by the seas ! 

Oh ! to mark our roginsh Holy 

Throw his fright and trouble off I 
How he laughs at dangers vanished, 

With his merriest boyish scoff. 
Decked once more in spotless trowsers 

How he makes the household ring: 
Scours and scampers, shouts and dances. 

Domineering like a king. 

Doubt not tliat at lunch and dinner. 

Fervid is the fork he plies; 
Presto, how the mutton dwindles ! 

Gone are sweetmeats; melted pies! 
Not one drop of bygone trouble 

Bitter makes his cup, or can; 
Koly ! let us change our places — . 

I, the boy; and you, the man! 



THE IMPIUSONED INNOCENTS, 

[Or the Complaiut of a Philoflopher of Family !] 

OxE morning I said to my wife, 
Xear the time when the heavens are 

rife 
With the Equinoctial strife, 
'* Arabella, the weather looks ugly as sin ! 
Obeerve, how those mists from the ocean 

begin 
To creep eastward and blend 



With the sickly street vapors fantastic 
and thin ; 

So, (xcon't you attend ?) keep the chiU 
dren within, 

Safe-housed from these damps of Sep- 
tember! 

For myself — as Pm studying * Barret 

On Drainage- just now — Til go up to 
the garret, 

And thus will be barred from all noises. 

And tumults of infantile voices ! 

(Please listen, my dear! I am speaking, 
I tfiink, 

And put down your baby! he'll drink, 
and he'll drink 

Warm tea till he pops!) so again let me 
say, 

Keep the juveniles housed on this treach- 
erous day, 

May I trust you, for once, to remem- 
ber?" 

Then, with pain (for my limbs are 
rheumatic), 
I slowly climbed up to the attic ; 
And all the 'mid-stories o'er passed. 
Reached the dismal old garret at last! 
" Now," thought I, ** no echoes of riot 
Can break my philosopher's quiet; 
Thank heaven ! all luxuries scorning 
Of stuffed couch or sofa, — I'll settle 
just here — 
(Though perhaps I would like a less im- 
becile chair) 
And be deep in research the whole morn- 
ing!" 

Alack! for all bright expectation! 

While safe, as I fancied, from worry. 

For below me I heard, 

Ere my choler was stirred 
First, a faint indefinable flurry. 
Then, a deep roll, and thimder-like 

rumble. 
With the shock of some terrible tumble. 

Which shook the whole house to its 
basis! 
In a trice from my foolish elation 

I emerged with the blankest of faces, 
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And, well, I confess as a Christian I erred 


Caught — as in spite, 


But who, my good sir, or good madam I 


And held on to it tight, 


Could have throttled, (just then), the 


As a new patent trap! 


"old Adam ^'? 


But worst of all, he had thumped his 


I'm afraid that I muttered a some- 


head, 


thing 




That ought to have rested a dumb 


nose, 


thmg! 


(Hence, the sanguine stains that dis- 


Yet before your stem censure you 


figured his clothes!) 


urge on. 


And yet after all the ado, 


Bethink you! the same t«rm 's been 


We managed to rescue, and bring him 


uttered 


to, 


Quite roundly, not stammered or stut- 


On his pi lie-like pegs 


tered, 


Of ridiculous legs, 


By good men from Edwards to Spur- 


To set him up in the general view, 


geon! 


No longer flecked by a crimson hue. 


So, pray don't confuse me, 


But, a trifle black and a trifle blue! 


But kindly excuse me. 




If once in a justified imssion, 


Behold me, once more in the garret ! 


I followed their clerical fashion, 


This time with the door barred fast, 


(Albeit much modified too!) 


And locked by a rusty key, 


And whispered, not shouted, a d n ! 


(As if one could banish trouble. 




By making one's fastenings double! 


Of course, to the doonvay I scurried. 


" Here's peace," quoih I, ** at last! 


And down the old stairs from the 


One row, and a row of such degree, 


attic 


Is surely enough 'till twilight! " 


(In spite of my twinges rheumatic). 


And so, 'neath the garret sky-light. 


Incontent hurried I 


Again I pored o'er my ** Barret-' 


Having reached the back parlor, I 


("Barret on Drainage," I've said). 


trembled. 


With calmer nerves and a cooler head; 


Alack! now, with fear undissembled, 


Determined to compass the topic, 


For Jacky all spattered with gore, 


In a mode most philosophic, 


Lay flabby and flat on the floor! 


And launching a sudden shot. 


A pestilent urchin, 


Lightning-swift, and fiery hot. 


Who stood much in need of promis- 


Through an article terse and satirical. 


cuous ' birchin ' 


Those foolish savants to bring down. 


With his tricks and his mannere un- 


Who with theories basely empirical, 


stable, 


Had so startled and shocked the 


He harl taken to tipping the table, 


town! 


(A rickety table, though heavy as lead), 




And succeeded, the mischievous elf! 


Ah ! soon in oixler beautiful. 


In tremendously tipping himself! 


To a masterly logic dutiful, 


And then the big board like an un- 


My thoughts were ranged for fight; 


loosened rafter. 


I was making here and there. 


Came sundering, blundering, thunder- 


A note on the fly-leaves bare. 


ing after, 


Wlien horribly higher and higher. 


Gave his pert shanks a majestical rap, 


Uprose the shout of " Fire!" 


And one fat little thumb, 


In a monstrous dumb affright. 


Round as a plimi, 


I hardly walked, but feU, 
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(As it aeeuied), from the garret's 
height, 
(Though how, I could never tell !) 

I alighted beneath to find 

In the parlor a spaik half out, 

Which the feeblest puff of wind 
From tiie chimney had blown about, 

But the children still would shout, 
And dance, and prance, and bellow. 

In a deafening, demonish rout. 
While as for their motlier, low and limp, 

She lay, in a faint, by the opened 
door, 
With her eighteenth-monther, a restless 
imp, 
1)1 awing and pawing o'er and o'er 
The folds of her rumpled dress ! 
Somebody in ytars gone by. 
Had pronounced her fainting pose 
The ne plus ultra of loveliness. 

As she lay like a sweet white rase ; 
But now ! perchance, perchance, 
I have lost my young romance, 
For, unad miring quite, 
I gazed on the touching sight, 
And (I'm a brute no doubt !) 
But I let the syren lie. 

Ah me, the vexations, 
Exaspei-ations, 
And tribulations. 
Confusions, 
Obtrusions, 
And endle.ss afErays, 
Which marked with dark tracing that 
blackest of days ! 
Don't tell me that children are angels. 
All fraught with pure heaven's evan- 
gels, 
And trailing — what is it I — from 

some mystic star 
Bright cloudlets of glory. I know 
what mine are. 
Not a whit worse Tni sure than the rest 
of young ** fry," 
Whose natures are thoughtless and 

spirits are high ; 
But as for your ** angels ! " all that's 
'* in my eye ! " 



To enter again 
On that morning of pain : 
I should wretchedly blunder 
In counting the number 
Of times 1 was harried 
(My thoughts all miscarried !) 
By yells of shrill laughter 
Or dread cries thereafter. 
By accidents seen or invisible. 
And mishaps high tragic, or risi- 
ble ; 
Young Tommy three window-panes 

shattered. 
And, of course, cut his head in the proc- 
ess. 
And an old silver heir-loom 
That oft held the rare bloom 
Of vintages mellow and luscioiL<ily 

fine 
From the banks of Moselle or the banks 

of tlie Rhine, 
A tankard four centuries old and no 
less, 
By wee Janet was battered. 
Disgraced, 
And defaced. 
Till the Bacchus Cellini had graven there- 
on, 
Was broken and wan, 
And the sweep of the vine, and the curve 

of the gi*ape. 
Were twisted hopelessly out of shape. 

Then Harry fell down in the cistern ! 

With yells to be heard for a mile. 
And in striving to fish him out, 
(For the boy is portly, puffy, and stout) 
Back would he slip, and slip, and 
slip, 
E'en from the cistern's utmost lip. 
Until with a wrench swift-handed, 
The human gudgeon was landed, 
Who made with a ghastly smile 
The half-inarticulate pledge, 
That never more would he tempt tlie 
edge 
Of well or cistern, fount or river. 
Although upon eartli he should dwell 
forever ! 
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And lastly. Cornelia, aged five, 
(I marvel the child is still alive !) 
Contrived in the subtlest, deftest way, 
From the surgery shelf, to steal, in 
play, 
A box of my pills cathartic ; 
Enough (if swallowed at once) to slay 
A bear of the regions Arctic 1 
How many she took I cannot say, 
But thereafter for many and many a day. 
Supine the suffering maiden lay. 
And I scarce believe tliat her blood has 

set 
To the shore of health that is perfect, yet! 



What is the moral of this, my masterR ? 
(To you that are fathers, I mean. 
Fathers, and students as well ?) 
Tis easy enough to tell : 
Would you *8cape all household disas- 
ters ? 
And be cosy, sweet-tempei-ed, serene? 
Then never, nevery never^ 
Make the absurd endeavor. 
Because the sky^s not bluish 
And the wind seems somewhat shrevr- 
ish. 
To pen a young regiment in. 
Of heirs to Adam^s sin ! 
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